
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

  Preface


  
    The B.E.A.R.S.

    Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at https://archiveofourown.org/works/87558606.
  


  
    
          	Rating:

          	Explicit

          	Archive Warning:

          	No Archive Warnings Apply

          	Category:

          	M/M

          	Fandom:

          	Game Changers | Heated Rivalry - All Media Types

          	Relationship:

          	Shane Hollander/Ilya Rozanov

          	Characters:

          	Shane Hollander, Ilya Rozanov, Svetlana Vetrova, Rose Landry, Hayden Pike, Kip Grady, Scott Hunter (Game Changers), Luca Haas

          	Additional Tags:

          	Dom/sub, Sub Shane Hollander, Sub Drop, Anal Sex, Oral Sex, Ilya Rozanov is Obsessed With Shane Hollander, Yearning, Possessive Ilya Rozanov, Alternate Universe - BDSM, Non-Sexual Submission, Professional Dom Ilya Rozanov, Sexual Overstimulation, Character Study, Power Dynamics, Stubborn Shane Hollander, Shane Hollander Walks Ilya Rozanov Like A Dog, a dom dog though, Banter, Slow Burn, canon typical bigotry, Angst and Hurt/Comfort, Smut, Consent King Ilya Rozanov, Brat Tamer Ilya Rozanov, Fighting as Foreplay, freak4freak, Shane Hollander Is a Menace, Soft Dom Ilya Rozanov, Biting Kink, Dom Drop, Recreational Drug Use, brat4brat, bio BDSM, no hardcore BDSM stuff, no pain or humiliation kink, Edging, HEA


        	Language:

        	English


      	Stats:

      	
        Published: 2026-06-28
          Completed: 2026-10-22
        Words: 143,646
        Chapters: 22/22
      

    

    








The B.E.A.R.S.

    by Antisceptic

      Summary

      Shane Hollander would probably rather die than admit to the world (or himself) that he’s a sub, because all respected NHL players are doms. When years of living a touch-starved, repressed, hockey-focused life finally catch up with him and cause a medical emergency, he’s not scared or sad. He’s fucking angry. And he becomes Ilya Rozanov’s problem at the Behavioral Education & Authority Relationships Services (B.E.A.R.S. for short).

Or: Shane is strong, stubborn, difficult and he bites. Ilya is extremely patient but instantly whipped. A not entirely typical bdsm AU.
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      Chapter 1: dormant desires
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  “Ilyusha. I need you to come in for an emergency consultation.”
Ilya groans, puts the phone on the speaker and buries his face back into the pillow.
“I’m off today.”
On the other side of the line, Svetlana makes an annoyed sound with her tongue.
“I said it’s an emergency,” she points out. “A special case. A difficult one. I’m assigning him to you.”
Ah. So the sub is a guy. With a deep sigh, Ilya pushes himself off the mattress to sit up.
“Okay,” he grumbles, his voice still hoarse with sleep. “Talk to me.”
“I’ve already sent you his file.”
Ilya rolls his eyes. Sveta is a very annoying boss sometimes, but he knows that’s mostly because she cares a lot. It’s her drive and brilliance that made The B.E.A.R.S. one of the top rated facilities in Canada.
“You woke me up at–,” he glances at the phone, “very early hour. On my day off. Talk me through it, Sveta. Is only fair.”
She makes another displeased noise, but doesn’t say no. 
“It’s a closeted sub.”
Ilya chuckles, standing up. Most of the cases they get are closeted. People who aren’t fighting their true nature usually can go without professionals intervening. 
“An athlete,” she adds.
At that, Ilya actually laughs out loud. 
“Of course he is,” he murmurs mid-stretch. Then he grabs his phone – still on speaker – and takes it to the bathroom.
“He plays hockey. NHL.”
“Ah. Big sticks. Round pucks. Very fun.”
“Can you be professional for a moment?” she snaps. “I know you have the ability. I pay you a lot of money for it.”
“Okay, okay. Sorry. Fuck. You know I would never say those things to a client.”
Contrary to what his current mood suggests, Ilya likes his job and he’s very good at it. It’s in his blood to enjoy playing with subs – he’s a dom, after all – but he gets a different, much more profound sense of satisfaction when he’s able to actually help somebody find real balance.
That’s what the facility is all about: helping. The Behavioral Education & Authority Relationships Services. B.E.A.R.S. for short. A place that provides professional support for subs and doms who did not enter a private dynamic to regulate their natures.
“He never registered a personal relationship with a dom in the system. No record of using professional services either. He started the hockey career young, never made his status public. The managers put him on a standard maintenance package: videos, audio files, toys. He kept declaring that it’s enough. He passed the yearly checkups just fine, from what I've seen in the file. Then he suddenly dropped two days ago. It’s not looking very good.”
Ilya frowns.
“How old is he?”
“Twenty four.”
“Twenty four and he used substitutes all this time? Fucking hell.”
“People do that, Ilya,” Svetlana scolds him gently. “Some for most of their lives. You know they do. We live in a modern world.”
“Sounds boring,” Ilya comments, unable to stop himself. “Okay, so what’s that emergency? You said he dropped two days ago.”
“They’ve already tried three different professional doms and nobody managed to take him out of it, so–”
“Who's they?” Ilya interrupts her.
“The hockey team. Montreal Voyagers. They are the ones in charge of him. There are some important games coming up and they need him back on the ice as soon as possible. They are flying him in to us now.”
He frowns at his own reflection in the mirror.
“From Montreal? Why plane, Sveta? Drive to Ottawa takes two hours only.”
“Yes, but apparently he’s… not cooperating.”
“What that means?”
“His drop has been categorised as hostile by the previous facility. We’ll do our own evaluation once he gets here, but I’ve skimmed their report and it seems well done.”
Dynamic deprivation, whether in subs or doms, usually results in a drop that falls into one of four main categories: isolative, obsessive, hostile or incapacitating.
A hostile drop is quite rare. A hostile drop from the guy who’s been deprived of a real dom for maybe all his life…? Even more unusual. It sparks Ilya’s curiosity, though he won’t admit that to Svetlana, obviously.
“We have his preference form?” 
“He filled the obligatory one at eighteen. ”
“And? What it says?”
“It indicates that his preferences are for a soft dom.”
Oh, now Ilya is getting really curious. A hostile drop in a sub with preferences for a soft dom?
“That makes no sense.”
“Like I said, Ilyusha: a special case. How soon can you be at the office?”
He pauses. It sounds like he needs to be ready for anything with this one, so he probably should take a moment to shave, eat breakfast and get in the right headspace. He has years of experience, but first meetings are always demanding. It’s even more difficult when he’s going in blind like this. And the sub is, apparently, hostile. It means Ilya has to more or less guess his boundaries before they manage to get to talking about them.
He makes a quick estimation in his head.
“An hour,” he decides. “When is he arriving?”
“Soon.”
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  “You got to be fucking joking,” Ilya growls, looking at the live camera footage in the control room.
“They sent him to us like this,” Svetlana explains patiently, but her displeasure is easy to notice. “I didn’t get anybody to take it off, because I think you should be the first person to interact with him.”
The camera shows Shane Hollander sitting on the chair at the dining table with his hands cuffed behind his back. He’s also wearing a collar: a thick, black one that covers almost his entire neck. 
The B.E.A.R.S. headquarters have various different rooms staged for the clients. Svetlana put Hollander in one that’s basically an open-plan living room of a modern apartment. There’s a dining table and a kitchen annex, but the main focus point is a big, comfortable couch. A working TV and bookshelf field with real books stand in front of it. The rug is thick and cosy.
It’s a safe choice for now. Ilya approves. Dom-sub dynamics very often become sexual, but they don’t have to be. This sub is experiencing a hostile drop in a foreign environment and he’s about to meet a complete stranger. Shoving a bed in his face wouldn’t be a good idea.
Ilya leans closer to the monitor, observing the guy carefully despite the low resolution image. He’s wearing jeans and a t-shirt and his body is shaking slightly. His leg might be bouncing nervously underneath the table. Other than that, though, he’s eerily still. 
“They said the handcuffs are for safety,” Svetlana warns him. “He was trying to soothe himself by touch and it got so obsessive, he’s got scratches and bruises.”
Yeah, well, dropping usually makes rational thinking very difficult. 
Ilya feels a pang of sympathy. The file said Shane Hollander dropped two days ago. It’s probably two and a half now. That’s a horribly long time to be suffering like this. Three random doms tried to help and clearly only fucked it up. That couldn’t have been fun either.
Silently, Ilya considers what to wear. It’s his job to become whatever the client needs, and the clothes are a part of that. He has a full wardrobe here, in his office. Among many other pieces, there are white shirts and expensive watches – a stereotypical dom aesthetic, yes, but for a reason. That seems excessive for this situation, though.
He stares at Hollander on the screen for a little bit longer and eventually decides there’s no need to change. He’d be guessing anyway. For now, the light jeans and black tank top he arrived in will do. It’ll match what the sub is wearing. Make them equal. That might help with the hostility.
“Keys,” he demands, extending his hand to Svetlana.
She drops the keys to Hollander’s cuffs into his palm.
“Good luck.”
“Don’t need it,” Ilya assures her. Normally, he’d probably wink but he’s too focused now. This is a serious situation. Could become dangerous, if not handled correctly. Not for him, of course, but for the sub. 
Contrary to popular belief, Ilya is not an asshole.
* * *
Oh. Freckles. That should have been in the file. It almost distracts Ilya from the fact that Hollander sends him a death stare. Ilya closes the door behind himself, crosses his arms over his chest, leans against the wall and stares back, acting unbothered.
“Hello. I am Rozanov.” 
He keeps the tone carefully blank to match the indifference on his face. He has to figure out what this sub needs before he offers any strong emotion. One wrong move now, in the beginning, and they might never be able to build the trust necessary for a healthy dynamic.
Shane Hollander only glares harder. He is, unfortunately, absolutely beautiful and very much Ilya’s type. That always makes the job slightly more difficult. Just his luck.
The thing is, Hollander might be beautiful, but he also looks horrible. There are dark shadows of exhaustion underneath his eyes, his skin has a sickly tone, hairline is damp with sweat and there’s a clear, definitely painful tension in his entire, shivering body. 
Normally, Ilya would sit down with him, go over the B.E.A.R.S. terms and conditions, then move to discuss the client’s needs, wants and boundaries. And that’s after the initial questionnaire online, before the appointment. But this isn’t a consultation, it’s an intervention. The sub is in an active drop, meaning he’s not exactly thinking straight. His brain must be on fire, so it’s quite curious that he manages to sit so calmly. 
Or, to be more exact, he manages to force himself to remain mostly still. That tells Ilya something about this guy's discipline and stubbornness. 
Ilya makes a low, almost lazy hum, his eyes never leaving the sub.
“Can you let me know if you hear me and understand me?”
“Fuck off.” The guy spits the words at him. His voice is hoarse. His lips are chapped.
Ilya nods patiently.
“I will take that as a yes. Could you tell me if there's something you need or want right now? I’d be happy to help.”
His voice sounds calm, but there's unmistakable authority in it. He doesn't have to be polite. He chooses to be.
Hollander bares his teeth like a wild animal.
“I need you all to just–  Just fucking let me be!” he hisses and jerks his cuffed hands, as if to free himself. “This whole thing is bullshit. It's a waste of everybody's time. I'm fine. I am fine! You morons don't see that? I can’t– I don’t want to…” He trails off and there's a flash of fear, peaking out underneath the anger. It's gone as quickly as it appears. “Just fucking get me home and leave me alone!”
Okay. So this is a hostile, but also a lucid drop. A difficult combination. It means the things this sub needs also make him furious and he can’t be pushed or tricked into it, because his brain isn’t shutting off. It’s running a thousand miles an hour in a drop-fueled illusion of rational thinking. 
Hollander thinks he knows what he needs. And he is, of course, wrong, but the fever, the shivering and the obsessive behaviour doesn't clue him in. It hides from him in the back of his own mind, covered up by the dark haze of the drop.
That’s… okay. All right. This is a lot. Ilya has to stop himself from glancing at the hidden camera in the ceiling. They don’t use them for normal sessions, of course, because privacy is extremely important here. But the devices stay on during interventions. For safety.
He moves slowly and stops directly in front of Hollander, but they remain separated by the table. A physical boundary hints at the existence of a psychological one. Ilya is trained to move between those, using one to help with the other.
“I will take cuffs off. Then I will sit on couch. I want you to kneel next to me, when you are ready.”
Hollander’s lips are so dry, one of them splits and there’s a tiny, red line of blood on it. 
“You’re an asshole.” He’s glaring even harder now. Ilya wasn’t aware that’s possible. “Go fuck yourself. That wasn’t even proper English, by the way.”
Ilya lets his face convey that he’s unimpressed. It’s not entirely true, but it seems like a good move for now. 
“Here is the deal, Hollander. Quickest way to make it all stop is to listen to me. You don’t want to do it, I get that. Your team made you. I am here because of my boss also. There are many other, nicer things I could be doing. So solution is: we get it over with fast and go home. Easy.”
It’s a very, very risky move, to put himself and Hollander almost on the same level in the hierarchy of the situation. Mentioning his own boss immediately undermines Ilya’s own authority and that’s usually the last thing a dom should do. But he can’t do shit with Hollander until Hollander lets him. This feels like the best approach for now. Ilya has good instincts when it comes to things like this. He’s learned to trust them.
Hollander keeps murdering him with his gaze, but he doesn’t tell Ilya to fuck off again. That’s progress, right?
Ilya rounds the table slowly and stops behind Hollander. The hair on the nape of his neck is damp with sweat and the white t-shirt is sticking to his back. He definitely has a fever. The body is fighting itself, locked in a hostile denial. 
Ilya stares for a moment. The back is broad. The cotton material of the short sleeves strains slightly on impressive biceps. Shane Hollander isn’t bigger than Ilya, but he’s definitely not small. Allowing himself a moment of pleasure, Ilya imagines this body stretched out on the bed, naked and ready for him. Pliant. Obedient. 
Fuck, maybe he does have a thing for the difficult ones. Svetlana always said so. 
He digs out the key from the back pocket of his jeans and leans down to reach the cuffs. Shane’s whole body jerks violently when he accidentally brushes a knuckle against his forearm.
“Is okay,” Ilya murmurs and makes sure not to touch him again.
The forearms have angry red scratches on them, but it’s the bruises that look the most painful. Finger-shaped, dark spots wrap around both wrists. Ilya frowns at them while a sour taste appears in his mouth. Is it from one of the previous doms? 
Some people in his profession believe every sub should be broken by force. Ilya isn’t surprised. The world is full of idiots, after all.
He takes the cuffs off gently and plans to remove the collar as well, but doesn’t get the chance. Shane gets up suddenly and so violently, the chair gets pushed back and it falls over with a loud thud. Ilya takes a big step back just in time not to get hit. 
Shane makes a choked-off, angry sound and rips the collar of his neck, then throws it to the ground and turns to face Ilya. He’s like a wild animal – the instincts tell him not to turn his back on the predator in the room.
Ilya lifts up his arms slightly in a lazy gesture of capitulation.
“Fine by me,” he announces, putting a lot of effort into sounding almost bored. Then he walks away to sink into the couch. 
He grabs a remote, turns the TV on and focuses his gaze on the screen, allowing his body to relax. It’s years of experience that allow him to look completely unbothered while he is, in fact, on high alert.
Shane shuffles to stand in the open space between the table and the couch. His gaze stays trained on Ilya. He’s panting slightly – breath uneven from exhaustion and stress. He wraps his left hand around the right wrist and squeezes, clearly trying to subconsciously soothe himself. The finger digs into the spots where the dark bruises are. He pushes his thumb into the inside of his wrist desperately and his body flinches from pain, but Shane’s face remains focused. The drop is muting the sensation, it seems.
Ilya watches it all in the corner of his eye. So the marks are his own doing. Well. Svetlana did mention that. The cuffs make sense, but Ilya needs to pick his battles with this one. For now, he doesn’t tell the sub to quit it.
He changes to the sport channel. Tennis. Fun-fucking-tastic. 
Shane tries the door, determined to leave. It’s locked from the outside. He swears at that.
The file says Shane Hollander is a very polite, well spoken, intelligent individual. Ilya wonders if he’s ever using the cursewords outside of the drop.
“There is water in the fridge,” Ilya announces suddenly. 
The words ring in the tense silence. Hollander offers no reaction. He’s back to just standing there, close to the table, with his gaze trained on Ilya as if he’s watching a threat. His thumb keeps harassing the wrist. 
The tennis match lasts another hour. Ilya watches the whole thing, feigning interest, and Hollander just stands there. He goes from panting to being completely still, to shaking slightly, sweating all the way through it all, but doesn’t make a single step. His head drops, but eyes remain open.
Ilya knows a thing or two about endurance. He’s seen his share of stubbornness, too. But Shane Hollander is… something else. 
A professional athlete. Well. Clearly.
There’s an itch, already burning hot underneath Ilya’s skin, to pin this beautiful creature down and make him relax. Shane’s exhausted. His whole body must be hurting and it’s clearly running on willpower alone. Ilya would love to watch the tension in those big muscles melt with pleasure. It would be so much fun to take him apart. Fuck, it would be so, so, so much fun.
Eventually, Ilya needs to piss. He gets up without a warning, interested in the response it will cause.
Shane flinches so violently, he almost falls over. Ilya is unable to hide a concerned frown. Is this the hostile drop speaking, or does he also have some bad experiences with other doms…?
“I’m going to the bathroom,” he announces loudly then and walks to the other doors, the ones behind the kitchen annex. 
Every room in the facility has its own bathroom.
When he returns, Shane Hollander is in the same spot, but he looks even worse. As expected. Ilya broke the trance he’s surely fallen into. The numbness retreated, probably, and the exhaustion is digging its claws into Shane more acutely again.
Ilya stops next to him, but refrains from touching. He takes in the sub in silence, letting his gaze drag up and down the beautiful body. God, those fucking freckles. He wants to lick them.
Fuck. He should hand Hollander over to a different dom. Like, yesterday. Becoming interested is never a good thing, not for this line of business. It’s a slippery slope. The clients are the ones who should feel real emotions and real release. He’s just offering a service.
Hollander lifts up his chin defiantly and looks Ilya straight in the eyes. There’s not enough energy there for a glare, but he’s still definitely not happy.
Ilya shakes his head lightly. It’s a tiny movement – a wordless warning. 
Don’t test me. That’s not good for you.
“Let’s finish this soon,” he suggests calmly.
His fingers twitch to touch. He does not. He just turns away and settles back on the couch.
It takes another twenty minutes for Shane to move. When he finally does make a step, a quiet gasp of pain slips out of his mouth.
Ilya’s muscles tense up as he restrains himself from turning his head and zeroing on the sub. Something tells him Hollander doesn’t want to be watched. Not right now. Not like this. 
Shane sits down on the rug, next to Ilya’s legs, with his back against the couch. It’s a clear disobedience – he was told to kneel there instead.
Ilya contemplates correcting that behavior, but decides against it. Small steps. This isn’t a healthy dynamic. This is an intervention to coax the poor thing out of the drop. He remains very much aware of that. 
Hollander doesn’t look at him. His shoulders are so tense, it hurts to look at them. Sympathy settles deep inside Ilya’s stomach again. 
Right. Okay. Let’s go.
Ilya doesn’t move suddenly, but it’s also not very slow, because he doesn't want Hollander to have time to react. When his fingers curl around the nape of Hollander’s neck, the grip is strong. It’s not meant to be punishing, just… anchoring.
Hollander’s whole body jerks violently and he makes a choked-off, half-angry whine while his head snaps to glare at Ilya.
“Easy,” Ilya soothes, but there’s authority in his tone, still. “Is okay.”
Shane’s muscles are so tense, his body feels rock hard underneath Rozanov’s grip. He jerks forward again, trying to get free. He lifts one hand and grabs Ilya’s wrist, nails digging in so deep, they break the skin.
Ilya doesn't even flinch. His hold on the nape of Shane’s neck doesn’t ease and he keeps the sub in place with ease, despite the violent resistance. He goes to the gym for a reason.
Hollander thrashes in his grip for another minute or so, then goes completely still. His hands fall down, away from Ilya’s arm. His muscles remain tense, skin covered in goosebumps and sweat. He’s breathing heavily again and there’s something dark and hollow in his gaze. A dead statue made of stone. Unyielding. Frozen in its fury.  Cold, hard surface designed to cover up a burning, all-consuming need.
Ilya hopes his hand doesn’t cramp. He’s applying a lot of pressure, he can feel a slight burn in his muscles, but he’s in a good form: trained to out-perform a sub of any kind. Athletes included.
It’s curious that Shane doesn’t speak. His silence is worrisome, but slightly more hopeful than the previous hissing.
Basketball is now on. Shane is staring at the wall, not at the TV. 
It’s another fifteen minutes before Ilya can feel it – the slightest give underneath his fingertips. A small, small part of the tension in Hollander’s muscles loosens.
Good.
Ilya moves his thumb against the overheated skin a tiny bit. Shane flinches, but doesn’t move away this time.
Very good.
Slowly, careful not to startle this lovely, wild animal, Ilya begins to gently rub the side of Shane’s neck with his thumb, while the other fingers remain pressed into the skin in a silent warning.
He barely swallows a pleased hum when Shane relaxes underneath the touch even more. The process is painfully slow. So slow, you can barely notice it. But another hour in, Hollander is sitting on the floor and his shoulders are sagging, body much, much looser. His breath evens out, then becomes slower and deeper.
Oh, Ilya deserves a fucking medal for his patience. He keeps telling Svetlana that. His whole body itches. He’d love to change the position or, better yet, get the fuck up. It’s been so long, his ass is numb. But instead of getting up, he guides Shane’s head gently to the side. It’s a tiny movement again. Careful. Slow. 
It takes almost no effort at all this time and the sub’s head is finally resting against Ilya’s knee. Ilya’s  hand remains on the nape of Shane’s neck – a heavy, possessive, soothing weight.
There. Very, very good. Ilya doesn’t offer the praise out loud. He doesn’t know enough to evaluate if it’s going to be helpful. He also doesn’t want to offer something that hasn’t been earned properly. He has standards.
Shane doesn’t make another scene. He slumps against Ilya’s leg and falls asleep. Ilya has a suspicion it’s the first time in two days.
He swallows a russian curse and relaxes into the couch, releasing the tension from his own body. Ilya is a patient man, but this whole thing felt like disarming a fucking bomb. He hopes Svetlana is watching and planning his bonus. Fuck.
He’s stuck here now, of course. Moving Shane would be a moronic thing to do. He’s expected this outcome, of course, but fucking hell, this is going to be the longest intervention ever. 
* * *
Ilya doesn’t mean to fall asleep, but the couch is treacherously comfortable and Shane is out for hours. 
Svetlana is going to murder him. There goes that bonus.
It’s a sense of being watched that slithers into Ilya’s subconsciousness and drags him out of the light sleep. His grip on the warm neck tightens on instinct as he opens his eyes.
He looks down.
Dark eyes are gazing up at him, wide and round. Freckles everywhere. Hollander has the sweetest, most vulnerable expression and it floods Ilya’s stomach with heat that should definitely be controlled and locked away.
Then Hollander blinks, the moment breaks and a stormy, stubborn expression twists his lovely face into something much more familiar.
“Hello,” Ilya offers carefully. He might have fucked up a little bit by falling asleep.
The frown on Shane’s face deepens. 
“I think you should let me go now.” 
He sounds annoyed, but polite. Much better.
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  “Is there a bathroom?” Shane asks, pushing himself up.
Ilya observes carefully as Hollander stands up, sways on his legs, regains balance and winces. He seems much better, but it’s not clear yet whether he’s out of the drop entirely. That’s the issue with the lucid drops. They can be very misleading. 
“Through there,” he says eventually, pointing Shane in the right direction.
Shane is gone. Ilya lets his head fall back and stares up at the ceiling. There’s an odd feeling of failure on his tongue and he’s struggling to understand if it’s because he fell asleep (not very professional, that) or something else.
Or maybe it’s not a failure. Maybe that’s just a taste of misplaced desire. 
Eventually, he forces himself to get up. He grabs a water from the fridge, drains the whole bottle, then takes another one.
“What day is it?” Shane asks when he appears in the room again.
He looks… different. He’s clearly still tired, but not as much. His gaze is careful, the tone polite. In the place of hot anger there’s… an unsettling void. He’s rigid. No, not just that. What is the word?
Repressed.
It this is how he is normally, it’s a fucking miracle he isn’t dropping every other week. No real dom – the file mentioned.
Ilya watches him curiously, slightly unsettled by the overwhelming restraint and control emanating from Shane Hollander. If Ilya wasn’t a professional, he might mistake this man for a dom.
Well, not what’s an interesting thought, no? 
A closeted sub – that was in the file as well. Ilya is slowly beginning to see the whole picture.
“Sorry?” Shane raises his eyebrows at him. “Could you tell me what day it is?” he repeats.
So polite.
“Wednesday.”
“Oh. Okay. Thank you.”
“Do you remember what happened?”
Shane grimaces.
“The drop? Yeah. Some of it. It’s patchy, but yes.”
Ilya nods. Then throws Hollander the cold bottle of water.
“Drink.”
Even with sore muscles, Shane manages to catch it. His body does the tiniest flinch at the order, but he unscrews the bottle obediently and takes a few small sips. That’s it.
“Thank you.” His politeness sounds… not cold, but calculated. 
Ilya raises his eyebrows.
“More.”
The sub refused to eat and drink before and he’s been sweating like crazy. He must be dehydrated as fuck, unless he drank from the sink in the bathroom. 
Maybe he did. He seems like a resourceful person.
Hollander doesn’t react this time.
“Come on,” Ilya presses. “More.”
He might get yelled at for falling asleep. The last thing he needs is a sub passing out on him.
Shane Hollander rolls his eyes. Then he starts drinking again and this time he actually finishes the whole bottle. He’s… weirdly unpredictable, but also seems to be following a very firm set of rules. Which means he'd probably be extremely predictable, if only Ilya got a chance to get familiar with said rules.
Shane's hand tightens on the bottle, making the plastic deform slightly with a quiet pop. He looks around, clearly searching for the trash can, but gives up quickly and lets his arm fall loosely against his body. 
“Thanks,” he repeats again. It's not entirely awkward. It sounds like something said by a person who's been told they are awkward a lot, and they worked hard to get good at fixing it. “I'm ready to leave now.”
Ilya channels all the patience he still has left in his body not to treat this as a bratty comment and give an adequate response to it. 
“I think I'm the one who decides that,” he says instead, keeping his voice neutral. 
Well, maybe it drops into something slightly more provocative. It's because of the freckles. Sue him. (Do not, actually. An NHL player probably has a lot of money to throw at lawyers.)
Shane scoffs quietly.
“You people really are all the same, huh?”
The polite hostility takes Ilya aback. He quirks his eyebrow.
“And who is my people? Russians?”
Shane looks away.
“Russians. Right.” There is a faintest note of sarcasm in his voice.
A moment too late Ilya realizes Shane probably meant the dominants. Okay. So he’s not a fan. That’s an interesting, though not entirely surprising piece of information. There must be a reason why he doesn’t have a partner for the dynamic and it definitely can’t be a lack of volunteers. He’s hot and rich. 
Ilya needs to get his head back in the game. It’s difficult, though, because they are in the grey area. He’s not Shane’s dom. Shane hasn't even hired him for a service, not personally.
“We should sit,” Rozanov decides. “I want you to tell me how you feel.”
Shane shifts his gaze to a different part of the wall and then visibly forces himself to look at Ilya instead.
“Okay, listen, I don’t want to be rude, but I have an important game tomorrow, so I’d like to leave now.”
It’s weird how composed he is. He’s been stuck in the drop for way too long to be this… fine. Especially when Ilya barely did anything with him. That’s not normal. Ilya has never seen that before, and he’s seen a lot.
“I need to see if you really are okay.”
“I am okay,” Shane assures politely, but it’s easy to hear the impatience underneath it.
“Great. Then is no problem that I check, da?”
“I would like to go home.”
“That might take a while.”
Shane pauses.
“Why…?”
“This is not Montreal,” Ilya informs him. “You are in Ottawa now.”
Anxiety flashes on Shane’s face, but it’s like lightning – gone in a moment.
“Then it’s definitely time for me to go now. I have…” he hesitates, “...a routine before the games. I don’t like messing it up.”
“Game is more important than your health?” Ilya challenges.
The smile Shane sends him is odd. Mocking, sad, soft and provoking all at once: different masks layered on one another, making it impossible to guess what’s his real face.
“Don’t ask the questions you don't want answers to, Rozanov,” he warns. 
For a while, Ilya just observes him in silence. Who the fuck is Shane Hollander? Maybe it’s best that he doesn’t find out.
“There are discharge procedures. If you do not need anything else from me, I will get nurse. If you are stable, we can let you go.”
“Let me?”
“You came in as emergency intervention,” Ilya reminds him. “That makes paperwork.”
Shane’s lips twist in a grimace.
“Right.”
He seems to be using that word when he’s displeased with something. 
Whatever. Ilya doesn’t need to know that.
“Okay. Was nice to meet you, Shane Hollander. If you ever need our services again, do not hesitate to contact the B.E.A.R.S.”
Shane frowns.
“What is that?”
“The Behavioral Education & Authority Relationships Services,” Ilya recites. He’s said this so many times, he does it without the Russian accent by now. “Is where we are.”
“All right. Thank you.”
Shane shakes his hand. Ilya’s gaze drifts to the bruises on the sub’s wrist. Shane should not be leaving yet. Ilya did barely anything. He gave this man nothing. Hollander might easily drop again.
Except that he’s standing firmly on his two strong legs and looks more uncomfortable than exhausted. 
It is not Ilya’s right to push people to become his clients. He can only push them after they decide to be that. Shane Hollander seems like he’d rather die.
* * *
Ilya sinks into his office chair with a sigh and praises Svetlana for not cheaping out on the furniture when they moved to this building. He needs a fucking moment.
He gets about thirty seconds. Then Luca is knocking on the door and he pushes his head inside before Ilya actually answers, per usual.
“Hi! Want coffee?”
So much energy. 
“I guess vodka is still not an option, huh?”
The boy giggles and lingers.
“I heard you came in for an emergency in the morning. Was it really this long?” he asks, curious as always. 
He shouldn’t be asking questions like that, but Ilya finds it pointless to scold him. 
“Mhm.” He answers without really answering. 
It’s almost five pm.
“It was supposed to be your day off.” Luca points out. “Do you need me to move things around in your calendar? Are you coming in tomorrow anyway?”
Ah. Good question. 
“Yes.”
Rescheduling appointments is tricky. Some subs can take it personally. He avoids it whenever he can.
“All right, boss!” Luca grins. “So. Coffee, yes?”
“Nah. Get me an energy drink.” 
“Sure thing!”
Ilya sighs and reaches into the drawer for a pack of cigarettes. He’s been needing one for hours.
* * *
When Ilya steps back from the balcony into the office, the canned drink is standing on his desk and Svetlana is sitting elegantly in front of it. Ilya checks the hour on his phone.
“Ten whole minutes it took you to come? You make me feel less and less important, Sveta. Very rude.”
“You were sleeping on the job. That seems even more rude, honey.”
He makes a fart noise with his tongue.
She sends him an unimpressed look, then taps on her tablet.
“His blood pressure and reflexes are fine. No signs of sweating or shivering. He is aware of his surroundings and there is no significant memory loss. He’s slightly dehydrated, definitely tired and has self-inflicted bruises, but there’s no serious damage. I have both the president and the general manager of the Montreal Voyagers breathing down my neck, demanding I release him, and Shane Hollander himself has stated his willingness to leave,” she recites, then finally looks up and fixes her piercing gaze on Ilya. “Is there something else I should know?”
He drops back into his chair.
“You watched, da?”
“Some of it. A high-profile emergency, Ilyusha. You know I need to.”
“Yeah, yeah,” he waves her guilt off. “Then you saw.”
“What?”
“How easy it was. Too easy, I think. Sveta, who tried to help him before me? You said three people. That makes no sense.”
Her face is twisted by a mixture of annoyance and displeasure.
“They had him in the Dallas Kent Facility,” she admits. 
Ilya’s eyes darken with anger at the name alone. He reaches for the energy drink to busy his hands as a distraction. 
“Okay. Now makes sense. Idiots and morons tried.”
“It’s a top rated facility,” Svetlana points out reluctantly.
“Yes. Good for rich politicians and businessmen to use when they need their mistakes fixed. Why was it not in file?”
She sighs.
“I took it out. Did not want you all angry. You’d keep thinking about it.”
“For good reason! They are shit.”
“There are some good doms there. You know there are.”
“Okay. I don’t care,” Ilya cuts the topic. “Still. I did almost nothing. He should not be okay, not so soon.”
Her gaze softens.
“You were patient, Ilyusha. You know how to help the lost ones and I bet you let him disobey you at least a little bit. Many doms are unable to do that, even when it’s clearly needed. Maybe it was just a good match? I chose you for him for a reason, you know.”
Ilya doesn’t believe in good matches. He believes in hard work, developing skills and basic decency. 
“My dick is magic, Svetlana, yes. I know. But my hand is not. I barely touched him.”
She sighs.
“Speak more clearly, please.”
“Is you who insist we use English all the time,” he shoots back, slightly annoyed.
“It’s good practice,” she retorts easily. “You are worried he will drop again?”
Ilya shrugs. 
“I do not know. It was odd. Just…”
“Just what?”
Ilya doesn’t know. There’s something on the tip of his tongue – a thought, a feeling, a hunch, maybe – but he can’t quite articulate it just yet. 
He shrugs, then chugs down half of the energy drink. He’s not sure why he’s frustrated. If the client wants to go, then he can go. Freckles or not. He doesn’t know the guy. He shouldn’t care.
“I can keep him until morning?” Svetlana suggests slowly.
Ilya considers it, then shakes his head and sighs.
“He doesn’t want to be here. Let him go.”
Svetlana watches him for a moment longer in silence, then finally nods.
Ilya should probably listen to his own advice: let him go.
* * *
The Montreal Voyagers start playing the next day at 7:20 pm.
They get off the ice a little before 10 pm. 
At 11 pm B.E.A.R.S. gets the call – Shane Hollander is being transported to their facility again.
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  Ilya’s grip on the steering wheel is unnecessarily tight. 
“Give me apartment for this,” he says on the bluetooth call. “I want the fridge stocked. Get his dietary restrictions from the team, I bet they have it.”
“Please and thank you,” Rose scolds him lightly. She’s in charge when Svetlana isn’t on shift. “The same room you had last time is open, you sure you don’t want it? He’d be familiar. Might be nice.”
She can never just agree with him, fucking hell.
“Apartment, Rose. You have it for me or not?”
“I’ve got two units on our third floor.”
“1410?”
“Yeah, your favorite is free. I’ll tell them to set it up. When are you getting here?”
“In ten. Do we have his status?”
“ETA is 30 minutes from now. Low blood pressure, fatigue. Drop category unclear, suspected obsessive. Appears to be lucid. That’s all I’ve got for you.”
Ilya hangs up without saying goodbye. Rose always gets under his skin, but he can’t be bothered to get annoyed with her now. 
He’s seen it coming – Hollander dropping again. He feels irrationally responsible for it, even though it’s not his fault. Then again, if Hollander got what he really needed last time, he wouldn't drop again the next day. So maybe it is his fault, actually. It’s hard to fucking tell, because this sub is an enigma.
Lucid drops are rare. Twice in a row is just fucking weird.
God, why Ilya has to be into the weird and difficult ones. 
No, that doesn’t matter. This is work. He’s a professional. He didn’t jerk off thinking about the freckles last night. That would be very bad of him.
* * *
The apartment is similar to the room they were in before, but there’s an actual bedroom attached to it. And an office room. 1410 is Ilya’s favourite, though he can’t exactly say why. Maybe it’s the elegant color scheme of white, grey, navy and dark brown, maybe the L-shaped sofa, or the abstract artwork that should be dumb, but he finds it calming instead.
Hollander is sitting on the edge of the sofa when Rozanov walks inside. His gaze snaps to Ilya, then darts away immediately, while his fingers dig into his own knees.
Ilya takes him in, cataloguing every detail carefully: dark shadows under the eyes, tense muscles, drops of sweat, goosebumps on the forearms, slight shivering. 
Hollander doesn’t seem angry this time, but anxious. Extremely so. His gaze keeps jumping from one thing to another frantically, as if he’s trying to find something to settle on but cannot, locked into an endless pursuit. 
“Hello,” Ilya offers calmly, walking up to him slowly. 
He doesn’t want to tower over the sub, but there’s no way to avoid that. He will not crouch in front of the guy. Let’s not be ridiculous. 
Shane looks up and – okay, maybe Ilya does want to tower over him. The view is very fucking pretty.
Shane’s face is vulnerable in a way it has not been before. His lips are parted slightly and dark eyes are wide with both uncertainty and need. He blinks up at Ilya, eyelids moving uncharacteristically slow, then shifts his gaze away quickly, as if burned. His hands move from his knees to rub the already bruised wrist obsessively, then back to the knees, back to the wrist, then he rubs the nape of his neck awkwardly. 
Knees, nape, wrist, nape, wrist, other wrist. He’s fidgeting like a child on the last day of school.
He was supposed to be lucid.
“Hollander,” Ilya says slowly, testing whether Shane didn’t answer because he’s too distracted, or whether the words aren’t even registering with him. “Eyes on me, please.”
Shane’s gaze snaps to him again, this time even more feverish. He blinks. Then he blinks again, swallows. Stubbornness splits the pulsing need right down the middle.
“You did a shitty job last time, huh?” His voice is quiet and sounds strained.
Ilya freezes for a second, processing the words. Then he slowly raises his eyebrows.
 A sub in the middle of a lucid, obsessive drop is mocking him? Nah, that can’t be right. That would be…weird and difficult. All right. That checks out. Fucking hell.
Shane smiles tiredly, clearly not meaning for the provocation to be actually offensive. The soft expression gets ruined by the grimace of discomfort almost immediately, though. His gaze slides down to Ilya’s right hand. It stays there for a moment as Shane fights to slow down his breathing and reduce the shivering. 
The fingers keep fidgeting. Knee, nape, wrist, knee, nape, wrist. 
His gaze jumps to something near the door, then to the fireplace, then to Ilya’s hand again.
“Is not me who demanded to go home,” Ilya murmurs quietly. Once again, he chooses not to correct the arrogant behaviour. Not yet. Not like this.
Shane exhales loudly in a sort of resigned amusement that can shift into frustration easily, if not watched. His gaze goes on a journey again: Ilya’s hand, wall, rug, hand, knee, wall, hand, floor, hand, fireplace, hand, hand, floor, hand. So do his fingers: knee, wrist, nape, wrist, nape, nape, knee, nape.
Ilya watches carefully from above.
Eyes to Ilya’s hand, hand, hand.
Fingers to the nape, nape, nape.
Ah. Well. Isn’t this sweet? Ilya has to swallow a smirk.
“What do you need?” he asks, even though he can take a pretty good guess. Hollander probably won’t tell him, but he will be thinking about it. That’s the point.
“You tell me.”
The biting edge of Shane’s words collide with an exhausted exhale, creating a surprisingly nice sound. The corners of Ilya’s lip twitch upwards. 
“Will you be good for me this time?” Ilya wonders out loud.
Shane’s breath hitches, pupils widening as he looks up at Ilya again. His fingers push into the self-inflicted bruise on his wrist. 
Ilya notices, but holds back a frown. He lets out a pleased hum instead. He has a feeling the approval will get him further than scolding.
“I think you will,” he continues, letting his voice drop slightly.
Shane looks away. His body keeps shivering as the fever swallows it up.
“Don’t–” He stops himself. His gaze is jumping again, but it keeps coming back to Ilya’s hands. “I’m not–” There’s no more words.
Shane is not looking at him, so Ilya frowns freely this time as the cogs in his head keep turning. Two lucid drops in a row. Hostile, at first. Now this. Shane’s body is gone, but his mind keeps fighting and so far, it’s kind of winning.
What is the English word…? Endurance. Yes, that. And how do you get it? By repeatedly, consistently applying stress. 
Ilya is suddenly very curious exactly how many times, over the course of his life, Shane Hollander has dropped. On the tail of that interest sits a burning hunger, sparked by anger directed at someone else. His fingers twitch.
“Can I touch you?” God, Ilya longs for the day when Hollander comes in for a session like a normal fucking person and the boundaries will be crystal clear. 
And the cameras will be off.
The shiver that goes through Shane’s body looks violent and painful. A broken, needy sound escapes his lips as his head drops. 
Let’s take that as a yes.
Poor, touched-starved thing. Ilya’s fingers curl around Shane’s jaw and he forces it up, until Shane is facing him again. 
Hollander’s dark eyes are two bottomless pits. His lips part under pressure. He’s not just deprived, he’s fucking empty. He seems entirely hollow. There's so much free space for Ilya to fill…
Ilya stares at him, transfixed. 
Fuck handing Hollander over. He wants to have this one as a regular. Pretty please. Ottawa isn’t that far from Montreal, come on. 
He lets a few Russian praises slip out of his mouth. Nothing in English, because his rules remained the same – that part has to be earned. 
Shane blinks slowly, slightly dazed, and then pushes more into Ilya’s touch. He shifts his entire body forward, chasing pressure, then makes a quiet grunt and keeps squirming, inching closer and closer to the edge of the sofa, visibly agitated.
It takes Ilya a second to understand what’s going on. Once he does, he quickly takes a step back, making room. Shane slides down onto his knees in front of him with an exhale and immediately presses his entire face into Ilya’s thigh. 
It’s not the crotch, but Ilya’s dick twitches anyway. He slides his fingers into the black hair on instinct, enjoying how soft they feel.
“That lucid drop is not so lucid anymore, hm?” he murmurs, selfishly pleased, and scratches the warm scalp gently. 
“Fuck off.” Shane speaks directly into the material of Ilya’s trousers, so the words are muffled. 
Ilya’s eyebrows twitch. 
“Ah. My mistake.”
Hollander stills completely and his breathing slowly calms down. He remains like this for a while, then sighs quietly and moves to pull away.
Ilya's grip in his hair tightens, keeping him sternly in place.
“Nah. You stay here.”
“I don't–”
“Stay,” Ilya orders sharply, his voice rising slightly for the first time.
There’s even more resistance as Shane tries to fight the order, but it lasts only a moment. Then he sags against Ilya’s leg, resigned. He nuzzles into the thigh even more a moment later, as if drunk. His face gets closer to the zipper, but it never actually gets there.
Ilya is a big enthusiast of bodies being bodies, so he doesn't mind that he's getting half-hard. 
He wonders how easy it would be to coax Shane's mouth open and feed him cock to then feel it fatten in the wet mouth. He'd later use saliva and his own precum to moisturise Hollander's chapped lips. It would do them both some good.
Unfortunately, that kind of thing is out of question with a client in an active drop. This is, again, an intervention. The cameras are on, the boundaries were never set. A dom might use his private sub like that – lucid or not, in or out of the drop – but even then it should be negotiated before. 
Ilya can feel Shane settle against him, still on his knees, but now giving away more weight. Last time, Ilya was stuck sitting in one position for hours. This time he might have to stand. This sub sure as hell is putting him to work.
That’s a philosophy not everybody follows: that doms don’t just take, take, take; that their control is a kind of service too; that they often have to yield in some areas to have authority in others. People in places like Dallas Kent Facility don’t believe in any of that. They’d call Ilya soft, when he is, in fact, just smart. 
Hollander isn’t shaking as much anymore, but Ilya can see sweat still gathering on the nape of his neck and his scalp feels too hot. He should drink some water.
Ilya lets the sub have peace for a while. His fingers play slowly with the black hair, but eventually they still. His hand falls away, which drags a displeased grunt out of Hollander. 
Ilya takes a step back. Hollander leans forward on his knees, chasing him on instinct.
“Stay,” Rozanov orders once more, this time calmly. 
Hollander’s anxiety is back in seconds. He’s grabbing his wrist again and his eyes are dancing all over the room before he looks up at Ilya. Betrayal flashes on the freckled face, but it gets quickly swallowed by the uncertainty. 
“Just a moment,” Ilya assures him. “Stay like this for me.”
He moves to the fridge and takes a cold bottle of water out, which causes a faint sense of déjà vu. 
In a short moment he’s back in front of Hollander, watching him from above carefully. Ilya half-expected the guy to turn defiant and get up, but Shane didn’t. It probably has something to do with how desperate he is to be touched. Ilya can see that of course, even though Hollander is clearly trying to hide it behind his stubbornness and pride. 
Ilya has a suspicion that if Shane wasn’t lucid, he would beg. 
“Drink,” he murmurs, extending the bottle to Hollander.
Shane stares. Blinks. His fingers dig into his wrist.
“Don’t need to,” he mumbles, looking away. His gaze is jumping again, but he’s clearly trying to avoid Ilya.
Ilya swallows a sigh of frustration. So fucking difficult, god. He unscrews the bottle, then reaches down and digs his fingers into the nape of Hollander’s neck. The grip is tighter than it needs to be. Ilya is just a man.
Shane’s gaze snaps to him then, pupils blown again. It feels as if their eye contact has its own gravity field. Ilya’s restraint wavers for a second and he licks his lips before pushing water against Hollander’s dry ones.
“Drink,” he demands again, tilting the bottle.
Hollander listens this time. He lets the cold liquid flow into his mouth, throat working to get it all the way down. Ilya is patient with him, pouring small amounts slowly, but his stern grip on the neck remains: a silent warning. 
Shane begins to squirm at the end, but one bottle isn’t too much water by far, so Ilya forces all that’s left into his mouth in one go. His hand moves into Shane's hair to tilt his head up more and make sure he gets it all.
Hollander leaves the liquid in his cheeks, defiant for no reason. Or maybe he just needs a second. He looks up, making eye contact. Ilya has to hold back a chuckle at his funny expression.
“Swallow.” His voice is low, gaze piercing.
Shane shivers visibly, then obeys.
An urge to call him a pet name crashes into Ilya out of nowhere. He manages to squash it, but the dangerous fondness remains. He moves his hand from Shane’s hair to his face and gently drags the thumb against one of Shane’s brow.
“Good,” he praises for the very first time.
He watches as dark eyes turn hazy and he worries for a second that the drop will shift into something much less lucid, but Shane's daze doesn’t last. Soon, the beautiful, freckled face is twisted by a grimace. Shane looks away, as if burned.
“Stop it.”
“Stop what?” Ilya demands, keeping his tone neutral.
“You are playing with me.” The words are mumbled.
“That is bad?” he asks curiously. He’s still gathering intel.
There’s a pause.
“It's exhausting,” Shane accuses quietly, his gaze fixated on the wall. He’s fidgeting again and the shivering is slowly coming back. 
“Is it?” Ilya challenges. “Or are you simply exhausted?”
“Asshole.” Hollander is unable to yell at him, so the word comes out in a tense whisper instead.
“He says while on his knees for me…” Ilya murmurs, amused.
“I said don't!” 
Shane raises his voice suddenly, then immediately flinches back, as if he was the one who got yelled at. Panic spills all over his face, he freezes, blinks and then turns his head to the side, trying to somehow hide without moving up from his knees.
Ilya knows he fucked up the second he notices the tears. He clearly misjudged just how touched-starved Hollander really was and Shane’s lucidity tricked him into thinking the drop is not as severe. 
“No. Hey, solnyshko. Is okay,” he soothes immediately, leaving the anger at himself for later. Any trace of the amusement is gone from Ilya’s eyes and voice. He's entirely focused. “I have you. Come here. I have you.”
He wipes away a few tears, cups Shane’s face gently, then tugs at him to get him off the floor. Hollander is a mess of reluctance and need: two natures fighting an endless battle inside of him, it seems. 
Ilya turns them around together and sits down on the sofa, dragging Hollander with him until he’s seated in Ilya’s lap. He’s shaking and sniffling, clearly exhausted and lost.
“Get your hands behind your back. Bend the elbows,” Ilya prompts and once Shane listens, he gently grabs Shane’s wrists and holds them there. “Yes, that’s it. Very good.”
Shane’s breath hitches at the praise again.
“Come here,” Ilya murmurs, using the other hand to grab Hollander by the nape again and push his face into the crook of his own neck. “Stay. Is okay. You relax now, I have you.”
Shane is tense for a moment longer. He tries to move his arms, shyly testing Ilya’s hold. It’s strong. Hollander is held in a way that resembles a hug, but his wrist and his neck are being unmistakably pinned – the pressure soothing but also reminding him that it’s not exactly a choice. Ilya can feel it when Shane begins to relax into the touch. When he lets out a tired exhale, it tickles Ilya’s neck.
Allowing himself a moment of greed, Ilya shifts his hold to Hollander's hair, adjusts his head slightly and then presses his lips to Shane's hot neck.
Hollander's whole body jerks in Ilya's grip.
“Is okay,” Ilya whispers into his skin and kisses the tender spot again, then again. 
It's lazy, but not entirely innocent, because a man like Ilya is unable to be entirely innocent with a body like Hollander's. Tempted to search for the boundary, he licks a wet stripe, enjoying the taste of salt on Shane's overheated skin. 
Hollander whines beautifully at that, but remains still. Too still, maybe – as if he was afraid any kind of movement will make Ilya stop.
Ilya stops either way, after a few more kisses. Sadly, he needs this sub calm. He tightens his grip on Shane's wrists – his big hand capable of holding both at once – and pins them tighter against Shane's back. He tries not to think about the bruises. One thing at a time.
They stay like that for a while. He can feel the tension bleed away from Shane's body. He glances at the clock on the wall: it's after one a.m.. Hollander played a game today, then they took him on a flight, in the drop. That's way too much for one body, no matter how big and strong.
“I have bed,” Ilya whispers gently. “Want to lay down and rest?”
He can feel Shane tensing up already. Fucking hell, he's so difficult.
“I hate your stupid questions,” comes a mumbled, annoyed response.
Taking advantage of the fact that the client can't see him, Ilya grins.
“Okay. No questions then. You will get up, walk to the bedroom down the hall, take your shoes off and lay on the mattress on your stomach. And you will wait like this for me.”
“I…” Shane trails off. 
Ilya presses one more kiss to his neck. 
“Now.” His tone is still calm, but there’s something dark and demanding in the syrupy sweetness of it.
He lets go of Hollander and watches as the sub slowly gets up, clearly finding it difficult to force the sore, tired muscles to cooperate. He sways a bit on his feet once he's up, but doesn't fall over. His gaze is that lovely mixture of reluctance and need again. It jumps around the room, but not as frantically as before. He glances at Ilya then, betraying his uncertainty.
Ilya, sprawled on the sofa comfortably, simply nods: a permission. Shane swallows visibly. His gaze drags down Rozanov’s body for a second, curious, then he looks straight ahead, tightens his lips and walks away.
Once he’s alone in the living room, Ilya lets out a long exhale. He presses the heel of his palm into his hardening dick to get something, then moves it away and waits, willing the erection down. He can still feel the way Hollander’s deliciously muscular thighs were squeezing him on both sides. 
Fuck. The things Ilya would do to him, if he was allowed. 
He rolls his neck, trying to loosen the tense muscles, and takes a slow breath in, recentering himself. There’s a reason why this is a job. It requires a lot of energy, focus and restraint. It’s not the same as personal fun with a sub, when he can lose himself in it and relax. Not that Ilya is complaining. It’s still a very pleasant job.
His gaze moves up, to where the camera is hidden and makes eye contact with it for a moment. He knows Dykstra is on the night shift in the control room right now. Ilya raises his eyebrows theatrically (a wordless: what are you looking at, pervert?), then smirks and shows him a middle finger. 
Ilya is very considerate of his coworkers. He’d hate for them to get bored. 
He waits a moment longer, then gets up. He grabs a tablet from the tablet on his way.
In the bedroom he finds Shane on the bed, laying on his stomach, as ordered. 
“Good,” is all Ilya says, in a pretty indifferent tone.
The mattress dips as Ilya sits down with his back against the headboard. Shane’s head is turned in his direction, twisted to the side with the cheek pressed into the duvet. Ilya can feel Hollander’s burning gaze on himself as he settles and turns the tablet on. 
There are three new potential clients which Svetlana selected for him. He needs to go through their profiles and see whether he feels comfortable with taking them on. Different people are looking for different things and even though professional doms are generally quite flexible – it’s a service, not something to fulfill their own desires – there are still some boundaries and preferences that need to be considered before making a match. 
The room is dark and quiet, except from the faint light from the screen. For a while, Ilya pretends he doesn’t notice the tension and anticipation emanating from Hollander’s impressive body laid out on the bed. It’s like a black hole, though, sucking everything else from the room and turning Hollander’s desperation into an almost visible focal point that hangs over them both.
Ilya sighs quietly and reaches out. His hand slides under Shane’s t-shirt and settles on the warm, sweaty skin between his shoulderblades. 
“Go to sleep,” he advises, glancing at the clock on the tablet this time. 
His hand stays under Hollander’s t-shirt. Warm and heavy, and possessive. Shane is visibly unsettled by it at first, but he doesn’t try to shift away. Like with everything else so far, after the initial reluctance or the feeling of being overwhelmed, he slowly accepts it and begins to relax.
Ilya expects him to fall asleep fast, because it’s obvious the sub is exhausted. But Hollander is a little soldier allergic to peace, so even though he gets calm, he stays conscious for long, his dark eyes watching Ilya with eyelids half-closed. 
The black hole seems to be gone. Ilya thinks they are finally getting somewhere (as in, he might be able to finally take a break, because fuck, he’s tired too – he’s been dragged into an intervention in the middle of the night after a full day of work, and Hollander has stolen his time off one day earlier, too), but no. No, instead of falling asleep, Hollander begins to squirm again.
Fucking hell. 
It’s subtle at first: he just shifts his hips slightly against the bed a few times. But the restlessness soon grows and Ilya can feel underneath his fingers as the tension crawls back into Shane’s muscles.
Ilya slowly turns his head to make eye contact.
“What is it?” he demands. There’s an edge to his tone – not a real displeasure, but a carefully crafted one.
Shane’s face turns slightly red.
“I… need to go to the bathroom,” he mumbles, clearly uncomfortable with saying it out loud. Probably because it almost sounds like asking for permission.
Ilya pauses, analysing his options quickly. Shane takes the silence as permission – he clearly doesn’t have a dom – and begins to move. Ilya presses down on his back, making him stay in place.
“No.”
Shane’s eyes widen.
“But–”
“Not yet,” Ilya informs him, his tone turning more soft. “I tell you when.”
There’s a shadow of panic on Shane’s lovely face, but it gets pushed away by confusion. Ilya watches as Hollander’s tired brain lags, unable to make sense of the fact that there’s thrill and desire where only annoyance should appear. His lips part in surprise, eyes widen innocently. 
Hollander’s so beautifully lost, Ilya can’t help himself. He slides his hand from underneath the t-shirt and moves it to brush Shane’s red cheek instead. From there, it’s way too easy to slide a thumb into his already slightly open mouth.
The surprise turns into shock. Hollander forgets to be angry, he just stares, frozen. Ilya presses down on his tongue, watching with a hungry gaze.
“There,” he murmurs mostly to himself. “Like this.”
He doesn’t take his thumb out. When a few minutes later Shane starts squirming again, clearly needing to piss, Ilya just presses down on his tongue harder to distract him. Shane’s mouth has already closed around his thumb by then. He makes a soft whine now, looking at Ilya with those wide, shiny eyes. 
Ilya tries not to think about all the things he’d like to do to his sub. He feels his restraint slipping, suddenly and it’s dangerous enough that he retracts his hand.
“Go,” he orders. 
Shane stays still for a moment longer, breathing heavy, as his brain tries to catch up. Then he blinks and starts moving, while his face gets even more red.
Ilya is pretty sure he can hear a quiet “asshole” mumbled right before Shane disappears in the bathroom. For now, he lets it slide.
Shane is back quickly, but he lingers in the doorway, uncertain and reluctant to look Ilya in the eyes.
Ilya pats the empty space on the mattress.
“Back to me.”
Hollander needs sleep.
Shane’s gaze darts around, then finally lands on the bed. He stalls for a moment longer, but eventually climbs back into the same spot. A quiet sigh of relief escapes his mouth when Ilya’s hand slides onto his back again. Rozanov doesn’t say anything else, he just goes back to his work. 
This time, Hollander finally falls asleep.
Fucking hell, Ilya needs a raise for this one. (That’s a lie. He could probably be convinced to do it for free.)
* * *
“I was hoping he’d punch you,” Dykstra announces in a serious tone when Ilya walks into the control room. “He looks like he could do some serious damage.”
“Ha. Ha. Funny,” Ilya deadpans.
“You leaving?” 
Dykstra’s feet are resting on the desk and if Svetlana saw the amount of empty cans discarded carelessly around him, she’d get Rose to kick him in the balls. 
It’s two am already. There’s no point for Ilya to go back home. 
“I’ll take one of the guestrooms to sleep this off,” he announces, then shifts his gaze to the screens – to the one which shows a sleeping Hollander. “When he wakes up, give him a moment, then send a nurse in to check if he’s out of the drop,” Ilya requests. “After that, bring him toiletries and a change of clothes. And have somebody wake me up.”
“Why?”
“Becuase I am not done with him yet.”
Fool me once, but never twice, motherfucker.
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    Hollander rolls his eyes. It's been a while since Ilya allowed a sub to do that in front of him with no consequences.
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  They cut the cameras in 1410 early in the morning, right after the nurse leaves and right before Shane enters the shower. His emergency status is officially changed into a regular admission. 
Back in his office, freshly out of the shower, Ilya takes unusually long to decide what to wear, but nobody needs to know that. It almost feels like he’s about to meet Hollander for the first time. Before, it was all about deescalating the situation and providing initial relief and comfort. This time it’s going to be about something else. 
He bumps into Luca on his way to the third floor.
“Hi! You’re very early.” The young guy beams. That smile is going to get him in trouble one day.
“I am here since night,” Ilya explains, sliding his hands into the pockets of black trousers. He’s wearing a black shirt to match. The first few buttons are left carelessly unbuttoned, leaving his golden chain on display. “Another emergency. I updated the calendar for today, you need to inform the clients. Is all in your inbox, marked as urgent.”
“Oh. Yes, of course!”
Ilya presses the button to summon the elevator. Luca isn’t going up, but he lingers, staring at him curiously. 
“You look nice.”
Ilya raises his eyebrows at the boy. 
“Yes.”
Luca giggles at that.
“You’re going to an appointment right now? This early? I don’t remember scheduling that.”
“Is the emergency client still,” Ilya explains with a small sigh. 
The elevator arrives. Luca waves him goodbye, like an excited little puppy. Ilya gives him the smallest of nods, distracted. In his mind, he’s already walking back into 1410. 
He glances at the mirror in the elevator. He fixes his hair by slicking the sides back a bit more. He’s ready. He always is. He is a professional, after all.
* * *
Ilya closes the door after entering, but it doesn’t lock itself with a soft click. When the cameras are off, the doors stay open. 
“You look pretty.”
Shane’s gaze snapped to him the second Ilya entered the room. Now he scowls at the comment. He’s sitting at the table, like the first time they met – stiff, official.
Ilya looks him up and down slowly, enjoying himself. Shane looks down at his own clothes too then, his mind clearly trying to make sense of the comment. He’s in a soft, loose pair of dark gray sweatpants and an oversized t-shirt in the same color. The material is nice.
He frowns.
“I was given these clothes by the nurse. Was I not supposed to put them on…?”
Ilya shakes his head. Shane clearly took a shower. Putting back the clothes which he slept in woudln’t be pleasant.
“They are yours. A gift.”
Shane’s frown deepens. Confusion seems to often override his displeasure. 
“From who?”
Ilya smirks. A black paper folder is placed on the table and then he takes a seat, right in front of Hollander
“From me. They are my clothes.”
That’s not exactly true. Every dom who works at the B.E.A.R.S. has to personally select basic loungewear which they’d want to be given to their client when the situation calls for it. Usually during aftercare, or when the previous outfit gets accidentally ruined. The chosen items are then bought in bulk, in all sizes, and kept in the storage room in their facility. 
So the clothes are not Ilya’s, personally, but there is an element of possessiveness built into the procedure on purpose. 
There is also emergency clothing for the dominant clients, of course, but subs working at the B.E.A.R.S. do not choose them personally, because there’s no real benefit to it in the dynamic. And when it comes to special outfits chosen for specific appointments, the working dom or sub either places the order themselves or forwards the request to Luca.
Hollander is staring at him with clear annoyance, but Ilya is convinced he can see a faint blush on his cheeks.
“Great,” is what the sub finally says, in a tone that suggests the opposite. He’s looking at the table. 
He does not say thank you.
Ilya will remember that.
“How are you feeling?” he asks casually.
“The nurse said I am out of the drop and stable.”
“I know.” Ilya’s tone shifts into something slightly more stern, but it’s subtle. “I asked how are you feeling.”
“I’m feeling ready to leave.”
Hollander has the audacity to talk back like this while not even looking at Ilya. Ilya has to stop himself from making a displeased noise with his tongue. Instead, he leans back, sprawling on the chair more confidently. He watches Hollander like a hawk, while the rest of his body language suggests he’s relaxed and casual about it all.
“I think you and I should have a session first.”
That makes Hollander’s gaze shift back to Ilya. His eyes drop a bit too low at first – at the exposed part of the naked chest, the gold chain, the pale neck… – before they find Ilya’s eyes. Ilya’s lips twitch at that.
“The nurse cleared me to leave,” Shane points out stubbornly. 
“But I did not.” 
“I think the word of a professional is more important.”
It’s fascinating to watch Hollander’s annoyance at the situation and his determination to be a well-mannered citizen to battle each other.
Ilya shrugs, then rolls his neck, stretching the muscles still sore from the sleep.
“He is body health professional. I am dynamic professional. We both have to give permission.” After that, Ilya leans forward, placing his elbows on the table. “I make mistakes, Hollander,” he admits. “But never same one twice.”
It is clear he’s talking about the fact that last time Shane left, he dropped again after barely a day. That fact now hangs between them, unspoken but present in the tense silence.
Ilya waits patiently. Shane doesn’t say anything. 
“You need a session,” Ilya repeats eventually.
Shane scowls immediately.
“I am allowed to refuse.”
“Is stupid. You will drop again.”
“Then I drop,” Shane shrugs, but his shoulders are tense when he says it. The memories of suffering through it stick to him, surely. 
“Is not healthy,” Ilya argues.
“Is not your problem.” 
The way Hollander answers is a clear echo of Ilya’s bad English, probably designed to mock him.
Ilya narrows his eyes at the sub, yet again surprised by his boldness. It’s a very stupid kind of courage, but still courage. A part of Ilya can appreciate it. A different part will remember it for later. His fingers twitch with a need to discipline. There’s so much potential here… 
Not yet. Focus.
He leans back in the chair again.
“Well, Hollander, you came here as emergency, twice. That means you ruined my schedule twice. I will not accept that third time. Not when there is a way to avoid it.”
Shane scrunches his nose. He’s like an angry kitten.
“Then they will just send me to somebody else.”
“That did not work very well the last time, I think,” Ilya points out.
Last time, "somebody else” meant three different morons from the Dallas Kent Facility in Montreal. Ilya has to hold back a grimace at the mere thought of that place. Shane does not manage to hold back his. Then he lets out a frustrated sigh and starts tapping his fingers on the table.
“So, what? You will blackmail me into this?” 
His gaze is on Ilya again. There’s a threat of fire in those black eyes.
“No. Is your choice. I am simply making you aware of context.”
After that, Ilya finally pushes the folder towards Hollander. 
Shane eyes it suspiciously.
“What is that?”
“For you.”
“Another gift?” 
A drop of amusement in Hollander's tone softens his sarcasm every time he uses it, but that might not save him from the label of a brat. He hasn’t gotten it yet – Ilya is a patient man – but they are getting close.
For now, Ilya just nods.
“Is for you.”
“Right.” 
That word again. So annoying, the way Hollander says it every time – like he’s bitterly accepting something he doesn’t want.
There are only two sheets of paper inside. Two copies of the same document, double-sided. Shane frowns, studying it.
“Is not a contract,” Ilya explains. “That takes time. This is just simple session agreement. It says I want to use my hands and mouth on you. Nothing else. But we can negotiate, of course.”
“No.” The word is out of Hollander’s mouth almost before Ilya even finishes.
“Why?”
“I don't do that shit,” Shane snaps, now truly irritated.
Ilya watches him curiously, unbothered by the hostility. 
“Don't do what? Have sex? Be a sub? Be gay?”
“Fuck you.”
Ilya sighs. He’d love a cigarette right now.
“I am asking, Hollander. Is helpful for me to know. Only information I have now is that you keep your status private from the public.”
Shane’s lips twist into a bitter smile for a moment.
“And yet the public keeps talking about it.” 
Ilya is a gym man, not a sports man, but he is aware of the culture. There’s still a pretty long list of disciplines catering mostly for the dominants, with quite toxic cultures. There are no formal regulations that forbid submissive from joining, not anymore, but many places and spheres adopted the old military policy as their own, societal rule: don’t ask, don’t tell.
Except that many doms love to flaunt their status, especially in certain circles (like fucking ice hockey, Ilya suspects). Which means that whenever somebody keeps their status private, it is widely assumed they are a sub. It is, therefore, only an illusion of privacy. 
It is possible, then, that Hollander’s closet is made out of glass. Then again, if Ilya saw him only briefly and in different circumstances, he might have a problem with guessing his identity. He’s tall and muscular, and maybe not arrogant, but stubborn and determined. There’s an intensity to him that could maybe be read as dominance, but Ilya had a chance to discover it is, in fact, an echo of a desperate, almost cruel self-discipline, born from repression and designed to keep him going. 
He’s suddenly curious what exactly Hollander meant. What are people saying about him online? He’s a great player, Svetlana told Ilya that. But is he loved? Is he admired? Or is he a black sheep?
“You still did not answer my questions, Hollander.”
Shane glares.
“I know what I am,” he snaps. “I’m gay, and a sub. And yes, I do have sex.” His cheeks get red. Ilya has a feeling it’s not from anger. “I just don’t want a fucking session.”
“We have serious discretion policy. Whatever we would do, it never leaves this room.”
Shane sighs. He looks tired, suddenly. 
“That's nice. I still don’t need it.”
“So you never used the dynamic service before?” Ilya presses, curious. Never is a big word.
“I use audio guides,” Hollander says, avoiding a direct answer. “It’s enough.”
He means the submission guides, of course. Many professional doms record them – video or audio only – for additional income. They are used by subs as self-help materials. Some subs simply like them, others rely on them in situations where they do not have access to anything else that would allow them to regulate. 
It works the other way round as well: subs' solo recordings are called domination diaries. 
Not only professionals do it. It’s also widely practiced by partners in personal dynamics, when they have to be separated for an extended period of time. Because life happens and a person can’t just take their dom or sub with them to the army, in space or onto a remote research facility. 
Ilya does not press Hollander to actually answer the fucking question clearly, but he needs a second to swallow the irritation. So far, Hollander seems to be exhibiting some dose of disobedience in every other thing he says. Ilya wonders whether it’s on purpose. It might not be. If he’s been living off of pre-recorded tapes for years, nobody was there to correct these small but constant missteps.
Ah. No, actually, that is not right. Ilya catches himself at the last moment and frowns at his own mistake. His mind was running down the path on which Shane Hollander is already his sub. But he isn’t. He is currently allowed to answer however he pleases.
Submission is always earned, never owed.
Ilya never had a problem with recognising that before. 
Fuck.
He clears his throat.
Focus.
“What kind of tapes? Non-sexual or sexual? Or both?”
“None of your business.”
“Is important information. I still did not clear you, remember?”
Shane just scowls at him some more. 
“Say what kind, Hollander.”
“The other kind,” Shane admits reluctantly after a moment, looking away. 
So sexual ones. Ilya suspected as much. He still didn’t shake off the look Hollander had in his eyes when he knelt for Ilya last night.
He hums, trying to put all the pieces together. 
“So no professional doms. Any partners? Private encounters?”
Shane is still not looking at him. His freckled cheeks get redder, while his grimace of displeasure remains.
“Sometimes,” he mutters. He doesn’t sound very convincing.
“How often is sometimes?”
“Enough! Okay? Just fucking… enough of this. Please.”
Oh. Now, that is a nice word.
“Why?”
Shane’s gaze reluctantly shifts back to Ilya’s face. It comes and goes constantly – a restless battle. Meanwhile, Ilya is steady and his piercing gaze never once leaves Hollandeer.
“It’s awkward to talk about it,” Shane accuses. “And pointless. And weird.”
“Is only weird if you make it weird in your hand.”
“Well, I made it weird in my head.”
“Ah, yes,” Ilya smiles. He can’t help it. “A very stubborn head. Let's talk about the drops now.” 
“No, thank you.”
Hollander’s refusal gets ignored and Ilya continues without skipping a beat. 
“You stay lucid always?”
“Yes.”
“And do you feel them coming?”
“Usually. That's when I use the guides.” Shane starts playing with the corner of the folder, his gaze fixating on it. His voice is more quiet, but still stubborn. “Most of the time it works.”
Ilya freezes for a moment, his eyes widening slightly, but he manages to cover it up quite smoothly. It's easy, when his broad body is a personified confidence.
“That is only times you use audio guides?”
Shane shrugs. He looks slightly ashamed.
“More or less.”
Ilya takes a slow, deep breath in, praying for patience. The new information suggests that this stubborn little soldier basically keeps himself permanently at the edge of a drop: he soothes the needs not on the regular basics, but only when he just can't take it anymore. No wonder that now, once something finally snapped, he keeps dropping.
The chair squeaks quietly as Ilya shifts his not insignificant weight, spreading the legs slightly more.
“Are you allergic to pleasure, Hollander?” 
The look this earns him isn't a glare this time. It's an exasperated expression, but there's something comfortable about it. 
“You’re an asshole,” Shane informs him politely.
Ilya grins.
“Yes. But a fun one.”
“Right.”
Ilya's fingers twitch.
“I don't like when you say that word.”
“Okay…? Why would I care?”
“You don't have to. But keeping me in good mood is… how you say? In your best interest.”
Shane Hollander rolls his eyes. 
It's been a while since Ilya allowed a sub to do that in front of him with no consequences.
Ilya rolls his broad shoulders, then moves his head from side to side, stretching the neck slowly. He's seemingly careless about the situation, maybe slightly bored. He grabs the gold cross and moves it back and forth on the chain, as if pensive. 
Hollander's attention is attracted by the movement and before he realises it, he's staring at Ilya's body. Good. That was the point. Ilya has been doing this a long time. He knows a few tricks. 
“Here is a thing, Hollander. Your body is touch-starved. That is obvious to me. Probably also obvious to you. It is unprofessional of me to let you leave like this.” He nods at the papers. “Let's negotiate.”
Shane blinks.
“Negotiate what? What does that mean, exactly?”
“It means you tell me where the boundaries are. I want to touch you. You say how.”
Surprise flashes on Shane's face, but it's quickly consumed by doubt. His lips part, then close firmly before anything comes out of them. The wrinkle appears on his forehead as he battles something internally.
Ilya loses patience after a moment.
“Speak.”
Shane startles slightly at the firm tone. Ilya's been quite gentle so far. Then, of course, stubbornness settles comfortably in its usual spot in his eyes. 
“I don't want you to touch my dick, or my asshole, or my mouth. Happy?”
He's clearly expecting the declaration to elicit some emotional response from Ilya. 
Ilya simply nods.
“Okay. Write it down and we can start.”
“Start what? There is nothing left.”
Ilya chuckles at that.
“Is your body made of dick, ass and mouth only?” 
“Fuck off,* Shane snaps, annoyed. “You know what I mean.”
“Not everything is about sex, Hollander. But is hard to think about anything else when you see me, I know. Am very hot. Sorry.” He sounds far from sorry.
“Very frustrating is what you are,”Shane grumbles, but he doesn't seem angry. Mostly just… uncomfortable, and desperate to hide it.
“Write your boundaries down,” Ilya repeats, nodding at the folder again. There's a pen inside. “Then I give you massage on bed. I want to use my hands and mouth still. But you can cross the mouth out, if you need to.”
Shane blinks dumbly.
“What…?” He sounds overwhelmed.
Ilya smirks.
“You know what massage is, right?” 
That earns him another glare.
“It will feel nice,” Ilya assures. "I am very good at it.”
Shane shifts in his seat.
“I don't understand what you giving me a massage has anything to do with… your job.”
“Domination,” Ilya supplies, making sure they are holding eye contact. 
Hollander can't even say the word. Poor, little repressed thing. Ilya could teach him so much.
Shane's face does this cute combination again: he grimaces with annoyance, but his cheeks get slightly red.
“Right,” he mutters.
Oh, Ilya really dislikes that fucking word.
“You let me touch you, even if you don't want to right now, because I know what is good for you,” he explains slowly, observing Hollander carefully. “You will let me make you relax. Is a kind of surrender, da? You will feel much better after. Sign the agreement, Hollander. You are pretty, yes, but not pretty enough to waste my entire day. I am very popular. Have many clients waiting.”
Not exactly true. He has already moved half of his clients from today to another date. 
Oh, the things Ilya does for the cute, difficult ones…
Shane picks up the pen and scans the agreement. Then looks up at Ilya again.
“Will you clear me if I agree to this?”
“Yes.”
Shane stares for a moment, considering something.
“Can I get that in writing or something?”
It sounds almost like a joke. Interesting.
“You have my word. I never break promises.”
Shane signs the agreement. He does not cross out the permission for Ilya to use his mouth. He adds, to the previously stated boundaries, another one: no pain or humiliation. It's written in small letters, almost uncertain. Or maybe with some fear. Ilya stares at the words as he studies the agreement. Something in his chest tightens for a moment.
* * *
Shane is ordered to go to the bedroom and stripped down to his underwear. Ilya, meanwhile, leaves to get the supplies. The B.E.A.R.S.’ new headquarters are impressive, with numerous types of rooms and seemingly never ending equipment. Sex toys, traditional BDSM items, but also countless other, less obvious things, like a massage headrest with a round opening in the middle, designed specifically to be placed at the edge of the bed. 
Ilya grabs that and the oil. There's a proper massage table as well, of course, but he doesn't want it. The bed will feel more casual. And, selfishly, he wants to have Shane Hollander on the bed, any way he can.
“Lay down,” he requests once he's back in the bedroom. Shane is sitting stiffly at the edge of the mattress in just the boxer briefs. He's been given a three-pack of those together with the clothes. Ilya chose the size personally and he's pleased to say he did not miss. Hollander's other clothes are laying on the nightstand, folded neatly into two piles: the ones he arrieves in and the one he got today. It makes Ilya smile for no reason.
He settles the massage headrest at the corner of the mattress, arranges a small, clean tower around the opening for the face, grabs the bottle of scented oil and looks at Hollander again.
“On your stomach, please.”
Shane looks between the bottle and the duvet with uncertainty.
“Won't it get all dirty?”
The corners of Ilya's mouth twitch upwards.
“Is okay. There's waterproof protection on the mattress and everything else gets washed after session anyway.”
It's a very unnecessary detail, but Shane seems to relax a bit at that. Still, he's stalling. It takes him another moment of cautious staring, before he lies down as instructed. Ilya catches a glimpse of a deep blush before Hollander presses his face into the headrest.
Good. The hard party's over. Ilya lets himself relax. He wasn't anxious or worried, but it does take a lot of focus to deal with a sub like Hollander. It's demanding, to keep your own body in check constantly, making sure every micro movement conveys exactly what you want it to convey. Being a professional dom is a performance carefully designed for each client to fit their needs.
Ilya might need to go out and fuck somebody after this one. Or find himself a sub for a real, personal play session, even. There's tension slowly building in his body – the kind that can't be simply willed away or expelled by a good stretch.
He pours some of the oil onto Hollander's lovely, freckled back and swallows a pleased hum when he finally gets his hand on that body. Ilya is not a professional masseur, obviously, but he's not doing this blindly either. Svetlana forced him to complete more than one course.
There's a lot of things you need to know to be a good dom. By now, Ilya has quite extensive knowledge about anatomy, knots, first aid, psychedelics and sedatives, psychology and some other disciplines.
He starts with shoulders. The muscles feel rock hard. He's gentle at first, warming up the skin and enjoying the smooth glide of oil. Eventually, though, he digs in, hoping to undo at least some of the knots.
Shane tenses up even more and lets out a hiss of pain. 
Ilya makes a soothing sound, easing the pressure and sliding his fingers onto the nape of Hollander’s neck, then partly around it and back, rubbing the skin on the side.
“Easy,” he murmurs. “Is only little painful at first. Will feel good when you relax. Is healthy for you.”
He watches as Shane shivers underneath his hands. Goosebumps form on his skin right after.
Ilya moves from rubbing the neck to the shoulders again, but doesn't use as much pressure. He switches from working on them to running his hands soothingly down Shane's back. 
The touch is patient. Ilya adds more oil periodically as he moves to different parts of Shane's body. Hollander makes a quiet, hitched sound when Ilya's hands reach his lower back and the tips of his fingers slide underneath the elastic of the underwear, but other than that, he remains absolutely silent.
It's almost addictive: the way Ilya can feel Hollander's body slowly yielding underneath his hands. He goes from painfully tense, to less tense, to almost normal, and then, miraculously, loose. He tenses up slightly again when Ilya begins to work on the back of his thighs, which is understandable – unable to stop himself, Ilya lets his thumbs dig into the flesh that's dangerously close to the crotch. 
Hollander has beautiful thighs. Muscular, tanned and covered in soft, surprisingly light and thin hair, compared to the ones on his head. His whole body is beautiful, actually. Sculptured by the years of intense physical training. 
There are some bruises on his sides, no doubt from colliding with other players on ice. Ilya avoids those, mindful about the sweet, anxious warning written carefully into the agreement: no pain. 
He tries to imagine the kind of sub Hollander would be, if given a chance. Would he be a brat, longing to get disciplined in a creative way that does not involve violence, or a sweet pet desperate to please his owner? Or both? Or something else entirely, maybe. 
Ilya gets lost in the work, ignoring the building pain in his back, because the bed isn't the ideal height for giving a long massage. Shane's breathing eases and he melts, opening for Ilya nicely. 
He'd love to get his fingers past the underwear and press one against the small ring of muscles. Maybe it's already loose as well and Ilya's oil-covered finger would slip right in. It'd be easy to find the prostate and surely, Shane's body would be the kind that’s extremely responsive to it. 
But there are agreements and boundaries for a reason. Ilya moves to the calfs, then the soles of his feet, and then he's done with this side.
“Turn around.”
Shane's body twitches slightly, as if pulled out of a trance. Maybe he was falling asleep. That's cute. 
He's clearly awake now, though – his breathing changes slightly – but he doesn't move.
Ilya places a hand on Hollander’s warm back, glistening from the oil. He drags it slowly up and curves his fingers around one of the shoulders. He squeezes slightly.
“Hollander.” Not for the first time, he swallows the urge to use a pet name instead. “Up, please. I want you on you back now.”
Shane holds his breath. Ilya can feel him tensing up slightly. Is all Ilya's hard work going to be undone in just a few moments? Come on. That's just rude.
“Move for me,” he coaxes, rubbing the thumb into the skin soothingly. “Is okay.”
Shane does push himself up, finally. His movements are slow and sluggish, as expected. He sits up and folds his hands in this lap awkwardly. His freckled face is beautifully embarrassed, cheeks flushed red.
Ilya has a suspicion what Hollander's reluctance is about and he's not wrong. He catches a glimpse of Shane's crotch, before it gets covered. He’s hard. 
There's a dazed look in Hollander's dark eyes. Almost as if the embarrassment doesn't quite reach them. Ilya stops right in front of him and looks down, pleased with his work. Unable to stop himself, he brushes his thumb over the freckles on the right cheek. He doesn’t care that it leaves a stripe of oil behind.
Shane looks up at him hesitantly. There's a hint of hidden, repressed begging in that gaze. His face is more open than before – desperate need punching through the wall of stubborn denial. 
He's so fucking pretty, fuck.
“I bet I could make you go under so easily,” Ilya murmurs, watching him with a mixture of appreciation and hunger. 
He means the subspace, of course. He can already see it: Shane's eyes glossing over as he's pushed past his limits, stretched lovely on Ilya's cock.
Ilya's own dick twitches at the thought.
Careful.
“Lay on your back now.”
Shane blinks, sinking back into reality. The hands he still uses to cover his crotch fidget nervously.
“Can we finish now?” He asks. His voice is hoarse. 
Ilya shakes his head.
“Is unfair for the body to only do half. Go on, Hollander. Lay down.”
Shane doesn't move.
Ilya sighs.
“Is normal to get hard. Almost everybody does,” he lies. “Lay down,” he repeats yet again.
Shane listens, but he moves reluctantly, hyperaware of his own body. He closes his eyes immediately, clearly unwilling to face Ilya in this state. 
The black boxer briefs stretch impressively in the front. The outline of a hard dick is unmistakable and there's a wet patch near the tip. It's quite big – the dick and the wet spot. For a moment Ilya thinks that maybe Hollander has already come, but no, Ilya would've felt his muscles spasm.
He stands behind Shane's head and starts with the collarbones. He gets a treat this time, in the form of Hollander's face. He can watch his brow furrow as the body tenses up and then the wrinkles smooth slowly, as he gives into the relaxing touch. But Ilya's gaze doesn't stay on Shane's face for long, no matter how lovely it is. It gets dragged back to the dick hidden beneath the material. 
It's a little bit cruel, but Ilya can't help himself: he moves his hands to rub the nipples, watching carefully to catch the slightest twitch of Hollander's cock.
It's more of an aggressive jump than a twitch. The wet spot grows, while Shane presses his lips tightly, clearly keeping in a gasp. Oh, he's fucking responsive, incredibly so. That's not entirely surprising, because touched-starved bodies usually are. 
But still – fun.
It is, unfortunately, unwise to push it too far. There's not enough trust between them yet to lean into Hollander's shame. As of now, there's a very thin line between that and humiliation, which he clearly rejected. So Ilya spends much less time on Shane's front and he avoids the crotch area entirely.
By the time Ilya is finished with him, Shane is flushed prettily and his muscles feel loose underneath Ilya's fingers. His dick, however, is still anything but. It must be almost painful by now: it's surely swollen, red and leaking like a faucet.
Ilya would do a lot for a chance to taste him.
“You can sit up.”
Shane blinks. His lips part, but he presses them shut immediately and pushes up. He's slow, seems slightly dizzy again, which is to be expected. He folds his hands over the twitching dick once more and has the audacity to send a small scowl Ilya's way.
Ilya grabs a hand towel and rubs most of the oil off his own palms.
“Eyes on me.”
The way Shane's gaze snaps to him immediately is glorious. 
Ilya takes a moment to look him up and down lazily. 
There's a subtle shift in Roznanov's body. He raises his chin slightly, straightens his back and lets the voice drop into something a little bit more demanding. His gaze gets sharper, too. It's all hard to spot or name separately. From the outside, there's just this sudden impression that he's… more threatening. 
“I will leave the room now,” he announces. “You stay on the bed and touch yourself, but the underwear stays on. Stroke yourself first,” he begins to describe the steps, voice not wavering. “Slide hand under the material, wrap fingers around yourself. Is already wet, hm? No need for lube. You will take the oil for the next part… Hollander. Eyes still on me.”
Shane's shocked gaze darted away. He's staring at the wall now.
“You're doing well,” Ilya says quietly. “Don't ruin it now.”
Shave shivers, as if Ilya's voice vibrated through him. Slowly, reluctantly, he drags his gaze back to Ilya.
Ilya doesn't give him praise for that. Not yet.
“You will take the oil,” Ilya continues slowly. “And use it to open yourself. One finger first. Then two. Slowly. Then three. And you let yourself come on three, not sooner. No touching your cock when you use fingers either. The underwear stays on the entire time. You will throw it away into the laundry basket in the bathroom after and put a new one. Is that clear?”
Hollander stares.
Ilya moves to grab the bottle of oil and stops in front of Hollander, looking down at him. He extends the bottle.
“Will you do that for me?”
Shane jerks at the question. His cock twitches, trapped behind the underwear. He looks lost, staring at Ilya with wide eyes. So pretty. 
Finally, Shane nods. When he reaches for the bottle, his fingers brush over Ilya's. It feels deliberate. 
Greedy.
“I will be in the next room,” Ilya informs him. A promise. A warning.
He still doesn't offer any praise, he just leaves.
* * *
It's like an audio guide, except instead of listening to the recording, Ilya's recent instructions are hopefully playing in Shane's head on the loop. 
Ilya takes out the food from the fridge half hard, unable not to imagine Hollander gasping just one room away, coming apart on his own fingers. 
He better be.
And he better be thinking about Ilya's dick while he does so.
Ilya sighs, resting his forehead against the fridge door for a moment. He needs to go out tonight, if he's not too exhausted after work. There's a slow pulsing in the back of his head, threatening to turn into a migraine from frustration. A good fuck will settle him. 
There's fruit, like he requested. And two jars of overnight oats, some weird looking quinoa dish with vegetables, a double sandwich, a protein bowl. They all are packed nearly, decorated with stickers that have the catering company logo and ingredient lists printed on them.
Ilya takes it all out and places the containers on the small table in the kitchen-dining space area of the open floor plan, then grabs the sandwich for himself. He didn't have breakfast yet. 
This pretty, stubborn sub is ruining his entire schedule, huh?
His leg bounces lightly under the table as he eats and waits. He wants a cigarette. 
His gaze drifts to the clock on the wall. 
How long does it take, he wonders, for Shane Hollander to come on his own fingers. Ilya told him to go slow. He regrets it now, a little bit.
He's finishing a black coffee, body sprawled on the chair loosely, when the door clicks open. 
Hollander's hair is damp, not from sweat, but from another shower. Ilya can tell, because he smells like Ilya's shower gel. He made sure that Hollander gets the exact same. For no other reason than his own, private satisfaction.
Shane's back in the clothes chosen by Ilya, too. His face is flushed. Bottom lip swells a bit, clearly bitten not so long ago.
Fucking hell, it would feel so good to have him. 
Ilya observes casually. Hollander stops a few steps away, uncertain. His gaze falls somewhere just above Ilya's shoulder.
“You followed orders?”
Shane freezes, then slowly nods.
“Words, please.”
There's a quiet, awkward, slightly annoyed cough.
“Yes.”
Ilya grins.
“Do you feel better now?”
Hollander glares.
“I don't want to talk about it.”
Of course he doesn't. 
“Okay,” Ilya allows, leaning back lazily in his chair. He gestures at the food. “Eat.”
Shane listens without complaining this time. He must be hungry. 
The label on the overnight oats is studied in detail before Hollander finally unscrews the jar and grabs the spoon to eat it. 
They sit in silence for a while. Ilya is done with his breakfast, so he just scrolls on the tablet.
“You didn’t use your mouth at all,” Shane says suddenly. His tone is difficult to read.
Ilya looks up at him.
“Is that a complaint?” 
Hollander's brow twitches in annoyance.
“It's a question.”
“Is not, actually. Maybe say it again, but better, hm?”
Hollander visibly tries to swallow his frustration. It's lovely to watch.
“Why ask for permission if you don't do it?”
Ilya smirks.
“To see if you’d let me.”
Hollander glares again.
Ilya lets him be. He sits for a moment longer, then gets up to take a piss without another word.
* * *
He flushes, washes his hands, then stops in front of the laundry basket. For a moment, he just stares down. He feels a familiar tension settle even deeper into his shoulders. 
Yeah, he needs to play with someone for fun. Drain that tension. He's been working too much recently. 
He wonders how easy it would be to find someone with freckles. 
Dangerous thoughts, these.
Slowly, he bends down and reaches into the basket. Shane didn't throw his personal clothes in before, so there's only one item: a pair of black boxer briefs.
Ilya picks them up and holds them in the light to examine carefully. They are covered in massage oil and, unmistakably, cum. 
He smiles to himself, pleased, then drops them back to the laundry basket. He'd hate to find out Shane Hollander is a liar.
* * *
Back in the living room, Ilya walks up to the table and stops directly behind Shane's chair. He puts one hand on the sub’s shoulder, fingers digging in slightly. Possessively. Then he leans down and his mouth finds a spot just underneath Hollander's jaw. 
Ilya presses a hot kiss there. Hollander's body jolts underneath his fingers and Ilya can feel Shane’s pulse quicken underneath his lips.
“You did very good,” Ilya whispers, letting his voice drop into something very intimate. 
Hollander's breath hitches at the praise. Then, predictably, he tenses up slightly.
Ilya straightens, turns around and starts moving towards the door which leads outside, into the corridor.
“I am signing your release papers,” he announces loudly as he walks away, not even looking at Hollander anymore. He sounds casual again. “You can leave the room when you are ready. Oh, and Hollander?” Ilya stops with the hand on the door handle and turns. His smile is dangerous. “I recorded some audio guides in the past. You can buy it online, when you miss me. The series is called Ready for Roz. 
He winks, then leaves. 
He needs a fucking cigarette.
* * *
Two days later Ilya watches a hockey game with Svetlana. Montreal Voyagers against whatever. He doesn't care.
The commentators say Shane Hollander had a shitty season but today he is, miraculously, playing phenomenally.
Ilya's mouth twitches at that.
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  Fucking is tricky in Ilya's line of work.
It's risky to trust a condom or the stranger's STI test results, and catching something means no sessions. It's not just his health on the line. It's all of his clients' health too.  
But Ilya still needs to have sex – privately, for himself, for fun and pleasure, to get rid of the frustration which builds up during performing professionally.
Unsurprisingly, he has a roster. A few options, no strings attached, but reliable and trusted health-wise. 
He should reach out to one of them.
He doesn't. 
There's an itch he needs to scratch – a persistent, annoying craving, strong enough to validate doing some extra preparation in order to fuck a stranger safely.
He has to visit three different clubs to find the right guy. Dark hair, brown eyes. Freckles. The stranger is too short and too thin, but Ilya pretends he doesn't notice.
They fuck in the guy's apartment. He's sickly obedient and annoying sultry, and Ilya almost leaves halfway through, because it's fucking wrong and disappointing, and a bad, pathetic idea on his part, honestly.
What the fuck is he even doing?
The next day he does another stupid thing – something he's never done before: he googles a client.
Ilya scrolls and scrolls, learning that Shane Hollander is an enigma of the hockey world. He was the first overall in the entry draft six years ago and there seems to be a constant discussion around him ever since – about his refusal to disclose the dynamic status, about his brilliance on the ice, about his race, his looks, his sexual orientation, his position as a captain, his extremely private nature… 
Hollander gives the public nothing other than very eloquent, polite, short, professional responses during the obligatory interviews, so people grasp at straws and run with it for their own entertainment.
Half of the internet seems to firmly believe Hollander is a closeted sub, hence the private status. Loud, stupid people complain online that hockey is not for pussies and he should be thrown out. They take apart every interview and every game, look for flaws and blame them on Hollander's nature. They also love bringing up the fact that Shane's performance has been steadily declining for the past two years. On the good days, he still carries the team, but other times, more and more frequently, he completely disappears on the ice.
The other half is convinced Shane Hollander is a dom. A confident, mature, well-mannered one. A hot one. One that values privacy above anything else, for reasons that are none of people’s business. The fans analyse the same clips, but all they see is strength, both mental and physical. They fantasise, they obsess and they thank gods above for every new underwear campaign that comes out.
Ilya comes to a quite simple conclusion: doms or subs, haters or lovers, everybody is obsessed with Shane Hollander.
Well. Good to know he's not the only one, huh?
Fucking hell.
Ilya also learns that Hollander has never dated anybody publicly, but the discussion around his sexual orientation is less intense than the one about his dynamic status. There are already a few openly gay NHL players and they are often subjected to the bigotry, but it's not as severe as one may think, because those players are also openly doms. 
The NHL’s logic is a stupid one: doms are doms, no matter who they fuck. And doms are welcomed.
Ilya jerks off to the Speedo photoshoot, shuts the laptop and spends the rest of the evening being angry at himself. 
It only gets worse from there.
* * *
“Ilyusha. I’ve got a client for you.”
Ilya frowns at his own desk. He’s at the office, but Svetlana is not, hence the call. 
“I got new ones recently,” he points out slowly. “Usually you tell me to leave more room in calendar.”
“Yes. But you will like this one, I think.”
Her tone is dangerous. Too amused.
“Say what is it,” he demands, suddenly impatient. He already has a suspicion.  
“It’s Hollander, Ilyusha. He called to sign up as a regular. Real sessions, not emergencies.”
Ilya freezes. Then he inhales. Exhales. His fingers twitch with the need to grab a cigarette. 
“I can't take him.”
Now there’s a short pause on the other side of the line. Svetlana hums, pensive.
“You were a good match. And I thought he's your type.”
Ilya sighs.
“He is, da. Too much.”
Svetlana laughs brightly.
“There is nothing wrong with finding the client attractive. You used to say that's like free money!” she reminds him. “Come on, tell me what the real issue is.”
It is sometimes exhausting that Svetlana can see through him with such ease. Even when they aren’t in the same room.
Ilya sighs again, this time more heavily. He grabs the pack of cigarettes from the drawer and gets up to light one on the balcony. Svetlana is patient with him. She waits, listening to the familiar zap of the lighter.
He exhales the smoke into the air. 
“I was thinking about him when I was with another client this week.” He admits reluctantly and grimaces. “Is not okay.”
“Did it make you perform badly?”
“No.”
“Did the client notice?”
Ilya makes an offended noise.
“Of course no.”
“Then it’s fine.”
“Is not!” Ilya snaps, then takes another drag of the smoke. His movements are sharp now, muscles tense from reeling the frustration in. “It is… like abusing trust,” he declares eventually.
“This sounds serious,” she notices, leaving the amusement behind.
“Da,” he grumbles.
“Oh, Ilya. We had this conversation already. This is your job. You are providing a service. The clients are entitled to your time and your body, not your thoughts or feelings. As long as it does not make you act unprofessionally or cause any harm, you can think whatever you want. And about whoever you want.”
Ilya shakes his head, even though Sveta can’t see him.
“Is still shitty. What is word…? Ah. Disrespectful.” He sounds bitter.
“Ilyusha,” Svetlana’s voice turns gentle. “You are not your brother. You are not your father,” she promises softly. “You will never be like them.”
A silence follows that statement. Ilya considers her words slowly, with a deep frown. The words are kind and probably true, but they aren't exactly relevant right now. They don't change the fact that accepting Shane Hollander as a client is a horrible idea.
Ilya is very aware that just last week, he was silently begging in his head for this exact thing to happen. He changed his mind since then, though, because the fascination slipped out of his control. That's dangerous. 
There are reasons why in the twenty six years of his life Ilya Rozanov never entered a real, long-term dynamic with a sub. Working with one that makes him want to abandon professionalism is the last thing he needs.
(Or maybe Ilya has simply gotten so used to never having what he truly wants, that now everything else feels uncomfortable and wrong.)
The hunger and the responsible cautiousness battle each other in Ilya’s mind. He knows which one should win. He’s smart enough to recognise that.
Still, he is (devastatingly, stupidly) curious.
“Who called?” He murmurs with the cigarette still between his lips. “Hollander himself?”
The high-profile cases like Shane Hollander from NHL don’t go through Luca at first. There's a direct line to Svetlana for those and she makes sure the client’s identity is protected even within the company.
 “Yes,” she confirms. “I think he was expecting you to answer. He seemed surprised to hear my voice. But very professional, very polite. He asked for you, specifically. I said I'll get back to him tomorrow at the latest. Are you serious about refusing?”
Against his own will, Ilya imagines how Hollander might have sounded. Was he frustrated? Was he tense? Was his voice blank or… pleading? 
No. Let's not go there.
“He is a scheduling nightmare,” Ilya says eventually. 
There's no better argument to use against Svetlana than logistics.
“I am listening.”
The cigarette is almost finished. Ilya suddenly feels tired, so much so, he switches to Russian.
“He's so fucking repressed, Sveta, I can't read him well just yet. I don't know what he wants and he won't tell me, because he probably doesn't know what he actually wants either. His brain is, like, …overheating. I might have to tire him out to get anywhere. And that takes time. And it means the aftercare will probably include sleeping it off, which takes even longer. We'd have to block a room for a long time.”
“How long? Eight hours? Twelve?” Svetlana doesn't sound worried or displeased. Just curious. 
He scoffs. Mercilessly, she sticks to English, so he switches back as well.
“Twelve, yeah, great. Better twenty four. Safe that way,” he deadpans, then huffs. “Blyat. And session time in my calendar… three hours minimum, I think. And he will argue about it, I bet. That I am sure. He will say he wants to book one hour service only. Like it’s fucking spa.”
She hums quietly on the other side of the line.
“That's a lot of words about a guy you say you don't want as a client.”
Ah. Right. Ilya was… entertaining this scenario in his head, maybe. Just because. A pointless exercise, of course. 
He clears his throat. 
“It is bad idea,” he declares stubbornly, pretending he doesn't understand her insinuation. 
“Okay. Give me a clear no, then, please. I'll see if Hollander agrees to try a session with Boodram. They might be fine together.”
Ilya almost physically recoils at the suggestion. Boodram is a good dom and a valued worker at the B.E.A.R.S. – Ilya has recommended him to others many times – but that doesn't matter. The image of Hollander kneeling for anybody else makes Ilya irrationally angry. He tightens his grip on the balcony railing until his knuckles turn white. 
Why is everything suddenly so difficult? He's been doing this exact job for years.
“Can you give me more time to think about it?” His voice comes out weird. He clears his throat again. “Two, three days? I will decide, but not now.”
“Two days,” Svetlana allows. 
“Just… careful.” Ilya says suddenly. “He dropped two times. He should not hear that maybe I do not want him. It could hurt.”
He knows Svetlana is aware of that. She's very good at this whole thing. He just… feels the need to make sure. Hollander's trust is a fragile thing. Ilya has barely managed to earn a small slither of it and yet, it already feels precious. Selfishly, he doesn't want to lose it, even if they might never meet again.
“Don’t worry. I'll tell Hollander we're in the process of confirming your current schedule to see what's possible.”
* * *
Ilya is back behind his desk the next day, after a long, morning session with a woman who likes ropes. Svetlana says it’s good to sit at the office in between the appointments. To reset after the emotional labour and remind oneself that this is, in the end, just work.
Luca pushes the door open without knocking. 
“Ilya,” he whines, his eyes wide. “I’m sorry, but I have a dom on the line who claims you’re sleeping with his sub?! He’s kind of polite, but also so angry, and I tried to tell him we can’t reveal the identity of our clients, but he says his sub is cheating here, and he insists on talking to you personally, and he’s so intense, I don’t know what else to do! I’m sorry!” He repeats, clearly anxious and overwhelmed. “What should I do? He’s so… Just… Can I please connect you, so you can talk to him?” 
Ilya needs a second to catch up with the stream of words flowing inconveniently quickly from Luca’s mouth. He can already feel the headache on the horizon. It’s not his first time dealing with an enraged partner of a client. He knows there’s no way this will go well.
“Put him through,” he orders with a sigh. 
“Oh my god, thank you!” Luca breathes with relief. “I’m gonna connect it now!”
He disappears and a moment later Ilya’s office landline starts ringing. Ilya raises his eyebrows at it before picking up.
“Rozanov here,” he states in a tone that’s almost blank, except that there’s a warning note in it.
There’s a beat of silence.
“Hi.”
Another beat of silence, this time on Ilya’s side. His back straightens, his legs spread slightly wider – the body is shifting on its own into a more dominant stance, because Ilya knows this voice. It is the voice of someone who he’d like to take apart.
“Hollander,” he greets slowly.
What the fuck?
“Yeah. Sorry about getting past your assistant.”
“You don't sound very sorry.”
“Well, I am sorry on the inside.” 
“Ah.”
Years of experience allow Ilya to sound calm and collected, even though he’s still not sure what the fuck is happening. 
Shane Hollander is calling.
Shane Hollander tricked Luca into thinking he’s a displeased dom and everything suggests he’s done it with ease, even though Ilya is yet to witness this man doing anything with ease. 
Shane Hollander coughs awkwardly on the other side of the line.
“I called yesterday to… make an appointment. I talked to a woman. Svetlana, I think? She said she'll get back to me…”
Ilya knows what day it is, but he glances at the calendar opened on his laptop anyway. 
“She did not say you will get answer tomorrow?” 
“Well, yes.” Shane’s voice is an odd mixture of uncertainty and frustration. “But she said something about the scheduling issue and I wasn’t sure if you are even aware that–” He cuts himself off. “I can pay more. It is important, money doesn't matter. And my schedule isn’t exactly flexible because of the games, but you can just give me a date and I’ll see what I can do. I told her that too, but I don’t know if you are, like… involved in the scheduling at all, so I wanted to make sure that you know. I am– There was no way to make the appointment with you directly. Or if there is, I did not find it. So. I just wanted to be sure that this, uh, gets to you, I guess. Yeah.”
Ilya has never heard Hollander talk this much. Guilt twists his stomach, because he can sense the layer of desperation hidden underneath the polite, slightly hurried tone.
It is painfully obvious that Hollander is under the impression Ilya would never refuse to have a session with him and he blames the delay in scheduling on some internal miscommunication. And that’s on Ilya. He was the one who pushed for their first real appointment. He’s the one who made Shane feel like it’s okay and safe to want this. 
Fuck. Fucking hell. Ilya is begining to feel like a fucking rookie all over again.
“There is reason you don't make appointments with me directly,” he informs slowly. “Then you don’t have to hear me say is not possible.”
“So after all that–” Shane cuts himself off again. He does that quite often. He desperately tries to control his own words, just like he does with his body, thoughts and desires. “You are saying I can't see you again.” This time it’s not a question.
Hollander sounds bitter. Ilya wonders if this is something he trained himself to do – to always fall back on anger or bitterness first, instead of fear or sadness.
He notices he’s gripping the armrest of the chair tightly and forces himself to release it. He was supposed to have one more day to think this whole thing through, but Shane Hollander found a way to be difficult while in another fucking city.
Ilya wants a cigarette, obviously. He’s been smoking much more in the past week. 
What a coincidence, huh?
“Is not possible right now,” he explains carefully. “But I can…” he hesitates, dreading what comes next. “...recommend you somebody good.”
The words burn like acid. Ilya would really fucking like to have that extra day, thanks.
Unsurprisingly, Hollander gets annoyed.
“I don't have time to try it with someone else. I did that before. You’re a fucking asshole, but it worked okay with you.” It’s obvious from his tone how frustrated he is about that part. Ilya can hear him take a deep breath to recentre himself. “I need it,” Shane says next. This part is quiet. Calmer. Almost, almost vulnerable.
Oh, how the tables have turned.
Ilya’s dom instincts are screaming at him to engage.
“And you tricked my assistant to tell me it,” he points out. His voice drops on its own, the resolve slipping. “I don't tolerate lying.”
Almost two hundred kilometers away, Hollander’s breath hitches.
“Okay. Sorry.” No anger this time. Interesting. “It's just that… it's been difficult recently. My performance on the ice has suffered, and my contract ends this season. And you made it less difficult, I think. And I really need that. I really need to do whatever it takes to get better, fast.”
“Ah. So this is about hockey... ”
“Everything I do is about hockey.”
Ilya’s eyebrows twitch in annoyance.
“Maybe that's part of the problem, Hollander.”
“Don't.” The annoyance is back in Shane’s voice. “Don't do– You can't reject me and then go and try to dig into my brain anyway!”
“You feel I rejected you?”
“You literally did! And I want to know why, at least.” 
“I already said, my callendar–”
“That's bullshit,” Hollander interrupts him. “You told me not to lie, so don't lie back to me. You were able to take me twice as an emergency, but you cannot schedule a single appointment in the next month?!” 
Ah. Ilya might have forgotten Shane Hollander is the worst kind of trouble there is: an intelligent one.
“It is complicated,” he defends. It’s a shitty response, but he doesn’t have a better one.
“Fuck you,” Hollander snaps at him, fast and sharp, in one breath. Almost like it’s a reflex.
Ilya doesn’t dignify this lovely outburst with a response. He lets the silence be the vessel of his disapproval, curious weather that can be enough.
Hollander is quiet at first. So quiet, Ilya has a suspicion he's standing still, frozen. 
“That was uncalled for,” Hollander says finally. “I apologise.” The words come with a sigh and a note of reluctance. 
Ilya, unfortunately, finds this particular trait endearing: that Hollander seems to always be both polite and furious. 
“Mhm.”
Hollander makes a weird noise at Ilya's dry response.
“What can I do to change this?”
“Hollander…”
“Just tell me and I will try, because you are annoying, but good at your job, apparently, and this is important. For me, Rozanov, it is extremely important right now. And I am out of options. So just fucking TELL ME what I can do to get a fucking appointment! Or at least have the balls to admit why you are saying no.”
Well. Ilya begins to understand why half of the hockey world believes this man is a dom and why Luca came to him all flushed and whiny after a few minutes on the call with Hollander. 
It takes him a second too long, by his own standards, to notice the slight change in Shane's breathing pattern.
“Easy now,” his tone shifts into something deeper and more soothing. “You will push yourself into another drop.”
“I know!” Shane snaps at him again. “Why the fuck do you think I am calling?!”
Ilya's jaw clenches to the point of pain. His dominant side urges him to summon the sub here and deal with the whole issue accordingly, but he can't, because Hollander is not his client. Or his own sub. He's not anything for Ilya and he shouldn't be.
That's kind of the worst part. It's in Ilya's nature to seek control over things, but in this situation he has absolutely no room to do that, so the frustration runs horribly deep. He feels the itch down to his bones. 
He wants to rage. He wants to fucking take and own, because then he can provide and protect. 
He doesn't do any of this. He just lets out a slow, quiet exhale and gets his shit together.
“Hollander.” He says it again, slowly and gently. Like an apology.
“Rozanov,” Shane shoots back immediately, still riled up. “Please.”
Stars above. Ilya can fucking taste that word in his mouth. What the fuck is this? They don't even allow direct calls from the clients. How he fuck did he ended up with Shane Hollander – a sub – forcing his hand through a call. 
If Ilya caves in now, he will never find peace again.
He doesn't know how it happens. The word falls out of his mouth on its own.
“Okay.”
* * *
Three days before the scheduled session Ilya gets a notification that his client filled out the obligatory online consent form. He opens it, scrolls and almost laughs out loud.
The whole thing lights up red, with a few yellow exceptions. 
No, no, no, no. Maybe. No. 
He scrolls up and down again, slower this time, just to make sure. 
Hollander didn't select a single “yes”.
It's a “no” for pain, verbal humiliation, physical humiliation, impact play, electrostimulation, sensory deprivation, pet play, anal sex, anal toys, fingering… The list goes on and on.
It's a “maybe” for oral sex and handjobs (receiving and giving) and, curiously, choking. 
That's it. 
Ilya stares. He can’t seem to stop grinning like a mad man. Leave it to Shane fucking Hollander to demand a session and then give him absolutely nothing to work with.
He checks the last section titled “other”, where the clients are able to type in special wants and needs. There are only two sentences there.
Being held down. Being told what to do.
Ilya imagines Hollander typing it out reluctantly, with red cheeks and an angry grimace. Maybe he shook his head, erased it, then put it back in. He seems like the type.
It’s both endearing and heartbreaking that the only two requests Hollander makes are the most basic, the most general needs of a sub. It confirms how inexperienced he is in all this. Repressed. Starved. Breaking at the seams, probably, because how much can one person take, really?
The thoughts of Hollander settle arrogantly in the corner of Ilya's mind and they threaten to come forward every time he pins somebody down or gives an order during a session. He feels like he’s going insane and they haven’t even started yet.
What a fucking mess.
But also (though Ilya won’t allow this as a conscious thought, thanks): how fucking exciting.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Listen. This fic is slow. We've established that. Please don't give up on me just yet.

Up next: Ilya Rozanov tries to get through a session without crossing one million boundaries set by Shane Hollander.

Also, I know I mentioned Shane's pov some time ago, but for now I'm enjoying discovering this thing through Ilya's eyes too much to switch. I'm sure it will happen at some point, though.


  


      

  












      Chapter 7: miserable mistakes
  


    Chapter Summary

    If it wasn’t his problem, Ilya would find it amusing that after all but begging for a session, Hollander comes in with an attitude.



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Pike doesn’t knock, which is rude. In his defence, Ilya’s office door is opened. In Ilya’s defence, Hayden Pike is fucking annoying.
“I’ve got Hollander’s test results,” Pike says without a greeting. “All clear.”
The B.E.A.R.S have a few trusted labs which they partner with and one is, conveniently, in Ottawa. So that’s where they sent Hollander to do the obligatory client tests, which include not only all the STI’s, but also the blood work, tests for the certain allergies, heart and lungs check-up and others. Safety comes first, always, and having a certain kink does not mean your body can or should withstand it. 
Ilya looks up with a scowl. The way he sees it, Pike’s visit could have been an email.
“Okay.”
“I’ve seen you have a session with him tomorrow…”
“Da.” 
“When is he leaving?”
Ilya’s scowl deepens.
“Why?”
Pike rolls his eyes at Ilya’s tone. 
“It’s an afternoon session in the calendar and the room is blocked for twenty four hours. Do you have a clear timeline for it?”
“Why?” Ilya demands again. It’s a very polite way to say: none of your fucking buisness.
Pike gives him a look.
“I am trying to do my job here, Rozanov.”
Ilya mutters a Russian curse under his breath.
“He is driving from Ottawa. I will not let him drive back right after session. Will keep him until the evening for aftercare, probably. Or until morning.” He shrugs, pretending to be bored. “Will see.”
“I’d like to do a checkup before he leaves,” Pike declares. 
“No.”
“Oh, I knew you’re going to be like this! He’s a drop-risk. A medical professional should make sure he’s good to go.”
“I will make sure,” Ilya announces sharply.
“You are not a medical professional, Rozanov. You are a dynamic professional."
“And you are nurse, Pike. You come for emergencies, or when I ask you to come. Or when test results say you should. Not when you want.”
“Cassie and I work our asses off to keep the clients safe for you all, asshole! We are not a service you summon when convenient.”
“But you know nothing about my client's needs, Pike! Is fragile situation. He does not need your ugly face to be the last one he sees before leaving here. That might make him never come back again.”
“Fuck you, Rozanov!”
“Test are good, yes? You said so. So leave my client alone for now.”
“All I am asking is to take his fucking blood pressure, maybe check reaction speed. After you are done!”
“He has medical staff at work also, you know? He is athlete. They check him all the time!”
“Okay, fantastic! Why is one more check-up such an issue, then?!”
Ilya missed the moment during this exchange when his annoyance turned into actual anger and now it’s suddenly too late.
“Do you not understand everything that happens here is affecting dynamic? Not only during session! You will not be the last one he interacts with before leaving. Is fucking important. Do I tell you how to heal people? No! So you stay the fuck away from my process.”
“Oh, OH! He has a process now! Can your process include, I don’t know, basic medical safety?!”
“There is protocol. It does not say you need to check clients after a regular session! You are a hockey fan or something? That why you are so desperate to get your ugly hands on Hollander for no reason?”
“You are so annoying, Rozanov, I swear to god. I have a file on my computer marked bright purple for a client that dropped twice. In what world am I supposed to take no interest?!”
They can hear the echo of Svetlana’s heels before they see her.
“I can hear you all the way back in my office! This is why I dislike being here when you are both on the same shift,” she complains loudly, joining them in the room. She gives them both a stern look. “What is it about this time? You’re going to make Luca cry again.”
“I’m just trying to do my job!” Pike complains, crossing his arms over his chest.
“He is being annoying and moron,” Ilya supplies casually, leaning back in his chair comfortably.
Svetlana looks up at the ceiling.
“God save me,” he begs dramatically. 
“He is busy, I think,” Ilya comments with a smirk.
Pike scoffs.
“Sveta, I think me or Cassie should give Hollander a check-up after his session tomorrow,” he declares stubbornly. “Can you please give your permission?”
She looks at Pike, then glances at Ilya.
“Ah. This is about Hollander. That explains it.”
“He is my client now,” Rozanov points out. “Before, he was forced to be here. I do not want him to feel like it is emergency again. The check-up is Pike’s stupid want, not need. I will agree to it if there is a good reason.” He glares at Pike as he says that last part.
Pike turns to Svetlana again.
“I’m just trying to be extra safe. That’s what you pay me to do.”
They both stare at her, awaiting decision. She’s silent for a moment, clearly considering the issue.
“Hayden, Hollander is a difficult case and until he’s more comfortable here, it is better to limit the procedures to just the absolute necessary ones,” she announces finally. “And you, Ilya,” she turns to him, “have to watch him carefully and report even the slightest issue to the medical unit immediately. Am I clear?”
Ilya smiles triumphantly. 
“Okay.”
Hayden grimaces.
“Fine.”
He leaves after that, muttering something unkind under his breath.
Svetlana stays behind. She looks at Ilya again, this time more carefully.
“I sincerely hope you know what you’re doing, Ilyusha. Because if we break him, I might have a whole NHL team coming after me.”
Ilya huffs, half-amused.
“Oh, I’m doing nothing.”
He turns his laptop so that the screen is facing her. Hollander’s consent form is open, flashing red from top to bottom.
She blinks at it.
“Ah. I see.” She smiles at his misery, because she’s a horrible, horrible friend. "You've got yourself a lesson in patience. Good for you.”
“Get out of my office,” he deadpans.
* * *
If it wasn’t his problem, Ilya would find it amusing that after all but begging for a session, Hollander comes in with an attitude. His body is tense, of course – jaw tight, movements sharp with a restless, angry energy. It might be partly because Voyagers lost the game yesterday. 
Ilya watched on the TV. For professional reasons, obviously. It gives him an early advantage to watch how many times and how hard somebody slams Hollander into the boards. Then he can predict how sore and bruised Shane will arrive for the session.
If Ilya had it his way, he’d schedule the appointment for right after a game. It would make things easier to have Hollander already exhausted; focus and control wearing away on the edges after the spike and the rapid drop of adrenaline. But the distance makes that difficult. 
Hollander is bound to play in Ottawa at some point, though. Ilya files that though for later.
Right now, he slides a folder across the familiar dining table in the apartment number 1410 at the B.E.A.R.S. facility. 
“The pen is inside. I’ve already signed it.”
It’s the contract, of course. Ilya prepared the draft last week after the phone call, working on their usual templates from the legal team and sent it to Hollander, so that Hollander can study it and flag anything he’d like to have changed or explained. It’s a process that can sometimes take a while – some clients even prefer to have their own lawyers look it over – so it’s always done in advance. Right now, between them lies the final version, already approved by both sides and the signature is just a formality.
Everything is in there. The liability clauses, the NDA for Ilya, the safety guidelines, service rates, cancellation fees… The consent form is a different story entirely. That one, they are about to discuss. And, what’s more important, that one can be updated as many times as the client pleases. It would be a legal nightmare to have all the yes, no, and maybes written into the contract itself, as they often change over time. 
Ilya did not sit down. The sub’s hostile energy made him choose to stand with the simple, childish intention to tower over him. He almost never gets to do that, since Hollander is barely an inch shorter. 
The sub scowls at him. Ilya has to swallow a sigh. 
“Have I offended you with a piece of paper, Hollander?”
“Shut up.” Shane grabs the pen, scans the several pages of boring text – to make sure it’s the same version he approved digitally, no doubt – and finally signs at the bottom. “There,” he grumbles, pushing the folder away.
Well. How charming. 
Ilya leans over and grabs the tablet next. He opens the consent form that’s been haunting him for days and pushes the tablet towards Hollander.
“Let’s go over this briefly, da?”
Shane’s gaze drops while his shoulders tense up even more.
“Do we have to?” He sounds uncomfortable. “It’s all there. I filled it out and you’ve read it.”
“We have to,” Ilya confirms sternly. “Is good to make sure. Give me safeword again.”
Shane makes a grimace. The discomfort is pouring out of him, which is difficult to watch, but they cannot skip this part.
“Loons.”
Ilya nods.
“Good.” He offers the approval strategically, to help Hollander get through this part. 
It is beautiful to watch the micro-movements on Shane’s face and body as he tries to contain a jolt of something that goes through him at the praise.
“Tell me lights,” Ilya instructs.
Shane’s jaw tightens, but he forces it to loosen and speaks again in that deeply reluctant and noticeably embarrassed tone of his.
“Green is go. Yellow is slow down. Red is stop.”
Ilya nods again.
“Now, I have question. Important one, so maybe you should look at me when I ask, hm?”
“Right.” Hollander does not look up.
Ilya’s eyebrows twitch in annoyance. One of his hands is resting on the back of the chair and he now flexes it slowly.
“I think I mentioned I do not like that word,” he comments, allowing a note of reprimand into his voice.
Now, Hollander lifts his gaze.
“How is that my problem?”
Oh. Oh, Ilya is about to make it his problem. Just not yet. Easy now. Fucking hell. This is torture. 
“Red means no. You say it, I stop, yes? I always stop. But it is for you to choose if no means no, also. Or if maybe not.”
Confusion spills all over Hollander’s freckled face, before he reels it in and shifts his expression into the stubborn one.
“I’m not sure what you mean.”
Ilya is silent for a moment, trying to find the right way to put it. It’s a delicate subject and the guy in front of him is half-human, half-hedgehog today.
“I am sometimes not good with English words. And I think maybe you have problem with words too, hmm?” Ilya slowly pulls the chair out and finally sits down so their eye contact is more level. “Maybe sometimes you say no, because it is easier, or maybe you are little bit scared of things that are good for you,” he continues slowly, observing Hollender’s reactions carefully. “And maybe, just maybe, it is more comfortable for you when you can still say no, but it does not make me stop. We could agree on that, if you want.”
Hollander frowns at first, but the realisation quickly washes over him and his freckled cheeks get slightly red. He looks away quickly on instinct, then corrects himself immediately and stares defiantly right at Ilya again.
Honestly, Ilya feels tired just from watching that. He has no idea how Hollander survives this kind of self-inflicted restraint on a daily basis. 
“And if I actually mean no?” Hollander asks after a tense moment of silence. 
He doesn’t reject the idea immediately, which tells Ilya all needs to know, really. 
“You say red.” Ilya says calmly. 
Slowly, Shane nods. “Okay.”
“I’m gonna need to hear you say it.”
Hollander glares again, but doesn’t start a new argument. He swallows thickly after a moment and rolls his tense shoulders slightly, as if he suddenly began to feel uncomfortable in his own body.
“Red means stop,” he recites. “And everything else… is just words.”
Both his face and his tone are completely blank when he says it. So much so, Ilya gets worried.
“Is just a suggestion. If you want. If it helps, da? We don’t have to,” he reminds.
“So I said it out loud, but it’s still not enough?” Shane snaps, annoyed.
Ilya narrows his eyes at the sub for a moment. 
“Noted,” he says finally, his tone turning sharp and stern. He shifts on the seat into a slightly more dominant pose and moves on. “I read and memorised your boundaries. The things you marked red are off limits. The things marked yellow will not happen without discussion first. You can update the form online any moment. I will be notified of every change. Questions?”
Hollander shifts on his seat as well, clearly affected by the sudden change of pace in the conversation. Ilya’s serious, commanding tone brings a new tension between them but it does not seem to be immediately unwelcomed. 
“No.”
Thank fuck.
“Okay. Introduction over.”
Surprise flashes on Hollander's face. He glances at the tablet, then at Ilya, then at the tablet again. Ilya has a suspicion he was expecting to be called out on no green choices. That is… bad. Or maybe just sad. Either way, not something Ilya would ever do. The consent form is there to make the boundaries clear, not to push them or negotiate.
Ilya switches the tablet off and puts it away, then leans back on the chair and shifts his piercing focus back to Hollander. There’s something in the air now. Something new. He can’t quite catch it at first, so he follows the lines of Hollander’s impressive, but stiff body, trying to read an answer from it. 
Shane blinks at him. His lips part, as if he’s about to ask a question, but then he quickly squeezes them shut. His gaze jumps around the room for a moment, then settles somewhere on Ilya’s face, but it’s not exactly eye contact. Just an impression of one. His leg is bouncing underneath the table, Ilya notices. 
It could be the stress. Ilya is almost sure it is not. It looks very much like… anticipation.
Good.
Ilya lets the silence stretch for a moment longer, shifting gears. The formalities are over. It went well, all things considered. Painless. Now he has to switch into a different kind of focus and guide them from the paperwork into something physical. 
There is no telling how receptive Hollander will be this evening. He came in like a ball of pent-up energy locked inside of a hard, rigid shell. It will surely take a while to get past it. 
Ilya has a game plan, of course. He was thinking about it all week, coming up with ways to give Hollander something without crossing the ridiculous amount of boundaries. But Hollander is an enigma here just as much as he is one out there, in the hockey world, so it is possible that this session will get completely derailed. 
Hard to predict means hard to handle. Extremely hard, when you take his size into consideration. Hollander is the rarest kind of sub there is: a dangerous one.
Ilya is an arrogant asshole, but not a stupid one. He knows when he has to proceed with caution. Letting Hollander know what’s about to happen is a part of that.
“I want you to go to the bedroom,” he announces. “I will give you different clothes to wear. We will go from there. The goal today is to make your head more quiet. Sounds okay?”
Hollander scoffs. Ilya is bending over backwards to accommodate his needs, and the first thing this motherfucker does is to scoff at him.
“What?” Ilya demands sharply. The itch is back. His patience is wearing thin. He knows it is recommended that he takes it slow with this one, but he’s about to change his fucking mind on that.
“I thought you memorised my form,” Shane points out with a note of mockery.
Yeah. Ilya did. What the hell is this infuriating creature on about now?!
“Da.”
“But you will keep asking me how I feel about things?” Hollander questions, clearly frustrated. “Instead of telling me to do them?”
Ah. Now it makes sense. He’s referring to the “other” section. Hollander wrote down two wishes. 
Being held down. Being told what to do. 
He thinks Ilya forgot about it? 
How cute.
“You prefer that I force things on you?” Ilya questions curiously, not intimidated at all.
The grimace that twists Hollander’s face seems to be spreading all over his body. His hands twitch. His back straightens into a more defensive pose. He stays silent, scowling.
Ilya smiles. 
“That’s what I thought,” he comments. “I will be telling you what to do. And then I will be asking how you feel about it. And you will be answering without that fucking attitude. Am I clear?”
Dominance spills into his voice out of nowhere. Hollander’s eyes open wide, pupils dilating. He stares, shocked.
Ilya snaps his fingers at him.
“I asked question. Am I clear?”
“Yes.” Hollander’s voice sounds hoarse. His jaw tightens the second the word is out of his mouth.
Ilya nods sharply.
“Okay. You go to the bedroom and strip to underwear. And wait for me. Acceptable?”
Hollander glares, clearly angry that they’ve circled back and he’s still expected to express his opinion.
“Yes,” he manages through the gritted teeth.
Ilya lets out a low hum of acknowledgement.
“Okay. Go.” He waves him off almost arrogantly.
Hollander gets up. He was sitting already, when Ilya walked into the room. Ilya saw the athletic longsleeve Hollander was wearing, but only now he’s seeing his trousers. It’s a pair of dark gray sweatpants. 
They are Ilya’s sweatpants. The ones Hollander was given the last time he was here.
Oh.
OH.
Well, well, well.
“Wait.” Ilya demands.
Shane freezes, despite the frustrated energy that’s still radiating off of him. Then he slowly turns to look back at Ilya. His face is carefully blank.
Ilya stares. Hollander is way too smart and cautious to do anything by accident. He had to make a conscious choice at his own house, back in Montreal, when he was getting dressed today. He wanted Ilya to see this. 
There’s something both desperate and arrogant about this choice. Ilya’s eyes darken. He can’t stop staring. An urge to touch and hold shoots through him out of nowhere, so powerful, his knee jerks under the table. 
Fuck. It’s so fucking sweet and so heartbreaking at the same time. Hollander is full of those sharp movements, hard muscles and rigid lines, but there is potential – yearning, even – for softness and submission. There really is. Ilya manages to catch shadows of it in details like this one.
This sub might kill him.
“What?” Shane prompts, still waiting with a confused frown on his face.
“I like the sweatpants,” Ilya declares. A half-praise. “Leave them on. Take off only shirt.”
Shane’s eyes widen when he figures out that Ilya noticed. There’s a moment of something electric in their eye contact. Then Hollander nods, turns back around and escapes to the bedroom.
Once Ilya is alone, he glances at the watch on his wrist. He blocked three hours in his calendar for this session and instructed Luca to charge Hollander for exactly that. He’s suddenly not sure if it will be enough.
* * *
When Ilya enters the bedroom, Shane is sitting on the edge of the bed awkwardly, shirtless. His gaze snaps to Ilya immediately. 
“Get up,” Ilya instructs. “Eyes forward, please.”
Hollander listens, but he moves with caution. He becomes even more tense, because of course he does. Ilya suspects it has something to do with telling him where to look. Hollander doesn’t seem to like it very much.
Ilya begins the silent inspection, circling the sub slowly. He has a beautiful body. The impressive muscles are a testament to years of discipline and hard work, which is even more attractive than the view alone. 
There are freckles on Hollander’s back. Ilya wonders how it looks bent and sweaty, and covered in sperm. His dick twitches. He slides his gaze down to Hollander’s crotch. No sign of an erection.
That’s for the best, maybe. Ilya wouldn’t be able to do anything about it anyway.
Hollander’s face is slightly flushed, but he keeps working his jaw – angry micro-movements that contradict the blush of embarrassment.
“You can look where you want,” Ilya allows, ending the inspection.
He stops in front of Hollander and tugs his own, comfortably oversized black t-shirt off. Then he extends it to Shane.
“Something to wear,” he announces almost playfully.
It is curious that Hollander’s choice of clothes today fit perfectly into something Ilya already had planned. Ilya will analyse it later. Right now, his focus is on Shane, who takes the t-shirt cautiously, looking anywhere but on Ilya’s bare chest. Which is rude. Ilya worked hard for these abs, for the broad shoulders and the huge biceps. He knows what they do to people. 
“Eyes on me.” 
This one is selfish. Whatever. Ilya is just a man.
Hollander, reluctantly, slides his gaze back to Ilya. It lands on the abs and stays there for a second, before he corrects himself. 
The corners of Ilya’s mouth twitch upwards.
Shane Hollander grimaces.
“You want me to wear your clothes?”
“I think you want to wear my clothes.”
“That’s not…”
“Hollander? Put the fucking shirt on.”
“...right,” Shane grumbles and follows the instruction.
Ilya swallows a reprimand for using that annoying, useless word. One thing at a time.
Next, he retrieves a silver chain hidden in the dresser in the room. 
“Don’t move now,” Ilya requests, standing right behind Hollander.
It’s a risky move. He knows it is. But he’s beginning to suspect Hollander might like to get some pushback on the bratiness he’s exhibiting. It’s about time, really.
The chain is more of a necklace than a collar. It’s not obscenely big, but chunky enough that even a very hard tug won’t be able to break it. Ilya wraps it carefully around Hollander’s neck and links the two chainlinks on each end together with a small padlock. Then he slides it around, until the padlock is in the front, resting right between Shane’s collarbones. 
The chain isn’t tight on purpose. Ilya could easily fit two, maybe even three fingers behind it and tug, if he wanted.
He wants to.
He doesn’t.
Shane Hollander is dangerously still in front of him. The room is deadly silent.
Ilya puts one hand on Hollander’s waist and guides him in front of the full-length mirror in the corner. Shane goes easily.
They are both in the reflection. Shane in front, in Ilya’s oversized t-shirt, with a new collar on, the gaze of his dark eyes distant, the expression on his face blank, the jaw still set. Ilya is behind him, still shirtless: a threatening wall of muscles, body language effortlessly dominant. As a pair, they are a striking picture.
“See?” Ilya murmurs into Hollander’s ear, surprised but pleased he’s managed to get this far. “Pretty.”
Tempted, he slides one finder underneath the collar and tugs gently.
Shane blinks and his vacant stare gets replaced with fire.
“You–” he hisses, but doesn’t finish. He punches Ilya’s hand away, suddenly fuming. “Who do you think you are?!”
He turns to face Ilya properly and pushes him back only to charge after him. Ilya doesn’t defend himself at first, focusing only on Hollander’s expression. His eyes, mainly, because Ilya has barely seconds to make a decision and he’d very much like to make the right one.
Shane puts his hands on Ilya’s chest and pushes him again.
“You arrogant motherfucker, what do you–”
Hollander doesn’t finish, because he gets pinned to the wall. Ilya watches up close as his pupils dilate and his lips part, but no sound comes out, except a surprised exhale on impact.
“Easy now,” Ilya warns.
“Fuck you!”
Hollander tries to punch him then. Like a feral animal backed into a corner. Ilya catches his wrist mid air, then finds another one and pins Hollander’s arms above his head. The grip is strong enough to hold him in place, but not strong enough to bruise. Ilya is a professional.
“Enough,” he growls. “Enough, Hollander. Hear me? You are strong and tall, and capable, yes. I see you. But I am stronger,” he whispers, leaning in. “And I am taller. And in here, you are mine.”
Hollander jerks, trying to escape the grip. Ilya slides his thigh between Hollander’s legs to pin his hips to the wall too. 
Hollander is hard. His body jerks again, for different reasons this time. Ilya can’t fucking stop himself. He chuckles, because this whole thing is ridiculous. 
The sound makes Shane even more furious. He tries to break free again and his determination wins. He slips out of Ilya's grip and elbows him in the ribs. 
Ilya bends slightly from pain, but only for a second. Then he’s turning after Shane, lunging forward to grab him before the sub gets too far. 
The bedroom isn’t very big. They tumble onto the bed together, panting and grappling for dominance. Shane has years of experience in checking people into the boards. Ilya has years of experience in exactly this.
He gets on top, straddling Hollander and using his own weight to immobilise his thighs. He pins Shane’s wrist again, to the mattress now, with one hand, while the other grabs the collar.
“Colour,” he demands, hovering over the glaring sub.
“Go fuck yourself,” comes a furious response.
Ilya puts more pressure everywhere – onto the wrist, on the collar, onto the body he's straddling. He leans in more.
“Give me colour, Hollander,” he murmurs, voice dropping into something quiet, but dominant.
Shane's eyes seem black. His lips are shiny from spit, his face is flushed with rage and he’s breathing hard: chest raising and falling too fast. Ilya watches in real time as something splits open and the fiery anger, for a second, morphes into a burning hunger.
“Green.” The word comes out like a curse. 
Relief floods Ilya, releasing knots in his strained muscles. 
Fucking hell, he’d hate to get this wrong. He grins wickedly now and leans in even lower, until his lips almost touch Shane’s ear.
“Good.”
Shane Hollander’s response is to bite him.
Dull teeth sink painfully deep into Ilya’s naked shoulder, which was conveniently right there. He yelps, shocked and immediately pulls back, but doesn't get off of Hollander completely.
Ilya grabs the throbbing spot, then examines the hand. There’s no blood, so even though it hurts like a motherfucker, Hollander didn’t break the skin. Once that’s established, he stares down at the man underneath him. 
Shane’s wrists are free again, but he doesn’t move his hands. He actually relaxes into the mattress slightly and his breath slowly begins to even out. He still looks wrecked, though, now gazing up at Ilya with something akin to madness in his dark eyes.
“Colour?” Hollander echoes, mocking.
Ilya blinks, stunned.
What the actual fuck.
He wants to kiss him.
He wants to fuck him.
He wants to ruin him.
“Green.”
For the first time ever, he hears Hollander laugh. It’s short and breathless, and slightly mean, but it’s still a laugh. Hollander’s face is beautiful like this, in all its freckled, flushed glory. 
Unable to stop himself, Ilya grins back.
“You are feral kitten, huh?” he murmurs and his fingers slip underneath the collar again, but he doesn’t tug this time. He just wants to feel the weight of it. “I should put you in cage, maybe. Lock away for safety.”
Hollander’s expression changes faster than Ilya blinks.
“Red,” he says, quick and sharp, and just like that all the walls are rising back up, all the defence mechanisms click in place, and a mask of cold defiance is here again. Dark eyes turn to void, staring at Ilya numbly.
Ilya takes his hands away immediately, his own body tensing up and shifting into crisis mode. He lifts them up in a gesture of surrender then gets off Hollander fully.
“Is about the cage?” he asks, because he needs clarity with this. He stands at the foot of the bed, concerned.
Hollander’s face twists in a grimace. He pushes himself up to a sitting position and everything about his body screams: uncomfortable. He nods once, curtly. It’s barely a movement.
“I am sorry,” Ilya says, looking for any more signs of distress. “I did not mean it.”
Fuck. Ilya lost focus. Fuck, fuck, fuck.
Hollander says nothing. His eyes seem wet. The fury is gone. The defiance is still there, written all over his face, but it seems shaky now. Like something he clings onto, because the alternative is much worse.
Something in Ilya’s chest tightens so painfully, he makes a small, quick grimace too, unable to stop himself. 
“Is okay,” he murmurs, switching to the soothing tone. “I am sorry. Is okay.”
Once again, he has to take a risk. Touch might not be welcomed now, but Ilya is pretty sure the bigger the time gap, the harder it will be to break through this new wall. He has to push now, before it completely hardens. He extends his hand slowly, giving Hollander time to back away. 
Hollander doesn’t move.
Ilya’s thumb brushes over his cheek gently. He’s so fucking beautiful. It’s insane this is a guy who puts on a helmet and goes to play hockey for a living. He should be in a museum. 
Oh. Now, that’s a very stupid thought. At least Ilya is aware that he is losing his goddamn mind. 
Hollander’s head drops, forcing Ilya to break the contact. His shoulders are shaking slightly. 
Ilya panics a little bit, because he’s not sure what to do. This sub is a puzzle. Ilya made a mistake, he got it wrong and he will definitely get it wrong in the future again. That’s normal. Building a healthy dynamic is a process, errors are unavoidable. What is important now, though, is to not make many mistakes in the row. Most of the time, there is no coming back from something like this. 
Okay. Okay, Ilya can figure it out. He’s good at this. This is, actually, the only thing he’s good at. 
Gently, he grabs Hollander’s chin and coaxes his head back up so they can catch eye contact. Hollander lets him. That’s a good sign.
“This was a lot,” Ilya murmurs, brushing the freckles again. He’s not trying to hide the obsession right now. Let if fucking show, whatever. “You did good. This is why we have colours, da? Was good that you used it.”
And there it fucking is again. Hollander’s face breaks open for a brief moment and he gives Ilya that starved, exhausted, desperate look.
Ilya is fucking gone, gone, gone. 
Hollander remains quiet.
Pin him down, tell him what to do. Ilya reaches back for those simple requests, because it feels the safest.
“Come to the sofa with me,” he instructs calmly. Leaving the room could help leave the incident behind. 
Hollander lets out a sigh. His expression shifts again. He rolls his shoulder slightly.
“You are making a big deal out of nothing,” he grumbles and moves to get off the bed.
“What…?” To be fair, Ilya has never been spoken to like this during a session. He needs a moment to process it.
Hollander shrugs.
“Just don’t fucking talk to me about the cages or leashes, or other shit like that, and we’ll be fine.”
Ilya doesn’t trust how casual Hollander suddenly is. He’d probably be able to full many people, but Ilya already knows this man is keeping himself on the edge of the drop as a fucking hobby. Whatever this is, it is definitely another form of repression.
“Do you want me to take the collar off?” 
“No.” The answer comes curiously fast. Hollander is not looking at him. “Again with the fucking questions, huh?” he bites back. 
Ilya narrows his eyes.
“I am keeping us safe. You are being disrespectful.”
“Do something about it, then.”
“Hollander.”
The authority in Ilya’s voice forces Shane to look back at him. There’s something between them that wasn’t here before. 
Ilya’s shoulder is still throbbing from the bite. 
Hollander looks away first. 
“You told me to go to the sofa, so I’m going to the sofa. Whatever. I just really need to win the next game.”
Yeah, this is the hockey player speaking. Shane Hollander holds himself straight, keeps his chin raised up defiantly and emanates confidence, but a very forced kind. 
Ilya watches the most infuriating sub that has ever existed leave the room. At the first glance, Hollander seems absolutely fine. It’s just that his hands are shaking slightly. Ilya notices. Come on. He’s getting paid to notice.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    So many kind words under the last chapetr! Thank you!! Here is your reward - another chapter so soon. :)

In case you did not notice - Ilya Rozanov is, per canon, on his way to getting walked like a (dom) dog. But worry not, we will get Shane acting like a sub eventually. Probably. In 100 chapters or something. The boy has issues, okay?


  


      

  












      Chapter 8: complex craving
  


    Chapter Summary

    In the near future, Ilya will either fall in love or commit murder. There really is no other way out of this one.



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  When Ilya walks out to the living room, Hollander is already sitting on the sofa, far right. His body isn’t as tense as it used to be, but displeasure is still clinging to his face. Like a neatly tailored, but still uncomfortable mask.
Ilya grabs the remote, then sinks down into the cushions right in the middle. It’s a big sofa, so there’s still some distance between them. No points of contact.
The TV’s volume is low: just a quiet buzz in the room. Ilya changes the channel five times before settling on a random movie playing. He tosses the remote and waits for the atmosphere to shift fully away from the red light incident in the bedroom.
It's fucking killing him: those long pauses of silence and space he continues to offer, when all he wants to do is touch and take. But… how does that saying go? Better safe than sorry.
On his right, Shane Hollander shifts slightly.
“I pay you a lot for this,” he announces suddenly, with a hint of annoyance.
Oh, Ilya can't fucking wait to see where this is going.
“Da.”
“So I pay you a lot to watch TV…?”
This fucking brat. Ilya keeps his face blank, but his fingers twitch. The man who speaks to him that way is currently wearing his clothes, smells like him and wears Ilya’s collar. It’s not just arrogance anymore. It’s disrespect.
A blind, miscalculated disrespect. A reactive disrespect. A disrespect that’s designed to be a tool to get something Hollander wants, because he is unwilling – unable – to communicate it any other way. The disrespect of a man thrashing in the cage of shame and denial. Ilya sees right through it all and that’s the reason, the only reason, why his reaction is calm.
“You think I am bad at this,” he says bluntly, turning his gaze away from the TV and focusing it on Shane like a weapon.
Shane shifts again, suddenly a little bit uncomfortable.
“I only asked a question,” he points out, still defiant, but less confident.
Ilya’s fingers twitch again.
“I did not,” he shoots back. “Is fact: you think I don't know what I am doing. You are so busy trying to provoke me, you did not notice that everything I do makes you feel comfortable enough to want to provoke.” He makes a pause, letting the words sink in. “Such a nice trick,” he adds slowly, allowing his voice to become smug. “Feels good, doesn’t it?”
Shane is too shocked to retain control and emotions spill all over his face for a moment. He blinks, his eyes widening. Then he blinks again and the scowl is back in place, but this time it’s clearly covering up embarrassment.
Ilya laughs out loud at that, because it’s fucking funny, how hard Hollander is trying. Cute. As if there is any chance of him ever winning at this game with Ilya. There is none. Shane is a professional athlete and he might be under the impression that it gives him the strength and stamina to achieve victory, but this isn’t ice. This is Ilya’s rink. This is Ilya’s sport. Ilya doesn’t play by the rules. He invents the fucking game. Over and over again, with every new interaction.
Shane glares at his amusement. He seems distracted, though. Focused on something else. He’s probably going over their past sessions in his head, analysing to see if Ilya's words hold true.
Ilya just chuckles again.
“Is okay. Is not your job to think. Feral kitten is still kitten.”
“Don't call me that,” Shane grumbles. Still annoyed, but way less hostile. A little bit… resigned, maybe?
“Then hide your claws,” Ilya advises cheerfully. “And maybe stop biting,” he adds and shrugs with one shoulder – the one that is still marked with the red outline of Shane’s teeth.
Shane’s gaze wanders to the spot, then darts away.
“Fuck you.”
Ilya is still shirtless and it’s been very obvious to him that Hollander is trying not to stare. He does stare, however, when he thinks Ilya is not looking.
Ilya’s grin only widens. This isn’t a real argument. It’s almost banter – the energy between them feels more open. Hollander’s reluctance is still very much here, on display, but almost… performative.
“Come here,” Ilya murmurs and reaches out. Enough is enough.
He hooks a finger underneath a collar and tugs firmly, but not hard enough to cause pain.
Shane’s so surprised, he forgets to fight back and falls forward easily at first. By the time he remembers to pull away, Ilya already slips his hand onto the nape of Shane’s neck. It’s a much more solid, commanding grip. Harder to shake off. Ilya brings Shane’s body closer and down, down, down, guiding Shane’s head to rest in his lap.
Hollander’s body does a violent, angry jerk. Maybe he’s thinking Ilya is going somewhere else with this. But that panic eases once Shane’s allowed to turn his head to the side, so that he’s facing the TV. He is only forced to shuffle to lay down, the rest of the body following the head.
Ilya considers his own, big, thigh a nice pillow. Hollander seems to disagree. He’s still pushing back, even after laying down fully. Ilya’s hand moves up, slides into the black hair and he keeps Hollander’s head down sternly. He acts casual about it, but he’s analysing every tiny detail, his eyes moving fast, his focus staying sharp.
Hollander is adjusting his strength, Ilya notices. His resistance changes with the amount of pressure Ilya applies. It's a ratio too perfect to be accidental. Hollander wants to struggle, but not actually win. He's desperate to give up, but pride doesn't let him do that without a fight.
Ilya is suddenly curious whether the previous doms were a match for Shane's strength. Was he able to thrash and push, and get it out of his system, or did he have to apply restraint and carefully calculate his own disobedience, in order to not accidentally end up in control?
There are many different doms out there. A lot of them aim for the stereotypical aesthetic, but there’s a difference between working out to look good and working out to be strong.
Ilya does both. No issues here. He can take Hollander. Ilya can take everything this menace has to give, and then some.
“Don't hold back on me now, Hollander,” he murmurs, shifting his grip back to the nape of Hollander’s neck, below the collar. “I always end up on top anyway."
Shane’s body jerks again at that. He curls his fingers on Ilya’s thigh, just above the knee, and tries to push himself up again, using that as leverage. The force is much, much bigger this time. He’s holding back nothing. His muscles strain visibly and he lets out a frustrated growl.
Feral kitten.
The muscles in Ilya’s arm strain as well, but his confidence doesn't waver. He’s not worried. He pushes back immediately and keeps Shane’s head pinned to his own thigh without going past his own limits.
“Mhm. See? There,” he comments in the same, low murmur. “Only way for you to win is when I let you.”
Shane doesn’t give in immediately. His fight dies down gradually. He still pushes back on Ilya’s grip, but with less and less force. His fingers dig deep into the meat of Ilya’s thigh instead, as if to compensate for the surrender somehow.
Ilya keeps adjusting his own pressure. It’s a process, of course, because with this sub, everything is. The more Hollander gives in, the more Ilya’s touch turns into something coaxing, possessive and soothing instead of commanding and firm.
The movie is still on. They both pretend to watch it. Hollander, once he’s done pushing back, goes horribly tense. Obviously. Ilya slips two fingers underneath the collar and begins to rub the skin there aimlessly, waiting patiently for the sub to settle.
Hollander relaxes torturously slowly. Ilya’s fingers move to his hair and he falls into an almost meditative rhythm of scratching his scalp gently. He’s actually paying attention to the movie for a while. Maybe Shane is, too. His body becomes more and more loose, sinking into the couch and into Ilya. Drifting with his touch.
It’s nice. Ilya would much rather have Hollander go pliant on a cock, but, oh, well. This is okay too. It feels sweet to have a mountain of stubborn muscles become a calm kitten in his lap. Maybe it does something for Ilya as well – the proof that he can win even against somebody built like Shane.
They find common ground in the enjoyment of the fact that they are both not just a dom and a sub, but two fit, tall, broad, strong men. Shane wants to give it all he’s got and still lose. It’s the only defeat he’s able to accept without feeling guilty, maybe. And Ilya is quickly finding out that winning tastes sweeter when you really, really work for it. 
Svetlana saw it from miles away, of course: a good match.
Svetlana definitely also likes to see Ilya suffer. That checks out, too.
Ilya glances down and smiles to himself.
Don’t call me kitten – Hollander says, and then he’s just one step away from purring in Ilya’s lap. Come on.
Oh god, this one is so difficult, but in an addictive way. Oh, fuck Ilya’s life.
The next thing happens gradually, the same way Shane has yielded. His fingers barely move at first. Hollander just keeps them there, on Ilya’s thigh, next to his own face. They are brushing the inner side of Ilya’s leg. A barely-there touch.
Then the fingers slide a bit further, a bit higher. Shane tightens his grip, tests it, digs into the muscles, lets go. He slides his hand a tiny bit higher again, closer to Ilya’s crotch. Ilya feels the pressure of the fingers once more. It’s not as strong this time, but it also doesn’t go away. It’s… needy. Careful. Both shy and demanding, somehow.
Ilya’s dick twitches. His gaze drops down. He frowns at Shane’s side profile. Shane’s eyes are closed, but his brows are slightly furrowed. He pushes his hand even higher still, slides it further into the inside of Ilya’s thigh. It gets closer to Ilya’s dick, which is beginning to harden now.
Ilya’s gentle scratches don’t stop, but he’s now executing them carefully, very aware of the head in his lap. Nobody cares about the movie now.
Shane makes a short sound – a grumpy hum or a sigh of sorts. He stretches his body slightly. Shifts his head a tiny bit. His wandering fingers add more pressure. They are all tiny, tiny adjustments, almost as if done in a haze or a half-asleep state. But he is, unmistakably, doing it with a goal in mind.
Ilya feels his dick throb. He watches like a hawk, with a slight frown, trying to predict all possible scenarios and design the best response. He lets his own hand slide down and underneath the collar of Shane’s (his) t-shirt to rub the warm, naked back. Just to see.
Shane doesn't tense up at that. He makes that same, quiet growly sound again and pushes his fingers harder into the inside of Ilya’s tight. They are dangerously close to Ilya’s cock.
Lord, have fucking mercy.
Ilya drags his hand back onto Shane’s neck. He brushes his thumb up and down the sharp line of Shane’s jaw slowly, enjoying how soft the skin feels. Then the thumb catches on the chin and stays there.
Ilya’s pupils are wide, his gaze focused. His thumb moves a tiny bit up. It reaches Shane’s mouth.
Hollander’s fingers dig deeper.
Ilya drags his thumb against Hollander’s lower lip. It feels wet. It catches, or maybe Shane makes a move, or maybe his tongue pushes out a tiniest bit…
Ilya’s thumb slips into the wet, hot mouth and his dick throbs at that: a hard, protruding outline right against Shane’s head.
Another sound comes from Shane. It seems annoyed, frustrated, groan-like, but only one wall away from a whine. It’s muffled because of the occupied mouth. Shane’s tongue moves, swirling around Ilya’s thumb.
Ilya’s eyes darken. His focus shifts into something all-consuming. The energy changes, the room disappears. The TV doesn’t fucking exist. He presses down, trapping the tongue, then pulls out completely, but only to hook two fingers underneath the chain.
He gives a gentle tug while spreading his legs.
“Come, kotik.” The Russian endearment is not planned. It just slips out. “On your knees for me. Come on.”
He tugs again, more firmly. Hollander’s body moves, maybe on its own. Maybe against his will. His movements are slow, a bit unsure. Still, he slides down the sofa and shuffles into the space between Ilya’s legs, guided there gently by the collar. 
This is exactly where he belongs. Fuck, the sight meakes Ilya’s already painfully hard cock twitch. He usually doesn’t get this worked up so easily. Surprise, surprise.
Before Hollander decides to ruin everything by mouthing off or scowling, Ilya slides two fingers into his mouth again. Hollander takes them obediently, but looks down. So fucking easy now. So sweet.
Fuck.
Fuck.
“Good,” Ilya praises. His voice is hoarse. His pupils are blown, fascination painted clear on his usually blank face.
Hollander looks up. His eyes dart to Ilya’s face quickly, unsure. He freezes, surprised by whatever he notices there. His freckled cheeks blush before he frowns… – yeah, there it is, a shadow of an angry scowl.
Still, it’s fucking obscene. Hollander on his knees, his eyes shining with confusion with his own desire, his lips wet with spit, pushed open by Ilya’s long fingers. He looks ready to ruin.
Ilya has never hated a client’s consent form more than he hates Hollander’s at this moment. It’s a horrible, deeply unprofessional thought, but Svetlana said he’s allowed to feel things, as long as he keeps them to himself, so here it is: he’s fucking hungry. 
Hollander blinks twice. He looks more lucid after. He drops his gaze quickly, but doesn’t pull back. It’s Ilya who takes his fingers away, but only to  brush a thumb over the freckles. He leaves a smear of saliva on Shane’s cheeks. He doesn’t care. It looks nice.
“Touch yourself,” he orders.
Shane’s breath hitches. He freezes. His head drops.
Ilya doesn’t force him to look up. He just leans in to play with Shane’s wet lower lip again.
“Touch yourself. Not for you, for me. I know you are hard.”
Shane makes a choked sound – not sweet, not a whine. A frustration and need mixed together, stuck somewhere in the back of his throat. He turns his head away and presses his face into the inside of Ilya’s thigh, because it’s the only way to hide right now.
Ilya’s hand lands on the nape of his neck immediately. He tugs on the collar loosely.
“Is okay. It will feel nice. Lick your hand, Hollander, then wrap it around your cock. Is probably wet already, hm? Go on.”
Shane’s body shivers. He presses his face more into Ilya’s leg. Ilya’s dick is uncomfortably hard, straining against the material of his underwear.
“Holladner.” His voice turns sharp. “I said: touch yourself.”
Hollander listens. His face is red when he licks his own palm, but Ilya can barely see it. Shane is hiding still, so as Ilya is looking down, there’s just black hair everywhere. Hollander’s crotch is hidden from Ilya’s view as well, by the curve of his back. But Hollander’s whole body jerks suddenly – a clear sign that he took his dick in his own hand.
“Good,” Ilya praises in a dark, satisfied murmur, sliding two fingers underneath the collar. He likes how they feel, trapped between Shane’s hot, soft skin and the cold, hard press of the metal. “Get yourself off.”
“Fuck you,” Hollander mumbles, but it’s barely audible and doesn’t mean much when he obeys the order and starts moving his hand.
It doesn’t take long for Shane’s hips to begin to rock slightly too, though it’s noticeable he’s trying to control it. His face remains pressed into Ilya’s inner thigh, hidden. Ilya doesn’t correct that, because he doesn’t think Shane is ready for eye contact. Or to be openly seen and observed while he’s losing himself like this. It’s already a miracle it’s happening. Better not to mess with that.
And then Shane’s face moves. It remains pressed into Ilya’s legs and he’s painfully quiet – fighting to keep all the sweet noises in – but he slowly, hesitantly mouths at the material of Ilya’s trousers and then presses a bit closer to Ilya’s crotch. And closer again, half-nuzzling, shifting further both uncertain and determined.
Ilya’s hard cock fucking leaks at that. A bead of precum wets the underwear and he lets out a quiet groan before the restraint kicks back in.
“No, Hollander,” he warns gently, squeezing Shane’s nape. “No yellow things right now. You’re doing very well. Come for me just like this.”
Shane makes a frustrated sigh and pushes his face harder into Ilya’s thigh. It’s so high up, his ear almost touches Ilya’s hard cock, curved to the side and trapped underneath the material. Hollander’s hand seems to speed up. His breath catches, body shivers again and his face is definitely flushed, but still hidden from Ilya’s gaze.
Needy puffs of air are being exhaled into Ilya’s trousers as Shane jerks himself off, desperate and reluctant to show what he’s doing. Ilya tangles his fingers into his hair, makes a fist and holds him like that. Partly to offer the sensation of being commanded, partly because he doesn’t trust this fucking menace not to move his head. And if he moves his head just slightly to the right, he’ll brush his cheek against Ilya’s leaking dick.
And then Ilya’s resolve might break and he’ll fucking come down that lovely throat, after fucking Hollander’s freckled face, wet with tears and smeared saliva.
Shane makes a frustrated, muffled sound.
Ilya’s grip tightens.
“Come, Hollander,” he orders. “Come, or I will leave you like this and you will have to wait, all needy and starved, until the next session.”
“Don’t,” Hollander hisses. It doesn’t come out needy or pleading. It comes out annoyed, though muffled by the material of Ilya’s trousers.
Of fucking course he’s still annoyed.
Ilya’s dick twitches at the sound anyway.
“Then fucking come for me.”
“Fuck you,” Shane shoots back, but his voice breaks, his throat tightens as the rest of his muscles, and he must be biting the inside of his cheek, because he’s quiet as his shoulders begin to shake between Ilya’s legs.
Ilya grabs him by the collar and applies tension there, watching as Shane squirms, hand jerking fast, and then his body spasms, orgasm finally taking over.
Shane comes on his knees.
In front of Ilya.
With his face pressed almost to Ilya’s crotch.
Ilya will call it progress as soon as his own dick will stop throbbing, angry and untouched. For now, he watches with hungry gaze as the body below him slowly relaxes, then sinks down, almost limp. Shane’s head becomes heavier against Ilya’s leg. 
“So good,” Ilya murmurs, moving his hand to gently scratch Hollander’s head again. “You did so fucking good. Perfect for me, hm? So fucking sweet like this. Very good.”
Hollander shifts to press his face more into the strong leg. He nuzzles, half-conscious in the haze and nips the inside of Ilya’s thigh gently. It might be a reprimand or a thank you, or a way to hide a whine.
Something inside of Ilya tightens at that random gesture, because it feels so genuine and unfiltered. Affectionate, almost, though in the weirdest way.
Ilya wants to shove a dick into Hollander’s mouth and-or fuck him, yeah. But he kind of wants to kiss him more. Which makes no sense, because Ilya doesn’t do kissing. Never with clients, rarely with private hook-ups. 
Predictably, it doesn't take very long for Shane to drag himself away from between Ilya’s legs and out of the submission. He moves back, turns around to sit on the floor instead of kneeling on it and leans against the sofa, clearly still in the process of calming down his racing pulse. His dick is tucked away already, softening rapidly.
Eventually, Hollander clears his throat a bit awkwardly. His gaze travels up to Ilya’s crotch briefly, then settles on Ilya’s face. In his current position, Hollander still has to direct his gaze up, but there’s no softness left in his eyes.
“So are you going to jerk off too, or am I the only one who gets an audience?”
In the near future, Ilya will either fall in love or commit murder. There really is no other way out of this one. His eyebrows twitch in annoyance. He can already tell he’ll have to shove the aftercare down Hollander’s throat. Kind of defeats the purpose, that.
“I am fine.” 
Hollander's gaze flickers down to Ilya's cock again. The outline of it is obvious, though Ilya did manage to will the erection down a bit.
“Right.” The sarcasm is clear.
Ilya narrows his eyes at the word. He's voiced his opinion about it twice now. It's not in his nature to count to three.
“You want to play game in that collar, Hollander?” he asks conversationally, but his body language is threatening. “I have the key. I can still lose it.”
Hollander glares. The view burns itself into Ilya's mind: lips bitten raw and shiny with spit, cheeks still flushed, body obscenely loose, half: sprawled on the floor, half-leaning on the sofa, in Ilya's clothes, marked by Ilya's collar, but all that is rendered inconsequential by the single challenge in the dark, terrifyingly intelligent eyes.
Ilya’s dominant side recognises Hollander, suddenly, as the ultimate prize. Something you conquer and win, and show off later. And never let go.
Fuck.
The movie is still playing.
Ilya drags himself back to a professional mindset, makes a quick assessment and decides to switch gears. 
“Are you hungry?”
Hollander hums. He's horribly attractive when he's almost, almost relaxed.
“I could eat.”
* * *
Ilya gives Hollander water and manages to squeeze out of him what kind of food he wants. He uses the tablet to pass the request to Luca, who'll find something fitting in their fridge full of catering for these exact occasions. 
Ilya also manages to make his erection go away almost entirely. 
Curiously, Hollander didn't push the subject after that first, direct comment. He stole two more glances, trying to be sneaky, but that’s about it. Maybe once the heat of the moment wore off it was too difficult to ignore why exactly has Ilya been aroused.
Hollander goes to take a shower. Runs away, maybe. He pretends he's fine, but as he walks away, Ilya can see his shoulders sagging slightly. His movements are a bit slower than normal – body too heavy for seemingly no reason. 
It takes a while to go back up to the surface after submerging oneself into the authority exchange, especially the sexual kind. Aftercare isn't an option, it's a necessity. A completion of a process. Shane, of course, is going to ignore it and act like nothing happened, forcing his body to stay perfectly upright immediately after, instead of letting himself slowly settle back into himself and regain balance.
It's difficult for Ilya, too, because with Hollander, everything is off limits. Proper eye contact or a simple touch could be a topic for an entire session, which means they might be useless as aftercare tools. 
How the fuck do you soothe a hissing kitten, when you're part of the reason why it's hissing? 
(It seems like Ilya has developed a nickname. Not a good sign, probably.)
* * *
Shane comes back to the living room wearing another fresh set of the clothes Ilya has chosen for his clients. Dark grey, comfy lounge wear which has been waiting in the bathroom. The hair on the nape of his neck is still wet and he smells like Ilya’s soap. 
His face is carefully blank.
The food is here already, waiting on the small kitchen table. Ilya gestures to it without a word and sits down in front of his own plate. He allows the silence to stretch between them as they eat, not yet sure where they stand.
The only other time Hollander kneeled for Ilya was during a drop. And even then, they didn’t get as far as they did today. Shane’s desire was obvious this time. So was Ilya’s. Hollander doesn’t seem to be drowning in shame or regret just yet, but that might easily happen, if Ilya says the wrong thing now. 
No pressure.
Shane chews his food like a robot, his gaze distant. He’s thinking about something, clearly lost in his own head. Ilya observes him carefully, but doesn’t push. He’s hungry, too. Tired. Fighting not to get hard again. It’s a lot. Hollander is a lot.
Ilya is still shirtless. When Hollander’s gaze finally focuses again, it focuses on his abs. Shane blinks. Swallows. Takes another, neat bite, chews. His eyebrows furrow. He clears his throat, blinks again. He seems suddenly uncomfortable, but very determined.
“You didn’t want me to–” He doesn’t finish, but his voice is frustrated, not shy or lost. His gaze drops down to where Ilya’s crotch is, hidden by the table. Then it darts back to Ilya’s face.
Oh. Communication. Well, that’s a nice surprise.
Ilya nods. He doesn’t push for Hollander to finish his sentence this time.
“No yellow things today,” he repeats the explanation he’s given before. “That needs conversation first, da? We go slow.”
Hollander doesn’t respond to that. He grimaces, though, clearly displeased with the answer.
Ilya swallows a sigh.
“Tell me what was good today. About me. What you liked, what you did not.”
“Why?”
“Is helpful for next time.”
Shane is silent for a moment, clearly fighting his own stubbornness and the instinct to immediately rebel.
“I like that you call me good instead of a good boy. I hate the second one.” His tone definitely confirms that dislike. His entire face twists in distaste when he says the phrase. “And I hate that you make me talk so much. It's annoying.”
Hollander takes another bite of food almost angrily.  Unfortunately, Ilya finds it quite cute. He’s done with his own meal already. He leans back in his chair and hums, pensive.
“Asking for things you want is difficult, yes. But you will get there.”
“Maybe I don't want to.”
Ilya’s body remains relaxed, but his gaze darkens and sharpens suddenly.
“But I want you to. So you'll get there,” he repeats slowly.
Shane freezes completely for a second, then pretends he never did.
“Right.”
That motherfucking word. Ilya gets up without warning. There’s a visible tension in his shoulders as he grabs his own plate and takes it to the sink. He turns around, leans back, sends Hollander a displeased look and crosses his arms over his naked chest. He says nothing.
Hollander rolls his eyes.
“You’re too sensitive,” he dismisses, clearly knowing where Ilya’s displeasure is coming from. “It's just a word.”
“Word is word. My demand that you not use it is something more.”
Shane raises his eyebrows, clearly unconvinced.
“Riiight.”
Ilya’s fingers twitch. They’ve done enough today, he can’t take it further. He needs to keep himself in check as fantasies of Hollander whining and begging gallop through his mind. 
“You may think you want punishments, Hollander,” Ilya says finally, his voice slow and full of warnings. “But trust me, you do not. Not from me.”
Hollander looks away and focuses on his food. 
Interesting.
Ilya doesn’t move. He keeps watching openly. His piercing gaze is like a hand resting heavily on Shane’s shoulder until the meal is finished. There’s still a shadow of exhaustion in Hollander’s movements. His body is too rigid, clearly forced to operate as normal, even though he’s not yet ready for that.
Eventually, Hollander gets up. The movement is too fast, maybe, because he immediately sways on his feet, losing balance.
Ilya is there to catch him. His arm wraps around Shane’s waist easily, keeping him steady. Once Hollander regains his balance, Ilya gives him more space, but doesn’t let go completely. His hand stays on Hollander’s hip, the grip not exactly tight, but not feather light either.
Shane’s eyes look even more tired up close. It’s late afternoon already. He drove here from Montreal today. Who knows what he did before, what hour he got up and how long he slept during the night. All Ilya does know is that he played a game last night and lost.
Unable to resist, Ilya brushes his thumb against the freckles. Shane’s gaze is stuck somewhere on the wall behind him.
“You need to rest,” Ilya murmurs. He probably sounds too soft. “Can’t drive like this, kotik.”
Hollander’s eyes shift their focus to Ilya’s mouth.
“Is that Russian?”
“Maybe.” Ilya avoids the real answer, because he wasn’t exactly planning on using the pet name. It just slips out. That painful erection he had to wait out definitely weakened his self-control.
God, Hollander looked so pretty on his knees for Ilya. And his mouth was right there.
“What does it mean?” Hollander demands. He sounds suspicious. 
Ilya sends him a grin.
“Kitten.”
“Oh, fuck off.”
Ilya just grins harder at that response.
Interestingly, Hollander still does not back away from Ilya’s touch. Ilya’s hand is still resting there, possessively, on Shane’s hip.
“Rest, yes?” Ilya coaxes again, studying Shane’s beautiful face, which is now twisted into a grumpy expression. “Sleep it off on bed.”
“What if I say no?”
Oh, baby, why the fuck would you? He looks so exhausted, Ilya feels tired from just looking at him.
“I know you will say no,” Ilya confirms with a sigh. “Is your favourite word. But I cannot let you leave in this state. Safety, yes?” Ilya tightens his grip on Shane’s hip a little bit. “And why would you want? You will not play good hockey, not when you leave now, like this.”
It’s probably a dirty move, to hold Shane’s dependency over his head, but Ilya is working overtime here already. Come on.
Hollander narrows his eyes at him. Then he considers something in silence.
“Is the nurse going to come and do the check-up at the end?” he asks suddenly. 
Ilya frowns.
“No. Why? You feel bad?”
Shane shrugs and finally steps back. He grabs his plate and carries it to the sink.
“I like him. He was nice.”
Fucking Hayden Pike. 
“He is terrible person,” Ilya grumbles. “Very annoying.” 
Shane huffs. He puts the plate in the sink and mirrors what Ilya did before – he turns around, leans back, crosses his arms over his chest and studies Ilya confidently. It’s unclear if it’s all subconscious, or a deliberate power play.
“I think you're confusing him with yourself.”
Ilya narrows his eyes.
“Ah. You are funny now? Shane Hollander is making jokes?”
“Shut up.”
They stare at each other. It’s not tension that settles between them. It’s something light and warm. Sparkling. They are both enjoying this, even if only for a moment.
“Come, Hollander,” Ilya finally says. “Lay down, rest. For me.”
Hollander scrunches his nose, dissatisfied, but he finally listens. 
* * *
Hollander sinks into the bed with a quiet sight. His body is relaxed, Ilya notices. Progress.
Ilya has a feeling it would be best if he left the sub alone like this, but the need to be here and comfort tugs at him. Just for a moment.
The thing about clients is: they can always ditch you without giving a single reason. And that’s that. The workers aren’t allowed to contact them privately. That would be highly unprofessional and unsafe. It would be wise, therefore, not to become too attached.
Ilya knows this, obviously. He will curb his obsession. Not right now, but… soon. Very soon. Surely. Definitely. It is decided.
They’ve been here before, is the thing. During a drop. Shane was lying on the bed, Ilya sat up with his back against the headboard. Exactly like right now. And just like then, Ilya now lets his hand slip underneath Shane’s t-shirt, so it can rest on the warm skin between the shoulderblades. His thumb moves gently, brushing the skin soothingly for a while, even after Ilya is certain Hollander is asleep.
He drags himself up from the bed much later than he should. Careful, not to wake the man up. 
There’s a heaviness in Ilya’s own bones as he settles back on the sofa with the tablet in hand. He recognises what it is immediately and winces at his own mistakes. He got too into it: his organism confused work with a private session and now it’s screaming for more aftercare. But Hollander doesn’t want to be held, and Ilya doesn’t kiss his clients, and this session is not about him. He has no right to demand something for selfish reasons. It would be a horrible betrayal – to purposefully guide Shane into something that benefits Ilya, not him.
It’s a fucking job.
Fuck.
Okay. Whatever. He didn’t fuck anything up. For the most part, he and Shane are clearly aligned, so it’s okay. It’ll be fine. Ilya is a professional, for fuck’s sake.
* * *
Hours pass before Shane finally emerges out of the bedroom. It’s late in the evening now. Ilya was smart enough not to schedule anything after his three-hour appointment with Hollander, expecting this might happen. 
Usually, when aftercare is sleep, the doms end the service once the sub falls asleep. It’s discussed before, of course, and there are ways to make them feel still cared for once they wake up – notes, gifts, whatever. That way, for the hours when they are asleep, the clients are charged for the room alone, not for the actual service.
Ilya is yet to leave. He’ll be charging Hollander for five additional hours of domination service, on top of the already not cheap three hours that have been booked in advance. 
Hollander can afford it. Money is not a problem, he said. Just make it work. 
It’s not Ilya’s fault Hollander is difficult. 
There is something thrilling about being paid to do nothing: to just wait here, on standby, even though every minute of Ilya’s time is worth a lot. Hollander doesn’t care. He doesn’t concern himself with those trivial things. Ilya can do whatever he wants, because Ilya knows best, and Shane Hollander will sign that fucking check every single time. 
Now, that’s power. On the flipside: Ilya will come, ready for a session every time Shane Hollander beckons. That’s power too.
Ilya looks Hollander up and down carefully now, as he shuffles into the leaving room. His hair is a mess, which is cute, but he looks much more guarded than before. Back to his regular, up-tight self.
“How are you feeling?” 
“Fine.”
Ilya raises his eyebrows expectantly.
Hollander scoffs, but corrects himself.
“Good. Much better. Thank you. I’d like to go now, if that’s okay?”
He looks ready to go: to leave the apartment, gather his personal belongings from the guest lockers and drive back to Montreal. 
He looks ready to go. Right now. Just like this.
He feels ready to leave like this.
Ilya gets flooded by compassion and possessiveness as he’s being offered another, accidental glimpse into how fucking badly Hollander needs and wants to embrace his true nature.
“So can I go?” Hollander presses, concerned and annoyed by Ilya’s silence.
“Hollander,” Ilya says gently, pushing himself up. The word is filled with emotion this time, because Ilya just can’t with this man. “Solnyshko, you are still wearing my collar.”
Hollander’s eyes widen. He touches his shirt and his fingers find the chain hidden underneath the material. 
Hollander forgot about it. He forgot that it doesn’t belong there permanently, that it’s not a part of him, that it’s something that can be taken off. He was biting and hissing, and fighting Ilya every step of the way, but the collar felt so comfortable, he fucking forgot about it.
Fucking hell. Ilya needs a break from this man, or he’ll do something stupid.
“Oh,” is all Hollander says at first.
For a moment Ilya is afraid this will send this sweet motherfucker into a drop. Hollander clears his throat and grimaces, looking away, but he’s not shaking and he’s not tensing up more than usual.
“Right. That. Can you– ?”
Honestly? Ilya is tempted to say no and send Shane Hollander back to Montreal in a collar. But that wouldn’t be a smart thing to do, seeing as this man is a closeted sub who showers with doms every other day. 
So. 
“Come here.”
And so the collar is off, and then Shane Hollander is gone.
Ilya smokes three cigarettes in a row once he gets to the balcony in his office, and he buys a nice bottle of vodka on his way home. 
* * *
The notification comes early in the morning the next day. Shane Hollander has updated his consent form. 
Ilya clicks on it way too fast.
Oral sex (giving) and handjobs (giving, receiving) light up green.
This is not how this is supposed to work, but Ilya isn’t exactly annoyed. He keeps staring at the screen, mind slowly going blank. He feels like a dog who’s just been offered a treat for good behaviour.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    WE ARE GETTING SOMEWHERE
This one is so fun to write! Thank you to everybody who's on this ride with me. ❤️


  


      

  












      Chapter 9: lovely lunatics
  


    Chapter Summary

    Hollander looks pissed. Surprise, surprise.



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Ilya finds Kip on the floor where the B.E.A.R.S’ company gym is.
“Grady,” he calls, voice steady.
Kip stops in the middle of the corridor and turns around.
“What's up?”
His expression is pretty neutral. So is Ilya’s. They don’t really… feel any particular way about each other. They aren’t friends, just colleagues. They don’t bicker like Ilya and Pike or banter like Ilya and Svetlana, or joke like Ilya and Boodram, or turn everything into competition like Ilya and Rose. They just… are. Which, in this particular case, is exactly what Ilya needs.
“You have an hour for me this week?”
Kip raises his eyebrows.
“You're paying?”
Ilya nods.
“Da.”
Kip smiles, curious.
“Interesting...”
“Don't annoy me,” Ilya warns. “I'm asking nicely.”
It’s a horrible idea to fuck your coworkers privately, but it is actually quite common for professional doms and subs to use each other’s services. Constantly being an outlet for the needs and desires of strangers takes a toll even on the most balanced individuals and trying to fix that privately isn’t always a good idea.
It’s kind of like… a therapist going to therapy. A normal, good, desirable occurrence. 
Ilya should probably use proper services more often, instead of sticking to his personal roster for hook-ups. His first instinct was to do just that, of course, but that freckled stranger was a disaster. 
He’s out of balance – dom instincts scratching at his veins, restraint frying on the edges, heaviness setting deep into the bones from the insufficient aftercare. He recognizes that. It’s dangerous to go like this into any session, but he definitely cannot go like this into another session with Shane Hollander. Working with that cute motherfucker is like defusing a bomb. Ilya cannot be losing focus during their next appointment in ten days.
“What are you looking for?” Kip asks, cocking his head to the side. “I've moved a few boundaries recently.”
“Ropes. Handjob, maybe. Blind obedience.”
The last one catches Kip’s attention.
“Rumor has it you have a new regular. Does this mean he's difficult?” 
He’s not mocking Ilya. He’s genuinely asking. Ilya knows Grady likes to gossip, but his suspicion is correct and that’s not luck. A professional sub has to be skilled at reading doms, after all.
It’s the professional bias they all share here – an instinct to catch the smallest details, put the pieces together, analyze. Kip’s gaze is friendly, not piercing like Ilya’s, but in their heads they are often doing exactly the same thing.
But Ilya does not gossip. And he is not in the mood for small talk.
“You can take me or not?”
“Ropes sound nice. Handjobs are currently my sexual limit, so we'd have to stop there,” Kip warns politely.
“Fine with me. I don't want more.” 
Actually, Ilya is not sure what he wants, other than the one thing he can’t have, which is maybe the whole issue. But Grady doesn’t need to know that part.
“Okay. Then I've got you,” Kip sounds gentle. Caring as always, to everybody. “I'll share my calendar, you can take whatever opening works for you.”
Ilya nods a bit stiffly.
“Thank you.”
“Sure thing.”
* * *
Playing with somebody privately is just fun and pleasure, or frustration, if you’re not a good match. 
Working as a dom is satisfying, but also tiring – Ilya goes into a role for a client and that keeps him somewhat removed from his own self. Which is difficult but also helpful and preferable, and something he’s failing to achieve with Shane fucking Hollander, who fucking bites him when he feels like it.
Paying for a session brings a very specific type of relief, especially because Ilya is working in this exact field. Standing on the other side of the barricade, he can turn off the usual worries: 
Where is the tablet and is it on mute? What hour is it, how much time is left? Is the correct food ready? Is there enough water in the fridge? What was the special request for today? What have they done last week, month? How to make this worth the client’s money? Does he remember every colour of every boundary? Don’t you fucking dare confuse it with the client that came in before this one and the one who’s coming in right after…
When he’s the client, he can prioritize himself. He can take and take, as much as the set boundaries allow, and it’s not the same kind of thrill and pleasure as doing it without money, with somebody you want privately and who wants you back, but it is, in some ways, safer and easier. No high highs, no low lows. Just… steady. 
Boring – a voice in Ilya’s head supplies. 
Ilya ignores it. 
“Safeword?” he demands, looking at Kip.
“Blueberry.”
Ilya nods in acknowledgement.
They are in one of the most basic rooms in the facility: a bedroom with a very big bed and en suite bathroom. Kip is already in nothing but black boxer briefs and there’s a long coil of rope lying on the mattress, neat and ready for use.
“I will do shibari. I might want handjob after, but we do nothing more. I want you to listen and be nice about it. No bratting, no fighting. Use colors  when there is issue. I will have vodka later, but only little. Is all okay?”
Kip is absolutely relaxed and he looks right at Ilya with a small smile. 
“Yup. Got it.”
“Anything before we begin?”
“Nope.”
“Okay.”
And just like that, Kip is his to use. Easy.
Boring – the voice whispers in the back of Ilya’s head again. Whatever.
The rope is black. Not too thin, not too thick, not too soft, not too stiff. The art of shibari is slow and repetitive. Meditative in a way that's soothing for Ilya right now. Knot after knot, Kip's body becomes a visualization of Ilya's absolute control.
Ilya grew up with a violent father and brother, so real pain doesn't do it for him. He likes control, likes to hold, pin down, push, restrain, edge, overstimulate and hear them beg sweetly, but he does not want to hit or shout. He can do it for the client, in a safe environment, but he'd never go for it privately for his own pleasure.
In his private life, Ilya is quite a simple dom, actually. Not much into all the props or theatrics. He's possessive and demanding, and mean when provoked, but his art lies in subtleties. His domination is a skillful dance between offering and depriving. His weapon of choice is intelligent insight. He can achieve with just bare hands, firm voice and dark gaze more than some doms can with an entire room of equipment.
But he's been itching for things he can't have, so he's going to use the things he doesn't need. The rope feels good in his hands today. 
“Colour?”
Droplets of sweat are running down Kip’s back, one after another, into the valley that’s created by the shoulderblades when his arms are trapped behind his back and tied to the beautiful rope harness which Ilya keeps expanding, placing every knot strategically.
Kip is breathing deep. Ilya made him kneel on the mattress, but despite the soft surface, the position must be uncomfortable by now and he hasn't gotten to the thighs yet. 
But, just like in many other aspects of life, there's good discomfort and bad discomfort.
“Green.”
Ilya hums approvingly.
Being with a professional sub brings a comfort hard to replicate. Ilya doesn’t have to overthink everything, monitor the tiniest details and stay absolutely focused. Kip is a professional who knows his limits. Meanwhile, regular subs – Ilya’s clients included – can sometimes accidentally push past their own boundaries and it’s Ilya’s responsibility to notice when that happens.
He continues the work. His time is, sadly, limited. Playing with the rope like this for too long means a risk of nerve or circulation issues. Ilya knows what he's doing – he's good at it – but the safety shears are lying on the nightstand, just in case. 
When he’s done, he takes a step back and admires his masterpiece. Kip is all flushed and sweaty, and trembling slightly, his body exhausted from being kept in one position for so long. Pretty.
“Colour?”
“Uh, God.” Kip clearly uses the question as an excuse to speak. “Green,” he manages, slightly breathless. 
Ilya rounds the bed slowly, all casual and relaxed. He reaches out from the other side and threads his fingers through Grady’s sweaty hair.
“I want ten more minutes of you like this. You can take that for me?” He doesn’t exactly sound gentle.
“Yeah,” Kip says on an exhale, his muscles visibly tensing up, then relaxing, then tensing up again in the position artfully restrained by the black rope.
“Try again,” Ilya says, his voice sharper.
“Yes,” Kip corrects.
“Again.”
“Uh. Yes, please.”
“Again.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Good.” His voice sounds cold.
Ilya used to hate that word. He's gotten over it at some point, because too many clients wanted it, and though it’s still definitely not his favourite, he sometimes wants to lean into that cold, prickly feeling it leaves all over him. It makes him… distant, removed, but that can be good. Like gaining perspective.
A boundary that’s still neon red on his profile on The B.E.A.R.S. website is the word “daddy”. He will not take a client who wants to call him that. Never, ever. Turns out the death of ones father doesn’t resolve all the issues.
Ilya walks to the small cooler in the corner of the room and makes himself a drink. A few ice cubes land in the rocks glass and then one portion of chilled vodka gets poured onto that. This is a scene room, so there is a comfortable chair already placed right in front of the bed. He sinks down into it, leans back, spreads his legs confidently and swirls the liquid in the  glass lazily, making the icecubes clink. 
That’s not how you drink vodka. People from Poland, Ukraine and Russia would grimace at the sight. He’s aware. He likes it this way. Maybe not purely for the flavour, but… out of spite.
He takes a lazy sip. Relaxes. Watches.
Kip has dark hair and dark eyes. Ilya wasn’t thinking about that when he asked for the session. Now it’s hard to ignore. Dark hair, dark eyes. No freckles.
“Head down,” he orders.
Kip’s head drops. Now it’s just black hair. Better.
Kip is smaller than Hollander, but still very muscular. Beautiful, strong body yielding right in front of Ilya, on his mercy. Struggling, pushing through discomfort just to please him. A show of trust. A sign of worship. Not a single curse or a defiant growl.
Nobody telling him to fuck off.
Ilya takes another sip, big this time. The liquid burns all the way down his throat. 
It’s peaceful like this. He can feel his body relax. His thoughts slowly order themselves. A reset. A restart. Everything here is designed by him. He knows exactly what’s going to happen, because it’s his decision and his choice. 
Good. 
Nice. 
Boring – the stupid voice echoes again, but it’s faint now. Distant.
Ilya sips his vodka while observing  Kip struggle to stay still for him, bound, sweating and breathing hard. It gets Ilya barely half-hard, so he decides not to take it anywhere and to just enjoy the domination for domination’s sake. It’s a different kind of satisfaction – to be able to just… do nothing. He likes the arrogance that comes with it: to get someone to submit completely simply to watch them and take nothing else.
Grady keeps his head down. Ilya looks at him through the half-closed eyelids, making his vision blur. Dark hair. Tight muscles. On his knees, panting. No face. It could be anyone. 
He finishes his drink, limbs heavy with satisfaction. Kip is trained to go into the submissive mindset without losing clarity. He makes softs gasps here and there, on his own adventure, but other than that, there’s silence. 
It’s pleasant. Ilya owns it all, even the lack of sound in the room. 
The glass clinks as Ilya sets it on the floor. The ropes shouldn’t dig into the flesh for much longer. There’s a pleasant clarity in Ilya’s head as he gets up to release Kip from the knots.
It’s aftercare that Ilya is really after.
He sprawls on the bed on his back, like a starfish, both exhausted and lighter somehow. Kip brings him water and a clean, wet towel just in case and then sits on the mattress next to Ilya and begins to scratch his head gently with a friendly smile.
Svetlana used to do that sometimes after she and Ilya fucked. They are both doms, so it was never anything more than regular sex, but it was nice. They stopped sleeping together for no particular reason. Just… grew out of it, Ilya supposes. He doesn’t miss it much. She’s still his best friend and that was always the most important.
Ilya’s eyes fall shut and he makes a quiet hum of approval, not wanting the moment to end just yet. 
Fuck, he needed that. The meditative domination, the control, and now this. It was a good idea. He’s full of amazing ideas. 
“It's been a very long time since you bought a session with me,” Kip points out.
“Mhm.”
“You want to talk about it?”
“Nothing to talk about,” Ilya dismisses. “Difficult client.”
“I knew it.”
“Shut up,” Ilya says almost on instinct. He sighs. There’s a hesitant pause. ”Was it okay for you?”
“Yes. Very good. I always feel safe with you. I think anybody would. You're great at this.”
Ilya huffs.
“You are hitting on me now? Careful. I know I am very hot, but you are dating somebody, I think? I remember Luca whining he also wants partner to send him flowers to work. He was very jealous.”
Kip laughs, light and friendly. His fingers are still in Ilya’s hair.
“You know I'm not hitting on you, Ilya. Just giving honest feedback. Was this maybe something you needed to hear?”
“Maybe.”
Kip nods.
“You’re welcome.”
After that, Ilya's mind begins to drift and he allows it.
* * *
Ilya begins to follow hockey. For professional reasons, of course. The more he knows about Hollander, the easier he’ll be to predict, and the safer their session become.
He should probably tell Svetlana to add all the Montreal Voyagers’ games to his work hours. It’s only fair. Ilya is definitely working right now, as he watches a sweaty Shane Hollander answer the post game questions on the TV. 
Ilya is working and his job is very hard.
“Shane, over here. This is already a rollercoaster of a season for the Voyagers. I think we can all agree you’ve been inconsistent for a while now and it’s affecting the entire team more and more. We see a brilliant game, then a complete humiliation, then good hockey again. Your contract is up this year and there is a rumour going around that this might be your last year as the captain...”
The face of the on-screen Hollander is blank.
“What was the question again?” He sounds very polite, so it’s easy to miss the delicious arrogance of it.
The corners of Ilya’s lips twitch upward.
“Do you think you are able to lead your team to qualify for the Playoffs this year?”
“It’s still very early in the season. The whole team is very committed and staying focused.”
This time Ilya actually grins at the TV. Motherfucker absolutely did not answer the question, but he sounds firm and is already turning to another reporter, and nobody calls him out on it. Maybe that’s why he’s so fucking spoiled. Then again, you ask bullshit questions, you get bullshit answers, Ilya supposes. 
“Shane, if I may!” Another reporter jumps in. “Confirmed sources say you’ve been recently admitted at the dynamic facility as an emergency. Is there any connection to this and your inconsistent performance on the ice?”
Ilya’s smile is gone, replaced by the cold anger. Most reporters are assholes, but this kind of question is crossing every boundary possible.
The hungry crowd around Shane gets noticeably more quiet as he slowly furrows his eyebrows, searching for the person asking.
“Sorry, what media are you with?”
He makes it sound so innocent. Like he’s just, you know, curious.
The reporter has no other option than to answer, but he’s much less eager now. Maybe he knows the same thing Hollander knows: that for every fan who enjoyed that insulting question, there is one that found it disgusting. And now they know who to hunt down and cancel for it.
Shane looks at the camera right after, even though he normally never does that. His face is normal, but there is something dark in his eyes. Once again Ilya can see why many people mistake him for a dom. He’s moving through this circus with the confidence of somebody in control.
“Thank you for your questions,” Hollander says next, once again offering no real answer. “This was a tough game but we remained calm and came out on top. There is always room for improvement and our team I'll continue to work hard to deliver good results.”
He leaves, ignoring reporters calling after him.
Ilya has never seen somebody so… politely arrogant. He can’t enjoy it fully though, not with the reporter’s words still echoing in his head.
He grabs his phone.
Ilya: Hollander leak.
is it us
?

He doesn’t offer more context. Svetlana is a hockey fan and he knows she’s watching too.
Svetlana: I’m figuring it out. Give me a moment.

Ilya has been doing quite a lot of waiting recently. It’s becoming annoying.
The next message comes about fifteen minutes later.
Svetlana: No.
Dallas Kent.

Thank fuck. And also: of fucking corse.
Ilya hits the call button.
“How big is the leak? Somebody got his dynamic status?”
“Well, hello to you too, my dear friend and employee. I’m having a wonderful evening, thank you so much for asking.”
“Da, da. All that. Now tell me.”
“No private data was leaked. Somebody from the maintenance team saw him being admitted that day, but they don’t have access to the system, so they don’t know anything else.”
The scary thing about Svetlana is that she’s got contacts everywhere. Getting this information took her minutes.
Ilya lets his body relax back into the couch.
“Inform Hollander that B.E.A.R.S. did not do this, maybe. Yes?”
She huffs, amused.
“How? Should I send an official email regarding the gossip about him I’ve seen online? I can inform him, if he or his manager reaches out and asks about it.”
Ilya groans.
“Sveta. I am finally getting somewhere with him! If he thinks there is chance our facility leaks client identity, he will cancel session we have in three days. Or he will come in just to bite my head off.”
“Ilyusha, are you telling me you can't handle your client?”
“Blyat, you sound like Rose,” he grumbles. “No. I am telling you my client is a wild animal.”
She laughs at that.
“Hot,” is all she says. 
“I know!” Ilya’s tone gets almost whiny, but in a very manly, dom-like way. Obviously. “So let me keep him!”
“What happened to not wanting to take him in the first place?” she demands, clearly enjoying this.
“Who cares. I took him. Am now suffering while looking at pretty freckles,” he states in a tone that sounds suspiciously pleased. “Tell him is not us! He will stress if we don’t and you know I can’t reach out to clients like that.”
There’s a pause on the other side of the line.
“Ilyushka, you sound whipped."
“Okay. Nice talk. Tell him. Bye bye now.”
He hangs up, groans and sinks lower into the couch. 
Then he remembers something.
Ilya: Hollander is now our client
can we force Dallas Kent to send full report from emergency? 
Svetlana: Yes.
Do it through our medical and they will be obligated to share.

Ah, great. Ilya will have to talk to Hayden. Oh, the things he does for his clients.
* * *
Hollander calls Svetlan’s work phone about half an hour later. He’s very polite and apologises for the late hour, but also sounds painfully tense.
She happily informs him that B.E.A.R.S. is not responsible for the leak.  
His suspicion lingers, so she takes pity and shares everything else she managed to find out.
There’s an audible sigh of relief on the other side, cut short in a way that suggests it was a lapse in control. When Hollander says “thank you”, there’s something small about it. The note of sweetness in his tone is faint, barely there, but she catches it.
Once the call is done, she wonders briefly if she should tell Ilya that his sub misses him.
* * *
Ilya decides to make Hollander wait and he walks into 1410 ten minutes after the session was supposed to start.
Hollander looks pissed. Surprise, surprise. 
He’s standing in the middle of the living room and something about his pose makes Ilya suspect he doesn’t know what to do with his own body. There’s clearly some kind of relentless energy eating him from the inside. Hollander is not still. He’s fidgeting and tense, and his eyes are dark, his hair a bit out of place, like maybe he was rubbing his face not so long ago. 
His fingers clench into fists when Ilya walks in, then they relax, clench again and relax again.
Oh, this is going to be fun, huh?
“Hello, Hollander.”
“You’re late.”
“Da. Very nice of you to wait.”
Predictably, Shane Hollander glares, but the heat behind that stare is less intense than Ilya would expect. He seems almost distracted. That odd energy that radiates off of him needs releasing, consuming Shane’s attention. 
“I don’t want to talk about anything,” Hollander declares in a sharp tone, speaking faster than usual. “You have my form, we agreed on things last time, the papers are signed. There’s nothing else you need to know. I don’t want to discuss anything,” he uses the word with clear displeasure. “I don’t feel like anything, I don’t want anything, I am not telling you useless shit. My safeword is Loons. Green means okay, yellow means slow down, red means stop. There you go, done! Don’t do any annoying introductions or tricks, or whatever. I said everything already.”
Ilya swallows a sigh and just watches him carefully from a safe distance. He now has the word for Hollander’s new energy: impatience. 
Isn’t that sweet?
The sub’s arrogance is vibrating in the air, but Ilya decides to overlook it (again) and focus on the fact that Hollander is, in his own, hissing-kitten way, communicating his needs and wants. That is progress. 
“Okay.” Ilya says calmly, immune to the provocation. “Then get on your knees,” he challenges. 
Shane's gaze snaps away from him. An angry frown twists his pretty face and he – probably subconsciously – brings a hand up to rub his own neck nervously. 
Ilya smirks. 
Looks like somebody can’t wait to get collared.
Those small, unintentional reactions are so much different from the way Hollander was at the very beginning: keeping his body painfully stiff, almost frozen. He surely doesn’t notice it, but Ilya does. Hollander is moving his body much more freely around him now. It’s a very good sign. 
It makes Ilya a little bit merciful. He doesn’t push on the order. He sighs again instead, showing a tired kind of disappointment instead of anger at the disobedience.
“Fine. Bedroom.” He points at the door.
Shane scoffs as he moves in the direction chosen for him.
“Wow,” he mutters loud enough for Ilya to hear, on purpose. “You are easy.”
The comment lands like a punch Ilya never saw coming and unexpectedly deep, dark emotion rips through him like a breached dam. His back straightens, eyes narrow and his voice drops into something so threatening, he barely sounds like himself.
“What did you say to me…?”
Hollander flinches, shocked at the sudden change, but regains composure right after and glances over his shoulder, daring to make eye contact.
“You heard me.”
Ilya knows this game. He knows Hollander is provoking him any way he can, expecting the dom to act all angry and mean. Except that the true show of superiority is self-control. So for the most part, Ilya remains unaffected. Almost. He has to carefully calculate how much annoyance or anger to reveal, so that Hollander’s hunger for a reaction gets satiated while Ilya’s real authority doesn't suffer.
And Ilya will be back to doing that careful calculations – controlling the room by keeping both himself and the sub in check – in a moment. But first… Well, first he has to fucking put this motherfucker in his place.
For the first time in maybe ever, Ilya takes his own leash off and he just lunges at Hollander.
Shane makes a sound that’s almost a yelp as he jumps away at the last second. Then he scrambles, survival instinct kicking in and he runs toward the bedroom. 
Ilya goes after him. The hallway is too short for it to be a race. They stumble into the room together, grabbing at each other blindly, pushing and pulling in a fury of angry, frustrated movements. 
There’s something almost boyish about it for a moment, when desperation joins in. But then, with a low grunt Ilya finally gets a good grip on Shane’s neck and the atmosphere shifts into something else again. Something heavier.
Shane doesn’t bite this time. He scratches. Ilya can feel he’ll have marks on his arms after this, but he doesn’t care, he doesn’t care, he’s going to lose his fucking mind.
He hauls Hollander to the dresser with an angry grunt and manages to get him in a one-armed lock for long enough to open the top drawer, while Hollander thrashes against his body.
The collar is waiting there, prepared by Ilya, just like before. 
Ilya reaches for it and barely avoids getting punched in the face as Shane escapes his grip briefly.
It takes a while to manhandle a two hundred pound hockey player to pin him against the wall face first, with the arms trapped behind his back, but Ilya gets there. They are both panting and hard, and with some degree of insanity shining in their eyes, surely, but a win is a win. 
Shane doesn’t stay still, of course. He growls like a feral animal, trying to push Ilya off of himself, so it’s impossible to hold him down with just the weight of Ilya’s body. He needs to keep at least one hand firmly wrapped around Shane’s crossed wrist, so he ends up using his teeth to hold one end of the chain in place and close the collar around Hollander’s neck.
Oh, Ilya is not getting paid enough for this shit. And yet, the second his mouth is free again, it forms a shit-eating grin, not a grimace. 
Once the collar is on, Ilya tugs on it immediately, backing up in the direction of the bed. He has a deja vu and that distracts him enough for Shane to break somewhat free: he manages to turn around. 
Once their eyes lock, Hollander bares his teeth like an animal, but he’s grinning too – Ilya notices, shocked – and suddenly they are both grinning at each other like mad men, and that boyish energy sneaks upon Ilya again. The message is clear: if you want to collar Shane Hollander, you have to work for it.
They are still grabbing at each other, but someone is always pulling while the other is pushing, so the distance never changes between them. Ilya eventually manages to grab the collar again, almost touching the edge of the bed now with the back of his legs.
“Get down,” he orders. “On your fucking knees for me, you lovely lunatic.”
“Fuck you.”
Ilya almost kisses him.
That would be a problem.
He grabs Hollander by the shoulders instead, gripping tight.
“Down, Hollander!” he growls and finally manages to force that man to his knees. Immediately it becomes a struggle, though, to keep him there. “Fuck! Stay. Stay.”
They thrash for a moment longer, but the feral energy is dying down. Ilya is still standing, the bed right behind him, and Shane is kneeling on the ground in front of him, breathing heavily. There’s still fire in those dark eyes, but he slowly, slowly becomes still.
“Fuck.” Ilya manages, out of breath as well. He eases his grip, then flexes the strained muscles. “You good now?!” He stares Hollander down. “Got it out of your system, hm? Da? Done with bullshit, or do we go again?”
Hollander’s jaw tenses up. He tilts his head back to look up and glare. 
He’s the most beautiful thing Ilya has ever seen. 
“Colour.” 
“Go fuck yourself.”
“Hey!” Ilya's word cuts through the air, sharp and loud, and sobering. “I ask for colour, you give it. You can’t do that? I cancel your session. Am I clear?” he demands. “That is safety. We do not fuck around with safety. Now give me fucking colour.”
“Green, but I hate you. Is there a colour for that?” Shane raises his eyebrows. “Lime? Olive?"
Lord. Have. Mercy. Ilya had a bad boy era when he was younger, but he didn’t do anything bad enough to deserve THIS.
“Food is not colour,” he snaps.
“It is, actually,” Hollander corrects. His breathing is almost back to normal and he sounds dangerously calm. “Your English is just bad.”
The foot of the bed is right behind Ilya. He sits down on the mattress, his eves never leaving the kneeling Hollander. He observes him for a moment, noticing bitterly that there’s a shadow of satisfaction on Shane’s face and his mouth twitches, as if threatening to twist into a triumphant smile. 
Hollander could get up. He doesn’t. Ilya is pretty sure the brat got exactly what he wanted. 
“You like making this hard,” Ilya grumbles, still trying to collect himself.
Shane’s gaze drops to Ilya's crotch at those words.
Ilya might actually die here.
He takes one more breath. Rolls his neck. Recalibrates. His eyes never leave Shane’s face.
Freckles everywhere. 
“Say what colour is for stopping.”
Hollander seems to realise he’s staring at the obvious outline of Ilya’s hard cock and his gaze snaps up. He grimaces – not at the question, but at his own desires, probably – fighting the heat on his cheeks.
“What, you forgot?”
Ilya sigh is theatrical this time. He shifts slightly, spreading his legs more.
“Hollander? I will feed you cock today. I can be nice or mean about it. Think about that before you speak to me.”
Ilya is already painfully hard and so was Hollander when they were fighting. There’s a consent form on Ilya’s tablet with a few conveniently green options. It would be a shame to waste it now.
Shane freezes for a second, while his pupils widen, until they seem to consume the whole irises. It’s not shock, it’s something akin to it, but born out of hunger. 
Good.
Ilya reaches down to brush his thumb against the freckles. Shane doesn’t flinch. He barely breathes. Ilya’s thumb, predictably, slides down and pushes into Hollander’s mouth. 
There’s no resistance. It just slips in, greeted by the wet heat that makes Ilya’s cock twitch in his trousers.
“Colour for stopping is red,” he informs casually, “but when your mouth is full, you tap me three times on leg. Da? Now do it, so I know you understand.”
Hollander doesn't do it. He gazes up at Ilya, suddenly so obviously starved, and his eyes aren’t as lucid as they’ve been a moment ago. He seems stuck and not entirely here. He doesn’t even move his tongue. It barely twitches when Ilya presses down on it.
On Ilya’s gravestone please write: died doing what he loves. 
“Bozhe moy, koitk,” he murmurs to himself. “Are you gonna go under before I even begin? Show me signal, please.”
Ilya applies more pressure onto Shane’s tongue to jolt him back to reality somehow.
Hollander blinks once, twice, then listens and taps Ilya’s calf awkwardly.
“Good.” 
Ilya takes his thumb out and moves the hand right onto his own erection shamelessly, palming it through the material lazily. Shane’s saliva on his thumb leaves a dark spot on the light-gray sweatpants. 
Hollander’s eyes follow the movement.
“I will teach you, da?” Ilya coaxes, back to being all gentle and patient, but there’s a threat simmering underneath that promise. “We go slow.”
Hollander blinks again and looks back up. 
“You think I don't know how to suck a dick?”
It seems to be a crime, by Shane Hollander's standards, to say or do something that Ilya actually expects. 
Ilya’s eyebrows twitch in annoyance, but he reels it in and just shrugs, back to acting all calm and confident.
“Maybe you can,” he allows. “But not my dick. Not the way I like it. And as long as you have that collar, we’re doing things my way.”
“You say so much bullshit,” Hollander calls him out, unimpressed.
It is worth noting that at no point has Shane Hollander actually disagreed with the plan to suck Ilya’s dick. He makes it seem like he did, but he didn’t. And that’s all Ilya needs to know, honestly.
“Okay.” He says calmly. There it is again – that dangerous note covered in basic decency. “You say you know how?” Ilya leans back on the bed and spreads his legs even more. “Prove it.”
Hollander is an athlete. They tend to be competitive.
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    Up next: Ilya’s dick doesn’t get bitten off (a success story).
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And we probably should start raising funds for Ilya’s funeral soon. Every donation counts, guys.
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      Chapter 10: temporary transgressions
  


    Chapter Summary

    Good mouth, bad attitude.
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  Here is how it works. Shane Hollander is too smart to get tricked, but he's also very  ashamed of the things he wants and needs, so it brings him comfort to hide behind the illusion that he got tricked into doing them.
Which is, in Ilya's opinion, why Hollander accepts Ilya's ridiculous challenge and decides, with the determination of an athlete, to suck him off.
It's also good to have him take the lead, seeing as they are still testing various boundaries.
Ilya is pulling mastermind shit every other week in this profession – his rates are high, thank you – but he's still quite proud of this particular one.
Also, it's kind of funny how much mental gymnastics it takes for Shane Hollander to take a dick into his mouth, considering it looks like it was made to do just that.
Or maybe Ilya is simply obsessed. Whatever.
Ilya's cock is fully hard when he lowers the band of his underwear and sweatpants to get it out. Cold air hits the flushed length and it twitches, then twitches again as Ilya registers Hollander's expression.
He looks shocked, almost worried, but underneath it there's an ocean of lust.
Ilya's cock is huge. Hollander is clearly a size queen. There's harmony in the universe.
“Go on,” Ilya coaxes, gently pushing his erect dick towards Shane's mouth. “Show me.”
It earns him a glare, but a weak one, because Hollander is distracted. He licks his lips, surely unaware that he's doing it and then slowly, almost reluctantly reaches out to replace Ilya's hand at the base.
There's an urge in Ilya to slap it away and remain in full control of how much cock – and how fast – slides into the wet heat of Shane's mouth, but he squashes it.
This is dangerous territory. Hollander has responded well to Ilya's show of strength so far, but they are yet to do something… so all-consuming.
Shane doesn't look at him when he closes his lips around the tip. His face is flushed from embarrassment, which makes his commitment to still do it even more endearing.
Ilya leans back on his arms and watches.
There's some awkwardness in the way Hollander handles a cock, but he's clearly not completely inexperienced, which shoots an unexpected spark of jealousy down Ilya's spine. He will not be analysing that. 
Shane manages to get only half of the length in, but his tongue is doing lord's work and the pressure of his fingers on the base is nice too.
It goes like this for a while. A warm-up. Ilya's stamina and restraint is better than most, because he does this sort of thing for a living.
But this is NHL player Shane Hollander.
And he's been a fucking headache.
And he's coming here not because he wants to, but because his mind and body need to stay in top condition to win hockey games.
Ilya can't possibly spend the whole time only watching.
Eventually, he leans forward again, reaches down, brushes the swollen lip of Shane's mouth and then tries to squeeze a finger into the side, along his own length. Ideally, he'd get two in and wedge them between Shane's top and bottom back teeth, to have some kind of fail-safe in case, mid blowjob, Hollander suddenly remembers how much he likes to bite.
Ilya's dick is impressive, though. He barely gets one finger alongside it, and not even all the way in. So that's useless. 
Shane's gaze snaps up just so he can glare.
The eye contact hits Ilya like a truck. The depth and intensity of it is… dizzying. He's suddenly closer to finishing. 
He pulls his finger back and takes off his own t-shirt quickly, then tosses it on the bed somewhere. It’s too hot, suddenly, and maybe he also wants to give Hollander something nice to look at. Then he grabs a fist of Shane’s hair and decides to fucking risk it as he applies pressure, pushing him further onto the length.
“There, kotik,” he murmurs, feeling his own focus slipping. “More. Is good for you,” he promises. “Is what you need.”
Hollander glares harder and then drops his gaze so fast, Ilya suspects a very different, much less furious emotion was about to appear in his eyes.
Time becomes a weird concept after that. Ilya slowly becomes more greedy and Shane slowly yields, and at some point the slide and stretch get almost easy. The tightness of Ilya’s balls and the heat in his lower stomach become difficult to ignore. He grips Shane's head harder, makes small thrusts, breaks the rhythm, closer and closer to the edge, his jaw tight, pupils blown, hunger spilling all over his face as Shane begins to make petty little noises…
And then comes the signal. Three unmistakable taps on Ilya’s calf. Out of fucking nowhere.
Ilya lets go of Shane's hair immediately, his whole body jerking slightly with shock and fear that he’s done something wrong. It feels like getting slapped, because he didn’t see it coming, not even a little bit. How…?
“Hollander…?”
Shane’s teeth sink into Ilya’s thigh through the material of the sweatpants and he shudders violently as an orgasm rips through him. He’s clearly using Ilya's leg to make himself quiet, but a broken grunt comes out anyway and the vibrations of it go right into Ilya’s body.
Oh.
Well, yeah, this is much better than Shane biting down on his cock. As far as red signals go, this one is actually quite nice.
Ilya’s fingers gently slide back into Shane’s hair. His gaze is piercing, but the focus isn’t clinical. It also isn’t entirely professional, probably. He just can’t fucking get enough of this view. 
He probably should stare even harder, actually. He never noticed that Shane slid a hand into his own underwear. That one stings slightly. Ilya has some pride. 
“I did not say you can touch yourself,” he points out firmly.
Shane’s face is still hidden against his leg. He came like this before too. He seems to like that place. And biting. It’s no longer a coincidence or a random choice. Hollander clearly likes it. Or maybe not it, specifically, but anything that leaves a mark behind. A proof that he fought hard before submitting.
“You also didn't say I can’t.” 
In the world of hockey Hollander is known for his smart strategizing. Ilya should have known he'd be similar when on his knees. Shane’s still breathless and hoarse from taking cock, but he sounds like a brat anyway.
“Colour?” Ilya prompts, tugging at the collar gently. He’s still hard. Painfully so.
Hollander doesn’t respond. He just wraps his lips around Ilya's cock again. If this is going to become his trick to get out of talking, Ilya is fucked.
Right now, though, Ilya is kind and patient and he doesn't think it's time to wreck this man, because he might not be ready to get wrecked, even though the sounds he is making around Ilya's dick  don't seem to be angry, for once. Ilya takes control and thrusts in faster, but he doesn't feed Hollander the whole thing, doesn’t try to hit the back of the throat, because it could be too much. He’d hate to hurt. It’s too early for that.
He goes down that particular spiral of thought for a moment and then it suddenly hits him: he's familiar with the fear of hurting a client, but this is the first time he's scared of losing a client. He’s had favourites and regulars he connected with really well, but he’s never missed them when the appointments stopped. That's just how it goes.
But he will miss this, once it’s gone.
He pulls back until the tip of his cock is laying against Shane's tongue, jerks the base a few last times urgently and comes with this revelation in mind, spilling into the mouth that told him to fuck off one too many times.
Hollander looks at him again, too surprised to be angry, his face flushed, his eyes a bit hazy. 
Ilya pulls all the way out, gives him one last scratch – a silent: well done – and falls back onto the mattress, satiated and tired, still floating through the pleasure of the release.
Shane is moving. He climbs up from the floor onto the bed, half-crawls over Ilya.
Ilya’s focus sharpens and he watches, shocked but delighted that maybe Hollander is finally brave enough to take something that he needs…
Shane Hollander spits out Ilya’s cum onto his naked chest. It looks pretty gross – a mixture of white sperm and thick saliva glistening on the toned abs.
Ilya lifts his head to stare at it.
“You can’t be serious,” he says dumbly.
And Shane fucking Hollander responds:
“I have a very strict diet.”
His face is a weird mixture of satisfaction, annoyance and obvious signs of sucking a dick. He looms over Ilya for a second longer, then moves to get off the bed.
Ilya groans loudly, not trying to hide his suffering this time. He throws an arm over his eyes, mourning what could have been a nice, lazy nap together. Instead, now Ilya has to get up and work.
“Is okay,” he decides with a sigh, recalibrating. Hollander is moving in the direction of the bathroom. “We try again next time.”
* * *
Ilya drags himself up, uses a tissue to wipe the mess from his chest and goes to the kitchen to get two bottles of water. He checks the tablet: the time, the emergency chat, the email.
When he’s back in the bedroom, Hollander is already out of the bathroom. His hair is damp near the temples, suggesting he’s washed his face with the water, at the very least. There’s always a fresh pack of boxer briefs laying on the bathroom cabinet – in Hollander’s size, of course – just in case. Ilya suspects he might have changed, but the sweatpants are back on. He’s shirtless, though. Either the shirt felt dirty or was actually dirty. Ilya didn’t get a chance to see how hard Hollander had come after jerking himself off on the floor.
Shame.
Hollander’s sitting on the edge of the bed now, his chest naked, his gaze slightly lost, body language awkward. He’s too fucking determined to deprive himself of everything to lay down and relax without being told to (or forced to).
Ilya swallows the sigh at the view. Then again, he’d love to lay down and he’s not going to either. Maybe, in some ways, they are similar.
Except Ilya can’t relax because of Hollander. Hollander also can’t relax because of Hollander. Not very balanced relationship, that.
Ilya tosses him a bottle of water, then unscrews his own and chugs the whole thing down almost immediately. He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand and only then notices Hollander is staring at him intently.
Ilya smirks.
“See? Swallowing. Not very hard, is it?” 
Hollander glares.
Ilya grins.
“Drink your water, Hollander.”
Shane does. Ilya waits patiently, signaling for him to get more when Shane stops after only a few sips.
Ilya tosses his empty bottle to the floor for now  (which makes Shane grimace) and walks up to the bed to loom over Shane, who’s sitting on the edge of the mattress.
“Hello.”
Hollander frowns.
“Hi…?”
“Put my t-shirt on.”
When something surprising sneaks past Shane’s carefully crafted defences, his nose gives this tiny twitch before his eyes widen. He usually manages to catch himself before the lips part in shock as well, and he schools his features into something neutral or stern after one blink, but the nose thing happens almost always.
Ilya thinks it’s cute as it happens now, moments before a scowl appears.
“Why? What t-shirt? The one you just took off…?” Shane glances behind himself, where Ilya’s t-shirt is still lying, discarded on the bed. “No.”
Ilya chuckles. It’s not a happy sound. It’s a you-fucking-better sound.
“Hollander? T-shirt. Now.”
Shane mutters something rude and grimaces, because it’s such a horrible chore for him to get what he needs, eh? But he listens this time. He reaches for the item of clothing without getting up, puts it on and looks up at Ilya expectantly, his cheeks slightly flushed again. His movements are still a bit awkward. Under that initial resistance there’s hesitation and maybe a little bit of shame already creeping in.
Repressed, remember?
Ilya lets himself look. Hollander in his t-shirt, gazing up. Waiting. 
Pretty.
He leans into these thoughts,  slowly feeling the arousal flowing back to his groin. He’s only twenty six, has some professional tricks up his sleeve and Shane Hollander really, really does it for him, so his refractory period is great. 
Lucky kitty. 
Ilya reaches down to brush the freckles.
“We try again, hm?”
“What…?”
Their eye contact is intense. Something shifts in the atmosphere. Their breaths seem louder.
Ilya just pushes his thumb into the already once used mouth for a brief moment.
“Good mouth, bad attitude,” he observes. “We fix it, da? Come on.”
A few firm tugs by the collar and Hollander gets dragged off the bed and onto his knees again. He’s surprised, then frowning, but his body kind of moves easily and that makes Ilya’s dick get on board with the plan.
And Hollander maybe doesn’t get on board, exactly, but he’s now beginning to understand what’s about to happen.
“You can’t be serious…” he breathes, looking up, eyes wide, mouth twisted into a half-grimace.
Ilya laughs at that, because it’s exactly the same thing he said when somebody spit on him.
Lord, it cannot get out to the community of professional doms and that he’s getting bitten and spit on. Fuckig hell. It’s ridiculous. 
He starts palming himself through the trousers, keeping one finger hooked under Hollander’s collar just in case.
Shane’s eyes go almost black as he registers this is not an empty threat. 
“Rozanov…” 
The word falls out of his mouth on its own. He sounds breathless, but it’s hard to tell whether that’s from worry or want.
“Colour?”
Oh, Hollander really doesn’t like the check-ins.
“Lime.”
“Hollander.”
“Olive.”
“Hollander.”
Shane stays silent and he stays difficult, and he’s overdue a lesson in good manners. Ilya grabs his jaw and applies pressure, forcing the lips to part. Shane’s eyes lose focus and there’s something like electric current running through their connected bodies.
“Give me one more, kotik,” Ilya murmurs, switching to his low, coaxing tone. “You did very well with first one.”
Ilya’s dick is half-hard and still a little bit sensitive when he pushes it into Shane’s mouth again, but it’s fattening up quickly when Hollander’s tongue begins to work obediently, as if he wasn’t resisting only moments ago. Again, he doesn’t want to look at Ilya at first, but that’s okay. They’ll get there.
Ilya is standing this time, he has all the control, but he’s patient with Hollander. He eases them into it, grips a bit harder and pushes a bit further every time, keeping the rhythm slow.
Shane chokes eventually, when Ilya’s dick hits the back of his throat and Ilya pulls out half-way immediately, letting him recover, though he doesn’t pull all the way off. Shane grunts, angry, and Ilya just tightens his fist in his hair and keeps him there.
He tries again, slower. Not so deep. Then exactly as deep. Hollander chokes again, his eyes get wet this time. He looks up, angry and lost, and pleading.
“Is okay,” Ilya murmurs, already filling his mouth again. “Just let me.”
It takes a while. Choked off grunts ease into tired whines, the room gets filled with the sound of a wet mouth and Ilya’s quiet, satisfied hums. He pulls all the way a few times, and let's saliva drags onto Shane’s chin, just because he wants to see him messy for once.
Ilya’s dick gets rock hard and Shane’s eyes get glassy. A few stray tears join the freckles, lips become swollen, hair is a complete mess and Shane's making much more pretty noises now. 
Ilya loves watching subs inching into the subspace. Hollander does that, at first – sinks slowly, reluctantly, fighting himself to get back up then sinking slightly lower again– but near the end, it’s not gradual anymore.
Ilya can feel it: the last of the rigid tightness leaving Shane’s body all at once. His gaze focuses on Ilya, there’s an odd pause and then his throat opens, and his body yields, falling forward, following Ilya’s grip on his head with ease. 
Ilya pushes all the way in, grunting from how fucking good and tight, and unexpected it is. Shane’s body wants to moan around him, but he’s too deep. There’s just an odd, broken sound and then Shane is gone, gone, gone all nice and open for Ilya, ready to take whatever is offered.
So Ilya fucks his mouth, still slow, because that’s how he likes it, but not gentle anymore. His head is spinning with the sight of Hollander going under. He’s… broken wide open. Tough shell crumbling from the cracks. 
It’s beautiful and precious, and it’s not enough, because Ilya still hasn’t kissed him and hasn’t fucked him, and hasn’t hear him beg… But it is a start. A very beautiful start.
“Fuck, Hollander,” he whispers to himself, looking down with sharp focus to memorise it all.
Hollander still looks… like himself, is the thing. He’s all lovely, but the muscles are there, and his gaze is half-lucid, but the spark warning about his attitude remains, and he’s the fucking NHL captain, and Ilya got him to his knees, like this.
And this belongs to Ilya. It's Ilya’s only. He’ll never fucking share it with anybody. Fuck.
FUCK.
He spills into Shane’s mouth for the second time and his legs shake so bad, for a moment he's worried about keeping his balance. He regains composure quickly, though, because he didn’t forget the mission.
“All the way down,” he coaxes, grabbing Shane's jaw to keep his mouth closed. “Is good for you. No spitting, da? Is very good for you,” he lies, kind of, because sperm isn’t good for anybody. 
Then again, submitting is, for many people, especially the stubborn brats, so maybe it’s not all a lie.
Shane blinks, his eyes trained on Ilya. The subspace was very shallow, which is to be expected from the guy who gets lucid drops and is allergic to pleasure. He’s clearly registering what’s happening. It’s just all covered in molasses, probably: thoughts sinking down, thick and too sweet, while his body tries to float. 
They are staring at each other, pupils blown, breaths heavy. The tension is here again. 
Ilya drags his thumb against the swollen, wet lip harder. A quiet request. A gentle order. He doesn’t push in, he just likes how messy it looks, enjoys how soft and malleable it is.
Hollander blinks again. 
Then he swallows.
He looks wrecked this time. Ilya wasn’t checking the watch, but he definitely kept Shane on a cock for a long while. Blessed be Ilya’s stamina and all that.
He pries Hollander's mouth open to examine it and he's met with no resistance.
His release is already gone. Consumed. There wasn't much at the second round, but it's the thought that counts.
Ilya lets out the breath he didn’t know he was holding. Thank fuck. He did not have the third round in him.
He crouches down and places a kiss in the corner of Shane’s mouth, then on his cheek, then in the corner of his eyes, to remove a slowly forming tear.
“So good for me, Hollander. Thank you,” he murmurs into Shane’s ear, gathering him in his arms.
Hollander doesn’t hiss. He doesn’t bite or scratch or tell him to fuck off. He grumbles something grumpy, but his voice is wrecked and also hesitant, and he’s beginning to shake, rapidly becoming overwhelmed.
Ilya drags them both onto the bed and all but traps Shane underneath his own body. He’s tired too, desire for aftercare nipping at him and that’s probably why he slips up and presses his mouth underneath Shane’s jaw, then to his neck. 
And Shane Hollander lets him. He makes another strangled noise of protest, but it’s very clearly just for show, because his body is melting underneath Ilya and Ilya just needs a fucking moment before his restraint kicks in, because he came twice and his brain is rebooting.
Soon, they both begin to squirm, somehow managing to get into a rivalry even in this state – both wanting to arrange the tired, useless bodies in a slightly different way and expecting the other one to just go with it.
“You’re fucking heavy,” Hollander complains.
He's sounding much more like himself now, but there’s embarrassment hidden underneath it – dangerously close to shame – and he’s still shivering slightly. 
“And you are light feather?” Ilya shoots back sarcastically and pushes Shane onto the side so he can wrap an arm around him.
He drags two pounds of muscles closer, until Shane’s back is pressed into his chest, sighs heavily into Shane’s lovely neck and places another kiss there.
Shane tenses up in his embrace.
“I don’t think we–”
“Is just for short,” Ilya murmurs, moving his arm to wrap it around Hollander again, but this time underneath his t-shirt, to feel his skin. “You went under a bit. Body is still shaking, da? Is important I have you like this. Just to settle. Is okay.”
“I’m fine…”
“Bozhe moy, shut up, Hollander, please.”
There’s a horrible, silent pause in which Shane’s body is still tense and Ilya wants to cry at the thought that he’ll have to stop this and drag himself back into a professional persona to deal with the aftermath of whatever new internalized bigotry Shane Hollander has stumbled upon inside his own head. 
But then Shane slowly relaxes into him with a small exhale.
“Thank fuck,” Ilya grumbles out loud this time, letting the words out into the dark hair and tightens his arm around Hollander even more.
“You will bruise my ribs,” Shane complains, but his voice sounds different now. Sleepy. The words are slurring a little bit.
“You play hockey. You have bruises always.”
“So you’ll just add more…?”
“Oh my god. Is your mouth not tired?” Ilya groans. “Tikho, kotik. Quiet.”
“Rude,” Shane is tired and fucked-out, and pliant in Ilya’s arms, his voice is hoarse, but he somehow still manages to sound a little bit provoking. “I’m just asking–”
“I will pay you to shut up.”
Hollander scoffs, amused and stretches his broad, warm body beautifully, muscles shifting against Ilya. 
Lazy kitty. Purring kitty. 
Ilya wants to take him home. 
“Yeah?” Shane hums, drifting into sleep.
He obviously can't read Ilya’s mind. He’s asking about the payment, not the new accommodation offer.
“Da.”





  
    Chapter End Notes

    I thought there would be more plot in this one but sucking dick took too long, sorry (but it's not my fault, actually)

Welcome to "from saying nothing to not shutting up" Shane Hollander arc

love!


  


      

  












      Chapter 11: empty effort
  


    Chapter Summary

    For some reason, he never expects kindness.



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Ilya reads the thing three times before he – with absolutely no joy – goes to the med room.
He leans on the door frame with his arms crossed.
“You read Kent report?”
Predictably, Pike sends him an annoyed look, then focuses back on his computer screen, while he mutters:
“I’m the one who forwarded it to you.”
“Yes, but did you read it?” Ilya demands, immediately frustrated.
“What do you think?”
“Oh my god, it is like talking to brick wall.”
“I'm busy, Rozanov,” Hayden snaps back. Then he sighs, because his professional dedication doesn't allow him to dismiss Ilya completely. “I read it, yeah  Obviously. Why?”
“You think what they gave us is true? Their medical results and your results from his admission, together with that report… They make sense, da?”
Pike’s entire face changes as annoyance gets replaced with concern.
“It all paints a cohesiveIs picture, yes. Is there a reason I should be suspicious?”
The Dallas Kent Facility recorded the emergency sessions, but Hollander used his right to have the video files deleted after, so the written documentation is all that’s left. 
Ilya grimaces. 
“Hollander is… difficult.” An understatement of the century. “I want to be sure there is no… fresh bad experience.”
Instead of saying back something sarcastic, Hayden's gaze softens, which is much worse. Ilya doesn't need that empathetic shit. Not from Pike. He doesn't have time for it.
“Well,” Pike begins slowly, “are there any indicators there might be some fresh trauma?”
“No. I just want to be sure,”  Ilya repeats.
It's not a lie. Ilya has seen his share of traumatized subs and even a few traumatized doms. He considers Hollander's feral tendencies a character trait, not a traumatic response (and he's a fan). But the shame, repression and hyper independence – those are definitely born out of hurt, yes. Ilya would risk an educated guess that he's dealing not with a fresh wound, but layers and layers of scar tissue accumulated through many years. Better make sure, though.
“They fucked it up at Kent, because that's what they do,” Pike offers. “But I don't see here the kind of fucking up that should cost someone a licence. If you do, I'm gonna need to know. And I'm gonna need to know now, Rozanov.”
It happens very, very rarely, but sometimes Pike is not totally horrible.
Ilya shakes his head.
Emergencies with an unknown sub unfortunately rarely go smooth. The drop, even lucid, makes it impossible to establish clear boundaries and needs, or get explicit consent. 
“No.” Ilya admits. “I also don’t see anything worse than usual with a bad drop.”
If he was truly convinced something very specific and very horrible happened at Dallas Kent Facility, he'd take things with Hollander much, much slower. And he imagined Hollander would be much, much less cooperative. He’s not exactly an angel right now, but fucking his mouth on just the third regular session would definitely be impossible.
“Well, we have to remember trauma is not universal,” Pike points out after a pause. “Something one person considers just unpleasant might be a horrible and damaging experience for another.”
Ilya rolls his eyes.
“I am not dumb.”
“I didn't say you were!”
“Okay.” 
He turns to leave.
“You're welcome, asshole!” Pike calls after him, offended that he didn't get a thank you.
Boo hoo.
Ilya considers Pike’s words on the way to his own office.
The truth is, there could be a million reasons why Hollander is the way he is and acts the way he acts. The only person who can make it clear is Hollander himself, but Ilya might not survive asking. He’d get mauled.
Lord, he adores that lovely death machine. And there's a kitten hiding inside of it…
Maybe that’s their answer. A pretty, pretty boy stuck in the sexist, homophobic and subphobic sport from an early age. Hollander must have internalised at least some of that shit, there's no escaping it. 
To be honest, it's a fucking miracle Shane Hollander willingly gets down on his knees at all.
Just to be safe, Ilya reads the report for the fourth time.
They gave him a soft dom first, following Hollander's obligatory preference form registered at eighteen. The man was older, patient, focused on offering praise, but clearly too weak, because when in the haze of the dtop Shane became hostile, the dom almost got seriously injured. He couldn’t handle all that muscle.
Pathetic.
Ilya can.
Softness didn’t work, so they tried strength, and Hollander got a big, broad dom after that. The guy didn’t play around. He got Shane on his knees, the report says, tied his restless hands behind his back, forced a collar on and gagged him. 
Too much, too fast – Ilya thinks, but he’s aware that Hollander, lost deep in the drop, might have actually wanted it to some degree. Ilya has seen what a show of strength does to that man.
The subject was cooperating.

But it was a dom from the Dallas Kent Facility, and they all are fucking morons, so the dom leaned into the verbal humiliation and when Shane became agitated, the dom slapped him. Twice. Ilya’s jaw tightens painfully every time he reads that part. 
Low to moderate strength applied. No injury.

Shane went nonverbal but feral and the dom retreated, ending the session abruptly. They didn’t try to violently force Hollander to push through it, probably because he’s a high profile client. At Kent, money makes a big difference in how you are treated.
They had to give Hollander a long break, because he wouldn’t calm down and it is extremely dangerous to sedate somebody during a drop. Left alone in a small bedroom, he began to obsessively rub his wrists, which eventually created the bruises. He refused to sleep, refused to eat and refused to speak, even though the drop remained lucid. 
The morons just waited.
The third attempt is what fills Ilya with the most rage and heartbreak, even though it was not the most violent one. Except maybe for the part where they used force to put the handcuffs on Hollander again, to stop him from hurting himself. 
This dom, much like Ilya, decided to give Hollander space and wear him down first. But the idiot chose the deprivation route. Hollander got blindfolded and left alone in the middle of the room, while the dom watched and watched, and watched from the corner, without offering a single word. He was waiting for Hollander to beg instead.
They used deprivation on a touched-starved sub. They kept Hollander like that for hours. It blows Ilya's mind just how badly they read him.
There was no building trust, no offering of partnership, no indication of interest from the dom’s side – nothing. He let Hollander spiral in silence, deprived and starved. The same Hollander who half a day later fell asleep sweetly against Ilya's leg, hungry for any kind of touch, after hiding pained, exhausted glances behind violent glares.
Patience means nothing when you're waiting for the wrong thing.
Surfacing from the drop unsuccessful. Subject handed over to: 
Ottawa. 
The B.E.A.R.S. facility. 
Rozanov, Ilya.

That’s it. There’s nothing about cages and leashes, or a brutal, prolonged, forced domination, which is good, except that Ilya is now left with the most important question still unanswered.
Where’s the pain coming from, Hollander?
Ilya wants to murder everyone at Kent anyway, of course. Obviously. But there's also a dark side of him – a horrible, disgusting side – that's glad they fucked it up at the Dallas Kent Facility.
If they didn't, Hollander would never end up at the B.E.A.R.S. He'd be somewhere out there, still starved and lost, and fighting himself. Alone. Far away from Ilya, who knows exactly what his sub needs and how to give it to him.
That last part echoes in Ilya's head and only then he catches his misstep.
Hollander might be many things, but he's definitely not Ilya's. Not once the session is over.
Fuck.
Fuck, it's coming out now: Ilya's gross, toxic possessiveness. His father's genes, no doubt. A thick, dark craving to own – the real reason why Ilya never allowed himself to be in a long term, personal dynamic. No sub deserves to be subjected to that. 
He should seriously consider handing Hollander over to somebody else.
He won’t.
He's probably just as much a moronic, incompetent professional dom as the ones at the Dallas Kent Facility. Hollander called Ilya out the very first day they met: You people really are all the same, huh? – he mocked.
Maybe they are.
Ilya needs a smoke.
It's just a job – he tells himself. One time for each cigarette.
It's just a job. It's just a job. It's just a job. 
* * * 
For the next ten days, the sky feels grayer than it is.
* * *
“Sveta. Svetik. Svetka. Svetochka. Svetulya. Lana. Lanka…”
“What on earth do you want?” Svetlana groans on the other end of the line.
“Birthday party tomorrow. You have gift for Kip's boyfriend?”
“I won’t be there. I have a meeting out of town.”
“Ah. Ms businesswoman.”
“Somebody has to pay your salary,” she shoots back, but he can hear her grin.
“Sooo… no gift?” 
“I know what you’re doing, you arrogant bastard,” she warns. 
“Arrogant bastard would bring bottle of cheap whiskey.” That is Ilya’s plan B. “Come on. Tell me what present we bought him together. I will pay you back for half.” 
“The party is tomorrow, Ilya! You are horrible. I don’t know what the present is. I gave Luca permission to buy what he wants and put it on the company card. He gossips with Kip a lot, he had ideas.”
“And I can join, da? I will sign the card nicely.”
“Fine.”
“You are the love of my life.”
She scoffs. He can hear her moving around. Probably packing for the flight.
“I didn't know you were going to that party,” she says after a moment. Her tone is light, but she’s fishing for something.
Well, Ilya is not surprised. He fucking hates birthdays. And he doesn’t even really know Scott Hunter, so being invited feels odd.
Except that it doesn’t, because Ilya is unfortunately, very socially aware. He works with Kip and he’s buying sessions with him. Scott Hunter, from what Ilya has heard, is a good man, but he’s still a man. And a dom. So Ilya suspects he might want to scratch an itch – see Ilya, have a casual chat and, more importantly, make Ilya watch Hunter be with Kip. 
A subtle power move.
So Ilya doesn’t want to, but he is going to the stupid birthday party, because Hunter deserves to have that itch scratched. Ilya is a much weaker man. He’d never be able to survive his sub – if he had one – seeing other doms. Even if just professionally, with tight romantic and sexual boundaries.
“Ilyusha…?”
He’s been silent for too long. It’s one of those days.
“I am going, da. Bonding with coworkers and their partners. Very good of me.”
Her response is to chuckle.
Ilya has seen Scott Hunter only once before. Kip brought him to the office Christmas party last year, because Scott finally moved to Ottawa in the fall. 
They didn't get a chance to talk. Which is for the best, probably, because Ilya was very drunk that evening. It was going to be the second Christmas after his father’s death and the first one spent away from Russia, and he decided to drown the emotions in vodka. Not his finest moment.
To be honest, Ilya doesn’t really have fine moments, except at work. When he’s being a dom professionally, he's in control. There's a clear path, a role to be played. Everything has a purpose and a place, and he knows exactly what to do, and he does it very well, because he's good at reading people and giving them what they need. Outside of the B.E.A.R.S… he’s in a freefall. Things just happen. Life moves around him, too bright and foreign. Everything… is. 
And everywhere he looks, people simply are, as if that was the most natural, effortless thing to do. As if Ilya isn’t working himself down to the bone in the effort to somehow sustain the willingness to keep being.
Okay. Enough of that.
He needs a cigarette.
“When are you back?”
“Two days.” Sveta warns. “Don’t do anything stupid when I’m not there.”
“Party is party,” he offers defensively. 
“You know what I mean. Don’t be stupid,” she repeats with a note of annoyance now.
Well. Rude. 
Sadly, Ilya won’t be able to take advantage of the free alcohol tomorrow, because he’s got a session later that same day.
He definitely didn't want to take an appointment in the evening after the afternoon party, but somebody sucked his dick and decided it now allows them to now act like a fucking princess. 
The B.E.A.R.S. facility has an online platform where the registered clients can update their consent form, book sessions and type in special requests for them. There is no direct message option. No chat feature. Nothing of the sort. So Hollander abused the special request form assigned to a different session to demand a meeting at a date that's blocked in Ilya's calendar.
The thing is, this is a job. Doms and subs become whatever the client needs in the moment and that is a service paid by the hour. Allowing direct, remote access would blur those lines and probably lead to hurt feelings and unhealthy expectations. Everything other than basic booking goes through Luca (or Sveta, if it’s a new high profile negotiation).
Luca is not just an assistant. He’s a safety barrier. A clear line between the personal and the professional.
And then there is Shane fucking Hollander, who uses a special request form to announce to Ilya that Ilya’s day off is not working for him and therefore should be changed. 
Well, no. Hollander did not write that, exactly. He was very professional and polite, which is funny, because the act of misusing the request form for something like that is, in itself, very bratty and arrogant.
Ilya fucking caved in. Embarrassingly fast. Because Ilya is an addict and a starved dog, and his leash is very short, apparently. Wow. This exact thought will never, ever see the light of day. It will stay buried in the darkest parts of his mind, next to the toxic possessiveness and the fantasy of fucking Hollander slow and deep in Ilya’s own, personal bed, in his Ottawa apartment.
But now he can’t even drink on that fucking birthday party.
“Behave, Ilyusha. Tell Scott Hunter the gift is also from me. And that I’m saying hi! I like him. He’s hot.”
“Okay.”
Ilya probably won’t do either. 
* * *
Hunter's handshake is strong, but not in a cocky way.
“Good to properly meet you,” he says with a patient smile. “I'm glad you could make it.”
Ilya was expecting more posturing. Maybe some dark looks. For some reason, he never expects kindness.
“Thank you for inviting me.”
Next to them, Kip raises his hand to wave someone over.
“Shane! You're here!”
Whattheactualfuck.
Oh. 
Oh, that's not fucking fair. The universe is playing dirty.
Ilya turns around slowly. 
When their eyes lock, Hollander looks equally shocked. He almost stumbles, then catches himself, straightens his already impossibly straight back and walks up to them.
“Em, hi.” He extends a very expensive bottle of whiskey to Hunter. “Thank you for having me.” He glances at Ilya, then his eyes go back to Hunter. “And happy birthday, obviously. I'm sorry about the lame gift.” He looks embarrassed and sounds unsure. He glances at Ilya again. Back to Hunter. “I'm very bad at presents.”
Ilya can feel the discomfort emanating from Hollander, but it's very different from the kind of unease he knows from their sessions. Shane even sounds different. 
Scott smiles, takes the whiskey and pulls Hollander into a one-armed hug. 
“You're good. I'm happy you're here. It's a long drive, I appreciate it.”
Ilya is staring. He knows he is. He will stop once his brain is done processing.
Shane's fingers are fidgeting with the edges of his pockets
“Great to see you again, Shane,” Kip jumps in. “And this is Ilya.”
Oh, now that's just fucking ridiculous. Ilya suddenly has to fight not to grin like a mad man.
“Hello,” he says innocently, offering a handshake.
Hollander glares at him for a moment so short, nobody else catches it. Then he grabs Ilya's hand.
“Hi.” He looks back at Kip. Clears his throat. “How do you two know each other…?”
“Work,” Kip explains. “Ilya is at the same facility as I am.”
Shane’s eyes widen. It's not just shock, but also – maybe mostly – fear.
“You work at the B.E.A.R.S?” 
“Oh, you know it?” Kip has, of course,  absolutely no idea Shane is a regular there.
Ilya is torn between laughing out loud and getting worried about Hollander. He does neither and just stands there, still staring.
Shane looks even more awkward and unsure. 
“I, uh, I heard of it.” 
Kip smile is wide.
“Sveta will die when I tell her that. She loves hockey. And you, especially!”
“Does she...?”
Hollander is masking quite well, but Ilya is very good at reading him by now and he notices the stress levels rising.
There is a reason why professionals doms and subs don't interact with their clients outside of work. Everything a client does at a facility requires vulnerability and trust, and bravery to reveal one's deepest desires and cravings. It all stays locked safely inside there, separated from their regular lives. Secret.
Now Hollander probably feels like the doors are opening and things are spilling out all over the floor, for everyone to see. 
Ilya is overcome by the urge to bang his head agains the wall, but he doesn't. Instead, he redirects the conversation.
“So you know each other from hockey?” he looks between Hollander and Scott Hunter, feigning interest.
“Yeah,” Hunter nods. “We met properly at All Stars few years back. Now after my transfer to Ottawa Centaurs we're seeing much more of each other. He's a good kid.” He sends Shane a friendly smirk.
Hollander still seems knocked out of balance, but not spiraling, at least. He manages to smile back. 
“I'm not a kid, you're just old.”
Kip laughs at the face Hunter makes.
Hollander keeps glancing at Ilya again and again – fast, sharp jumps that get immediately retracted. Ilya's fingers itch with the need to touch, to ground him, to soothe… but even if they were alone, he shouldn't. 
When Shane is not a client, he's not anything to Ilya. 
But the boy is right there and he keeps looking, and then suddenly they are standing alone, because Kip and Hunter had more guests to greet.
Ilya's fingers twitch again and he has to make a fist to stop himself from doing something moronic.
“Kip doesn't know?” It's hard to stay if Hollander is asking or making an observation.
Ilya steps closer, but doesn't touch him. They are the same height, but Ilya manages to make himself feel taller. He always does. 
“No. You have codename, da? You got email explaining.”
There’s a privacy code in their system where Hollander’s name should be: HS1221. It’s an additional layer of protection they use for the regulars with high profile or private dynamic status (or both). In case of a hack and for the internal document circulation, to minimize the possibility of the leak.
So.
For Ilya, Svetlana, the accountant, and Pike with Cassie in the med room, Hollander is Hollander. 
For Maria at the front desk, Hollander is a face and a codename. 
For Luca on their office floor, Hollander is a code name only. 
For Kip, even the codename does not exist. He’s got his own list of names and codenames to focus on. The risk that they will accidentally see each other in the corridor at the facility exists, but it is low.
Shane's shoulders relax slightly, but he's still not entirely comfortable. Thought that might be because of the setting in general. He doesn't seem like a party person.
“Oh. Okay.”
Ilya moves slightly, subtly positioning himself so that his body is blocking the view of Kip and Scott from Hollander.
“We keep you private,” he murmurs. His gaze changes into something darker. “You can call my assistant safely, also. No need for tricks, hm?
Shane's discomfort shifts into a more familiar embarrassment neatly covered up by stubbornness and annoyance.
“I don't like talking to assistants.”
“Ah. So sorry.” Ilya mocks. “This is why you wanted it, da? To not waste a trip to Ottawa.’
Shane blinks, realises how close they are, looks around quickly to see if anybody noticed and takes a step back, putting more distance between them.
“It's not exactly a short drive,” her points out. The grumpy kitten is slowly coming out. “We spend half of the season on the road. It can get exhausting. If I'm here anyway, it makes sense to also…” He doesn't finish. He looks nervously to the side again and his body tenses up.
Ilya glances there as well. More hockey players, from the look of it. He takes the hint and shifts his expression into something bored. Not only for Hollander's sake. This is actually a horrible development for Ilya too. He was already struggling with separating work from his private desires. 
And now here his work is, looking all pretty, standing in the middle of Ilya's private life.
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  Luca grabs Ilya’s bicep. It’s way too big for his fingers to wrap all the way around, but he squeezes with noticeable force from excitement.
“Ilya!” he almost bounces with the word. “You didn’t sign the card for our present! I want to give it to Scott in a second, come on!” he tugs impatiently. 
Luca is too focused on the mission to glance at Shane, but even if he did, there is no way for him to know that this is the man who terrorized him over the phone once.
Ilya looks down at the blond sub.
Honestly? Right now? Fuck Scott Hunter and his gift. And his birthday. And his birthday party. But Ilya doesn’t say this out loud, of course. Life would probably be easier if he was as much of an asshole as many people assume he is.
Svetlana likes to say Ilya is like one of those huge, scary-looking guard dogs that turn out to be all soft and endearing when you don’t threaten the things they are protecting. She is usually (always) right, but Ilya doesn't agree with this one out of principle, because friends should not compare friends to dogs. Come on.
It is a different thing entirely, of course, with clients and kittens.
Speaking of…
Ilya looks back at Hollander just in time to see him tear away his gaze from Luca’s hand, which is still gripping Ilya's bicep. Hollander seems uncomfortable when he makes eye contact with Ilya again. He visibly tenses up and there’s something dark about his expression.
Luca keeps tugging at Ilya, begging him to hurry up with a coy smile, all boyish and impatient. He’s already tipsy.
Ilya’s gaze lingers on Hollander for three more seconds.
“Sorry,” he says quietly, his Russian accent thick, and lets himself be dragged away.
He can feel Hollander’s gaze on his back for as long as they stay in the line of sight.
* * *
Ilya makes the ugliest signature he can on that birthday card, because life is about enjoying the small things. 
He doesn’t know what the gift is and he couldn’t care less. Instead, he thinks about what will come next. 
A part of him is pathetically curious about Shane Hollander and now there’s a chance for him to see bits and pieces of another side of that man. Not only a hockey player. Not only a sub. But deep down Ilya knows this is a horrible, horrible development that could ruin everything. The safe boundaries of a professional service are blurring and he's very aware that for a guy like Hollander, boundaries are everything.
To prove himself he’s able to not hurry back into the living room, Ilya makes a detour to the fridge. 
Scott and Kip are boring, so there’s alcohol-free beer inside, next to the regular one. Ilya is now boring too, apparently, because he grabs one. 
He used to be less responsible. Wilder, dumber, angrier, less self-aware. Those weren’t happier times – he was miserable and Sveta can testify to that – but the longing for it stings him unexpectedly. At least he was half-numb then. In some ways that was easier than feeling so fucking much.
He’s feeling things now and those things have a name, and a grimace, and freckles and Ilya is possibly, probably, most certainly losing his mind. He’s very hot, so he’ll still do well without a brain, but he’d prefer to keep it. 
Just throwing it out there. 
Hollander is still standing awkwardly in the same spot, but he isn’t alone. Three fit guys are surrounding him, all grinning friendly and chatting loudly. More hockey players, if Ilya was to guess.
Ilya slows down, with his gaze still glued to Hollander across the room. As if able to feel it, Hollander looks up and their eyes meet. 
Ilya grips the bootle harder but leaves his face blank.
Shane’s body radiates awkwardness, but there’s unmistakable frustration in his eyes. He shakes his head: a tiny, barely noticeable movement addressed for Ilya only.
Don’t come closer – it says. I don’t know you.
It makes sense. Shane Hollander is a closeted sub and a known figure. Last thing he needs is getting spotted standing next to a professional dom. This is Scott’s private residence and the guests are all friends, so the fear might seem irrational, but that makes sense too. Paranoia usually takes root very easily in those who have everything to lose. 
If they were in a session, maybe Ilya would unpack this. He’d gently nudge and ease them into the discomfort to break some walls. But it’s not his carefully controlled environment at the B.E.A.R.S.. It is suddenly real life. The rules are different and he’s not the one making them.
The only thing Ilya is actually good at is his job, remember?
He can’t fight the tension that sets in his jaw, but he can still use his own two feet, so he turns and goes to stand next to Cassie and Boodram instead. Fucking hell, Kip and Hunter just fucking needed to make the effort to connect their social circles. There’s nothing more annoying than a couple that’s too healthy. 
Ilya is not bitter. He’s just… displeased. And painfully sober.
* * *
Ilya doesn’t have enough information or context, or fucking time, even, to decide weather it’s better for him to leave or stay. Leaving would be rude to Hunter, but fuck Scott Hunter at this point, honestly. (Not really, but whatever).
Shane might need space. This is his private life. But it’s Ilya’s private life too – that’s the whole fucking problem – so Ilya might need to be here to monitor what exactly is happening and to make sure people from the B.E.A.R.S. won’t say something work-related that will accidentally make Shane spiral. 
Thank fuck Pike is on shift right now instead of Cassie. His presence would throw Hollander off balance for sure.
Ilya is swearing a lot inside his own head. He’s also smoking a lot again. He stepped out three times already – short breaks from pretending he’s listening to other people while glancing in Hollander’s direction over and over again. Like magnets with the same poles facing one another, they seem to repel each other, keeping a safe distance at all times.
To smoke, Ilya chooses the side porch instead of the back patio, because nobody else seems to have found it and he can be alone here. That is why, when Shane Hollander slips outside, it is quite obvious he must have been looking for Ilya.
The door creaks as it closes. 
One magnet turns, pole changes and just like that, repulsion becomes attraction. 
Okay. That’s fine. 
Here we go.
Ilya is leaning on the railing, doing his best to look casual. He takes a long drag of the cigarette and slowly turns to look at the man properly. Shane’s a responsible adult, so he put a thick jacket on. It’s too early for snow, but the weather has been cold and grey for weeks. Ilya is in just a sweater, but he’s from Russia. He’s used to every kind of cold there is, weather and more.
Hollander clears his throat awkwardly. He looks tense and uncomfortable, but also kind of frustrated.
Surprise, surprise.
“We don’t need to have a session today.” Hollander speaks quietly, but there’s still that stubborn intensity lingering in his voice. “Now I see why you didn't want to.”
Ilya’s lips twitch into a quick grimace. What does Hollander see, exactly? What is that comment supposed to mean? How is any of this his fault? A part of Ilya mirrors Hollander’s emotions, almost on instinct, and he has to actively squash that irritation, so it doesn’t spill out. 
The silence stretches. 
Ilya sighs. He looks straight ahead, takes another drag of the cigarette, then exhales the smoke into the cold and recalibrates. 
“You and Hunter are good friends?” His gaze drifts back to Hollander. The curiosity is barely there. He keeps his expression neutral.
He ignores Hollander’s question on purpose. He needs to gather some intel and figure out just how much their lives are going to overlap, that’s one reason. The second one is that Hollander was being a brat about getting a session on this specific date.
Let him squirm.
Hollander makes a weird face. He seems surprised enough by the question to lose some of the tension.
“I– not really,” he admits after a pause. “We went out together a few times when our teams played against each other, but only after he transferred to the Centaurs in Ottawa. I met Kip twice, I think? This time Scott just… reached out.” His gaze drops. Irritation morphs into embarrassment as he lets the topic derail him. “I, uh, I'm not really a party person.” 
The silent pause which follows is full of Hollander’s discomfort and Ilya’s patience.
A good match, Svetlana said.
Hollander slides his thumbs into the pockets of his jeans awkwardly. He grimaces when wind brings the smoke close to him. 
“From Montreal to Ottawa is pretty long drive for party you don’t like,” Ilya points out eventually, because he’s unable to stop himself from digging deeper.
Shane nods stiffly and shifts his gaze to a tree nearby.
“I guess.” A shrug. “I kind of wanted to…” he stops, uncertain again and this time Ilya thinks he'll shut down for good, but for some reason, Hollander pushes through. “I guess I wanted to spend some time around the Centaurs. To, uh, see what the team is like.”
Ilya can’t look away from Hollander’s profile. The moment feels… unexpectedly fragile and sweet. Ilya is being offered something new: honestly not hidden behind anger. It’s almost the exact opposite of how Hollander is during a session and that catches Ilya completely off guard. 
He doesn't want to ruin it, even though he probably should. There’s nothing professional about befriending your client. 
Fuck this mess. Ilya is suddenly exhausted. He can’t seem to find anything useful to say. English words are running away from him.
Shane shifts his weight from one leg to another, clearly anxious about the lack of response.
Ilya, pathetically, lets out a hum of agreement to somehow ease the growing tension. He probably comes off more like a bored asshole instead.
It’s all slipping out of his grip. It’s too much, too fast. Sessions are easy, real life is not. He suddenly can’t grab this thing between them properly, he can’t fucking hold onto anything…
A freefall.
He burns the cigarette down to the filter and his fingers are itching for another one immediately.
Shane's mouth twists in a scowl. He turns his head and looks right at Ilya. That hostile determination is back. 
“Listen. Montreal can drop me after this season. I have to think about the worst case scenario. The Ottawa Centaurs aren't a very good team, but they might want me even with my current stats, and their culture…” He glances at the window and into the house. Somewhere there is Scott Hunter, in an openly gay relationship. “Scott says they are good people,” is what Hollander decides to say.
Ilya cannot find words – English or Russian – to express just how little he cares about ice hockey.
“Hunter is boring,” he settles on, eventually.
Hollander’s face makes that funny thing when he’s determined to be all serious and annoyed, but he’s also unable to hide the amusement. It’s gone very quickly, though.
“Shut up and let me talk,” he demands. “I know you signed an NDA with the contract and I see nobody here knows about my sessions…” Shane stops to take a breath, because somewhere along the way he started speaking too fast. “How will this work now, exactly? Can we still–” He pauses, looks around quickly, lowers his voice. “Can I be your client if we have this kind of social overlap? Is that, like, allowed at the facility? I mean… Sorry, I just, I don’t know how it fucking works now. Clearly.”
Ilya closes his eyes for a brief moment. His brain is still a little stuck on that part when a sub tells him to shut up. His instinct is to correct that behaviour, but outside of the facility, Ilya is entitled to nothing from Hollander.
This is all too real. He wants to say and do the right thing, but he doesn’t even fucking know what it is anymore. 
He also wants to touch. 
What he does instead is: he gets his fucking shit together.
It feels slightly uncomfortable to slip into his professional dom persona while in a private setting, but the lines are crossed and the boundaries are blurring, and Ilya needs to hide behind something. 
“Is okay.” Ilya throws the cigarette butt onto Scott fucking Hunter’s lawn and straightens his back, then turns to face Hollander fully. His expression is carefully blank. “There is no official policy against having same friends. Is not ideal,” he admits, “but we live in different cities. I am not close with Hunter or Grady. It will not be hard to avoid each other in the future.” Ilya’s fingers are gripping the railing impossibly tight. He’s convincing himself as well, as he says it. “If you want to continue sessions, we can.”
Breathe steady. 
Easy now. 
World is never actually ending, even though it often feels like it. It’s just his brain misbehaving sometimes. Ilya knows this. He is fine.
Hollander doesn’t say anything right away. He shifts his gaze back to the stupid tree – with no leaves already, because of fall – and scrunches his nose slightly in that kitten-like way of his, silently considering something.
“Fine.” He sounds firm when he speaks. He’s probably hiding behind something as well. “But nobody here can find out.”
Hollander rolls his shoulders slightly. His jaw tightens, his gaze sharpens. It’s all tiny details, but Ilya notices, because Ilya is staring. 
Because this fucking man is a fascinating kaleidoscope of carefully concealed emotions and meticulously crafted, practiced responses. He’s made out of mirrors: he reflects and he shines, light bouncing off in all the different directions. Beautiful by accident and confusing by design. A perfect structure made to show everything but the truth.
Ilya is the opposite. Ilya doesn’t reflect, he absorbs. There’s no hard surface, just a deep, dark, boundless nothingness, ready to swallow everything up and pretend it never, ever happened.
“Do you hear me?” Hollander demands, clearly unsettled by Ilya’s long pauses.
“Watch your fucking tone with me,” Ilya snaps back, control slipping.
Shane’s eyes widen for a second and then he glares.
Ilya’s tone loses the irritation. “I hear, da. Is obvious. I don’t tell people.”
“I assume I should still cancel today’s session?” There it is again. Hollander’s frustration. “I guess it’s not fair to… you.” His gaze darts to the window again.
Ilya has a feeling he’s missing something. He’s not surprised. He can't process everything. There’s too many layers, too many things happening at once. He needs to do this one step at a time, but real life rarely offers that kind of comfort.
“You demanded I change my calendar for you,” he points out calmly. “Is rude to cancel now.”
Shane blinks. 
Ilya waits. 
It should be cold outside, but the air around them feels hot.
“Right,” Hollander says eventually, slowly.
Nothing about his expression suggests he’s trying to provoke Ilya. He’s probably just used to using that word.
Ilya’s fingers twitch. He should have stayed religious. The kind of craving he feels for this man could probably be exorcised. 
Hollander is in his own head again, so he doesn’t register the misstep, not even with a delay. 
“You leave from here first, little before eight,” Ilya decides. It’s not exactly a suggestion. “You will wait for me in the parking lot at B.E.A.R.S.”
Hollander frowns, but then eventually nods. Reluctantly, of course.
“Fine.”
Ilya grabs his cigarettes and reaches for another one. He has no idea what kind of session they should have after this crazy development and he has only about three hours left to figure it out.
Shane glances at the pack with poorly concealed displeasure. 
“That’s bad for you.”
“No way,” Ilya shots back sarcastically. “Really?”
“Fuck off.”
With that, Hollander leaves, slipping back into the house quietly.
The fucking mouth on that man.
Lord, have mercy.
* * *
Luca gets too drunk and Ilya has to drag him to the armchair in the corner, shove a bottle of water into his hands and order him to stay put. This shouldn’t be his problem. He looks around, searching for Kip, but collides with Hollander’s dark gaze instead, aimed at them from across the room.
Hollander turns his head away immediately, as if burned, but not fast enough for Ilya to miss what kind of emotion he was trying to hide.
Ah. 
Well.
Possessive kitty.
Fucking hell, this whole thing is going to crash and burn, and Ilya doesn't know how to stop it.
But at the same time, a twisted, dark, hungry part of Ilya – a part which absorbs all the light instead of letting it shine – whispers inside his head: I like that you’re jealous. That means you want me too.
* * *
When Ilya drives in, Hollander is leaning against his own car with arms crossed over his chest, waiting. There’s absolutely nothing sweet about him: a tall, rich, slightly annoyed athlete. 
Ilya feels hungry. Like he hasn’t eaten in years. 
The underground parking lot at the B.E.A.R.S. is eerily quiet. They walk shoulder to shoulder in silence. The atmosphere is tense. Everything shifted, that much is clear and maybe they are both trying to quickly figure out how to adjust accordingly. 
Ilya almost wishes he didn’t stay at the party with Hollander until eight. He could have left early, come here, reset. Prepare. But separating only to meet later felt like an even worse idea at the moment. He’s still not convinced Hollander won’t spiral or even worse: drop. Ilya couldn’t leave him unsupervised at the party.
So now they are here, and he’s not ready, and as they reach the glass door leading to the staircase and elevators, it all suddenly feels like a pathetic parody of taking Hollander home for the night. 
Maybe Ilya miscalculated. Maybe between the two of them it’s not Hollander who’s about to spiral.
Fuck. What is he even doing?!
Hollander reaches for the handle, even though Ilya is closer. He opens the door and holds it, waiting for Ilya to pass through first.
That seemingly insignificant gesture sends a jolt of heat down Ilya’s spine, kicking him out of the momentary freak out. He raises his eyebrows and sends Shane a pointed look.
“Just being polite,” Hollander grumbles angrily, but that’s obviously not true and there’s a faint redness on his cheeks which confirms it.
Hollander did it automatically, because he's used to being a leader, a protector, a provider and the strongest one around. He clearly taught himself all these little gestures and manners that disguise his dynamic identity. It's a part of him – that denial, that refusal, that discipline. An image perfected over the years. A scam that runs itself at this point, saved in Hollander’s muscle memory.
But Ilya is here now. Every detail Hollander uses to hide behind is a detail Ilya notices and picks apart. They are matched in much more than just physical strength. 
Ilya grabs the door and holds it for Hollander instead.
“Go,” Ilya demands, swallowing the word kotik.
Hollander obeys with a blush and a scowl on his face – two natures fighting inside of him.
Ilya can feel his own body relax. This, he knows.
At the ground level, Kyle is at the reception instead of Maria, because her shift has already ended. The facility is never closed – sessions scheduled at odd hours are more common than one might think – but nights and early mornings operate with skeleton crew only. There’s always someone at the reception, because their job is to answer the emergency line, the general inquiries line and to verify and register each person that walks in, before letting them up.
Making sure the appointments run smoothly and  everything requested for the sessions is provided is Luca’s job, but he prepares a lot of things in advance and leaves every day at normal hours. 
Having done this before, Hollander turns to the reception desk, but Ilya is faster.
“HS1221,” he throws Hollander's codename at Kyle. “He’s with me. I take him from here.”
Kyle shoots him a very unprofessional look before he shifts into the persona he offers to the guests.
“All right.” He clicks the computer mouse a few times and gives the standard information anyway. “I’ve got you in 1410. Assigned guest locker room is 4D, if needed, right across the corridor from the apartment. Want me to unlock the elevator or do you have your card?”
“I have it.”
They take the privacy of their clients very seriously. Only workers and verified clients are able to get upstairs, where the playrooms and offices are. Svetlana made sure of that.
Hollander doesn’t say anything. He just follows Ilya to the elevator with the same kind of energy he usually has: reluctant.
* * *
In the familiar space of 1410 Ilya can finally feel his confidence coming back, but he’s still a long way from comfortable. He skipped all his usual rituals that allow him to sink into the professional role more easily and has to now push his way into it without losing balance. 
Fun.
What a fucking fun evening, huh?
Ilya will never go to a single birthday party ever again. 
Hollander lingers in the middle of the space in a way that’s less awkward, more… alarming. His expression is guarded, gaze focused. Whatever is being analysed in that pretty head right now surely cannot be helpful. Not to Ilya, at least.
Eventually, Hollander crosses his arms defensively over his chest.
Great. Always a good sign, that. 
“Do you have the same boundaries with everybody?” It sounds like Hollander has been sharpening these words in his head for a while.
See, the issue is, this man has a pretty mouth, but every time he opens it to speak, all Ilya can hear is trouble.
Ilya frowns.
“What?”
His consent form is visible to the clients on the platform. Kissing, daddy kink and receiving anal are a hard no. Leaving long-lasting marks on purpose is not allowed – that’s automatically stated in every contract, but it is less of a dynamic boundary and more because professional doms and subs work with their body. Clients usually don’t want to see a reminder that they aren’t the only ones. Almost everything else Ilya considers negotiable, though he tends to reject advanced masochists.
Hollander’s scowl is deepening. That's very rude, considering that Ilya hasn't done anything.
“Do you have the same boundaries with other clients?” Hollander clarifies sternly. He's maintaining eye contact, determined. “Or in personal relationships? Do  you… have a personal relationship?”
Ah. So this is what Hollander's brain cooked up for tonight. 
Fan-fucking-tasic.
Ilya has a feeling it might be about Luca. This is exactly why running into clients in private settings isn’t good for anybody.
“You shouldn't be asking me that.”
“Well, I am.”
“Hollander.”
Hollander only glares harder. He’s radiating a dangerous, frustrated energy, as if at any moment he might charge forward. But he doesn’t. Self-control has a tight grip on those muscles, as always.
“I know this is just a job for you, but for me, it's much more complicated,” he accuses. “I don't want to, but I fucking have to do these sessions, because my useless body shuts down if I don't! And my entire career is on the line,” he spits out. “So maybe I'd like to know something about you, when you know a lot about me already.”
Oh, Hollander is angry, and bitter, and hurt, because at some point, while he was overthinking, he turned assumptions into facts inside his head.
Ilya feels… robbed. They were already building a safe space here – something theirs, something good – but the outside world came in like a flood and there's no easy way to get rid of it now. 
Hollander's emotions are valid. So are Ilya's professional boundaries. He's not dating anybody, for fucks sake, but saying “no” will be as damaging as saying “yes”. Saying nothing is the only thing that will keep this session healthy. Everything else will become another wave from the world that's supposed to stay outside. 
He swallows a sigh and tries to sound and look calm, even though now he’s bitter too.
“You can’t ask me that, Hollander.” he repeats. “Is not how this works.”
“I think it is working a little bit differently after tonight.” The sarcasm is clear. “Now that I’ve met–” He cuts himself off, and squeezes his mouth shut. 
Hollander is still maintaining eye contact. Arms crossed, eyes fierce. Ilya has previously seen anger born out of Hollander’s shame and helplessness. This is different. This is the type of anger that’s designed to destroy.
Either Ilya will find a way to guide them through it, or it's the end of their dynamic. 
The world around Ilya begins to rot. He can see shadows gathering in the corner of his eyes. Exhaustion creeps in unnoticed, then settles comfortably in the back of his skull, where it will patiently wait for the right moment to knock him off his feet. 
It’s all… very unfair. But Ilya is used to the unfair, just like he is to the cold and the dark. He clears his throat quietly.
“Okay. Easy now. This is a problem, da?” He makes himself sound patient and polite. “Boundaries moved tonight, maybe. You are upset. Tell me why.”
“Why? Fucking guess!”
“Hollander…”
“No. Fuck you. I–” Hollander’s gaze slides to a spot just next to Ilya’s head. “I know that’s how it always is, but I wasn’t thinking about it much before. And now I can’t stop thinking about how… it's all fake.”
He’s actually talking. Surprising, but good.
“This is a service, yes,” Ilya agrees. “It does not mean it is fake.”
“Well, it's not real either,” Hollander grumbles. 
They are standing a few steps apart. Ilya has to fight the urge to close that distance.
It’s exhausting, making yourself calm and patient when you want to take, take, take. He also wants to gently brush his thumb over those freckles. That’s probably even worse.
“Things that happen here are yours and mine,” Ilya explains firmly. “It helps you, that is important. And it is important for me that you feel good here. Life outside is outside. The whole point is to have a break from it.”
You wouldn’t want to see how I am outside of this.
“No.” Hollander visibly flinches when his stubborn brain comes up with another obstacle. “No, this is pathetic. Normal people go out there and they find something, and they have it, but I have to fucking… I have to pay money. I pay you to, to pretend with me for a few hours. It’s embarrassing. It’s pathetic and embarrassing, and I hate it, but I’m out of fucking options! THAT is why I’m upset. There! Are you happy now?!”
Ilya is very, very far from happy.
“You blame me for this. That is not fair.”
Hollander’s gaze snaps to Ilya’s face. The eye contact is back. There’s something akin to madness gathering at the edges of those dark eyes. The air feels heavy and suffocating, like before a storm. 
“Oh, trust me,” Shane hisses, “you don't want to talk to me about fair.”
Ilya swallows a bitter chuckle.
“What do you want, Hollander?” At this point he’s done guessing.
Shane flinches at the question. Then his scowl deepens.
“A different fucking status,” he spits out bitterly.
Ilya doesn’t want to hear this. Not after he’s seen Hollander on his knees, on the edge of the subspace. Hollander might look like a dom and talk like a dom, but he took Ilya’s cock like a sub and he liked it.
Now Hollander’s expression is sour and his body is locked in a hostile stance. 
Ilya pauses, takes a mental step back and evaluates. There might be no salvaging this. He’s skilled at his job, but when the core of the client's issue is that this is his job, Ilya has no moves left.
The only thing that makes sense right now is to give Hollander space. Or maybe not, but now Ilya is the one who needs space too, so lets fucking try and go from there.
“I am taking a shower,” he announces. “When I am done, we talk about what comes next.”
“I’m done talking about it, actually,” Shane shots back, but it’s clear he’s thrown off by Ilya’s change of pace. The hostility wobbles. 
“I am not,” Ilya states simply. His tone is still calm, but an authoritative note slips in. 
“It’s my session,” Hollander argues. “You don’t get to decide.”
Ilya stills for a second. Then he slowly raises his eyebrows in an open, almost mocking display of disbelief.
He must have misheard that, surely. It is, surely, not possible that Hollander would say something this stupid right to Ilya’s face.
They stare at each other. Hollander’s arms remain crossed defensively. 
If the outside world crisis didn’t fuck everything up, Ilya would already be pinning this man to the wall. But he has to put himself on an even shorter leash instead, because Hollander’s trust seems shaken and his boundaries are, once again, unclear. 
Ilya is a professional, yes. But he is also a tired, starved, frustrated dom who’s been tested left and right, thrown out of balance and robbed of something that was his. (Or something that he wanted, at least.)
So he slips up. His voice drops and his gaze turns colder –  out of need, not by design.
“Money buys you my time, Hollander. Not my obedience. I’m taking that shower now. You sit here and wait. Then we talk.”
* * *
Ilya doesn’t go to shower in the bathroom at the office. He stays in 1410, where Hollander can hear him.
Water helps. He can feel the party and the outside world wash away, and as it flows down the drain, he becomes more and more grounded.
He closes his eyes and tilts his head to let the water hit his face. He's using the overhead shower, carelessly allowing the hair to get wet. The state of his curls is the least of his worries right now. 
Lost in thoughts and the blissful feeling of his muscles relaxing under the spray of hot water, Ilya doesn’t hear the doors opening. It’s the sound of them closing shut again that startles him back to reality. 
His eyes snap open. 
Hollander is standing on the other side of the glass in nothing but his underwear. He looks like a man possessed. 
“You are wrong,” he announces and bends down to take the boxer briefs off.
Ilya stares. Partly because this is the first time he actually sees Shane Hollander fully naked, in all his delicious glory. Broad shoulders, toned abs, big, muscular thighs. His dick is, curiously, half hard. Quite big. Slightly curved. Pretty.
The other reason why Ilya is staring is because this is the most ridiculous man he has ever met and the wildest, most unpredictable sub he’s ever dealt with, and he has absolutely no idea what’s happening. For somebody like Ilya, that is a very rare occurrence. It has definitely never happened on the job.
“I am paying for this, so you do what I say,” Hollander states with that same angry, determined energy from before as he rounds the glass which separates the walk-in shower from the rest of the bathroom. “It is my session. For me. I decide. So now you will get me off, and I will feel good, and my body will be fine, and I will do well on ice, because the next game is important. That is how this is going to work, because it has to. Do you understand me?”
Hollander is right there. In the shower. Naked. Droplets of water are falling onto the freckles as he tries to stare Ilya down.
They should change the dictionaries. Under the word “difficult” there should be a picture of Shane Hollander and nothing else.
Ilya blinks as his brain finishes loading after a brief freeze. He says nothing. He keeps staring.
Some doms would react with an immediate, harsh disciplinary action, but Ilya sees past the disobedience. He moves slowly – circles Shane in the small, steamed-up space, like prey would circle an already wounded animal, and stops on the other side of him. Then makes a step forward, forcing Hollander to take a step back. 
Hollander ends up more or less trapped between the shower wall and the wall of Ilya’s muscles. 
“You will do what I tell you to do,” Hollander demands again, this time quietly, but with the same amount of fierce, dark energy. His eyes seem black.
Once again, Ilya gives him nothing but silence. 
When Hollander is stubborn or defiant, it's an honest emotional reaction. This is not that. This is a show of painfully forced dominance, designed for others to see. A tool to gain control in a scenario where the lack of it feels like danger. It’s calculated and clearly uncomfortable, though Hollander does a great job of hiding that second one. 
If Ilya tries to tear this armour off immediately, the sub could spiral or even drop.
He takes half a step closer. The shower shrinks. Hollander looks like a madman. Ilya looks like a dog who's about to get a meal.
“Do you fucking hear me?!”
There's a beautiful, naked body right in front of Ilya, but his gaze is trained on Hollander's face. 
“I hear you.” The innocent words in Ilya's mouth sound like a threat and a promise.
Hollander tries to hide a shiver.
Ilya wonders how long it took Hollander to acquire and perfect this kind of defence mechanism. He can see a scene clearly: a reporter, a fan or another player pushing and prodding, searching for a weakness to expose. He can imagine Hollander – tired of ignoring that behaviour, unwilling to, yet again, internalize, endure and remove himself quietly – mentally charging right at them, letting the anger show and using it to fuel a fake persona of a dominant, aggressive hockey player.
It doesn't look comfortable. 
It is yet another thing to mourn — that this man is now, clearly, seeing Ilya as a kind of danger too. Something that has to be contained and controlled, not enjoyed.
Ilya's fingers twitch as his gaze follows the water, finally sliding down the broad strong body. 
A professional athlete. 
A beautiful man.
A repressed, lost sub, clumsily trying to dominate Ilya, because this is his misguided attempt to soothe something that hurts.
You can’t violently correct a behaviour that has been built into somebody’s character over many, many years. That would end in pain and disaster. Ilya has to now work his way around it; worm his way into the cracks, peel the layers back gently before he strikes.
Or, in other words: Hollaner is putting him to work again.
Ilya's dick should not be getting interested at that. 
(It does.)
He turns around.
“Wash my back first.”
“What?!” Hollander chokes out, completely thrown off.
Using distractions has been, so far, one of Ilya's most effective tricks with Hollander. Shifting gears seems to cool down his permanently overheating brain. 
“Pretty please,” Ilya throws at him casually. “Then I get you off, like you asked.”
“That's not–”
“Please,” Ilya repeats forcefully. A dark note slips into his tone, but it's quiet.
The submissive word does the trick and gets Hollander moving. Ilya doesn't mind using it. He's biding his time, allowing the starved dog inside of him to growl and thrash around. It's baring its teeth and gnawing at the bars of the enclosure. On the outside, Ilya is eerily calm.
Soon, he soothes himself darkly. Very soon.
(He’s sinking.)
Hollander takes a pump of the shower gel and his strong hands settle hesitantly on Ilya's naked shoulders. His movements are robotic and efficient – the exact opposite of sexy.
It's cute, but it won't save him now. Nothing will. 
“My turn,” Ilya decides after a moment and turns back to face Hollander again.
He’s all wet and flushed from anger and confusion. 
Silly, silly kitty, walking into Ilya's cage like that. 
Ilya puts his hand on Shane's chest, enjoying the heat of it. He brushes his thumb over the nipple and watches with dark amusement as Shane glares. 
He reaches with his other hand to get an obscene amount of the shower gel before it also lands on Shane's chest. He smothers it down a hard stomach – wet, slippery, foaming. Warm. Ilya's gaze is focused on Hollander's body now. He lets himself have this; let's himself explore and stake claim with possessive touches. 
(He’s sinking way too deep.)
The bathroom is foggy, the air thick and hot. Ilya can feel Hollander's muscles tense up under his fingers. He feels the abs shift, he watches as the dick hardens. Water hitting the tiled floor is the only sound in the room, even when he wraps his fingers around Hollander's length for the first time ever.
He looks up.
There are freckles, and pupils blown wide and lips squeezed shut to control all the sounds. Everything is wet and flushed, and delicious. 
It's been a long evening, a long week, month, year, fucking long decade, and something inside of Ilya finally cracks. The cage opens. The leash breaks. He allows his mind to shift focus to hunger and pleasure. He sinks deep, deep, deep into himself, melting into one with that starved animal.
His grip on Hollander's cock tightens. He presses forward, pushing the man against the wall. They are out of the water stream, but the steam and warmth is everywhere by now, so it changes nothing.
Ilya's lips find Hollander's neck, his jaw, his ear.
“You're gonna get what you asked for,” he says in a low murmur.
You're going to get what you deserve.
He feels Hollander's cock twitch in his hand. It's heavy and fat, fully hard. Ilya's fingers slide deliciously easy, slick with the shower gel and water. Everything smells fresh and clean. 
He's an expert in getting people off. He knows how to read bodies, how to flick his wrist, which parts of the cock to focus on, how much pressure to give. He's also an expert in not getting people off and that's what he's doing right now.
He keeps one hand on Hollander's collarbones, pinning him to the wall firmly and works with the other, ignoring his own hard cock completely. He gives Hollander enough to make him squirm, dizzy with pleasure, but not enough to get him over the edge.
Hollander stays quiet.
It's mesmerising to watch. His eyes are glassy, gaze absent, cheeks red, body spasming and trembling under Ilya's hands, but he keeps his mouth stubbornly shut and doesn't make a single sound, even though he's clearly struggling with that self-control.
Ilya’s self-control is becoming thin as well and he sinks into his reckless greed. He tears his eyes away from Hollander's face to press more slow, hungry kisses into the flushed neck. Once he starts, he can't seem to stop, obsessed with the taste and the way the body shivers against him with each new lick of the tongue.
Once he can feel Hollander's muscle tense up again, clearly close to the orgasm, he squeezes the base, slows the movement, changes the pressure and ruins the rhythm, letting all the build-up go to waste.
Hollander's body jerks, his hips thrusting forward, his arms flying up to dig deep into Ilya's shoulders. He glares, his gaze sobering up, but he remains almost impossibly quiet. Only one, tiny gasp comes from deep inside his throat, but he swallows it back immediately.
“Is okay,” Ilya whispers. “I have time.”
Hollander's eyelids fall shut, but not fast enough and Ilya can see the eyes roll back first: frustration and desperation, and irritation, all melting into anticipation.
Ilya does it all four times. 
The water bill is going to be crazy.
Shane is a flushed, trembling mess, struggling to keep himself up against the wall: thoughts gone, body yielding, breath uneven, pulse quick, eyes squeezed shut. 
Ilya drinks it all in, addicted. 
The disappointing thing is, Hollander remains quiet. Ilya can see, from the way his jaw stays tense and his mouth keeps twisting into a grimaces, that he's biting his tongue and the inside of his cheeks. It must be painful.
Ilya's wrist is hurting. He adds pressure, moves his hand up, rubs the sensitive underhead with his thumb before brushing it over the tip, gathering the precum which has been seeping out steadily for a while now.
Hollander’s body jerks so hard, he almost kicks Ilya with his knee.
It's probably time to stop.
“Open your eyes.”
Hollander lets out an annoyed grunt and ignores the order.
Ilya leans in to nip at his jaw. 
“Open your eyes, Hollander,” he demands in a whisper that is anything but soft.
Shane's eyelids lift, but his head rolls to the side, hiding.
Ilya's other hand travels from Shane's collarbones to his jaw. His fingers curl around it, digging in. Ilya forces his head to face forward. 
Hollander's eyes are two open pits of pleasure and frustration, and it's the most beautiful thing Ilya has ever seen.
So he looks. His gaze is piercing, laser-focused and he doesn't try to hide its intensity. He drags his thumb against the sensitive cock head again and watches freely the cascade of reactions that happen on Hollander's face.
He does it again. 
Hollander bites down on his cheek and tries to look away.
Ilya's grip on his jaw tightens.
He can see the exact moment Hollander's fucked-out brain realises that his punishment is Ilya's gaze. Until now, he came while hiding his face and Ilya allowed that. 
That is no longer the case.
The world shrinks to this eye contact and the frustrated spasming of an overheated body. Ilya's hand slides smoothly over the weeping dick. His own expression is sharp, demanding, almost dark, while Shane is almost falling apart, held in place and exposed. 
Bared for Ilya's enjoyment.
The silence of it all makes it more intense, somehow. They are both slipping into an insanity of sorts and Ilya's hunger-filled brain has a suspicion this is all very wrong, but it's a distant echo that doesn't matter now.
He changes pressure and picks up speed. Hollander makes a half-growl, then grimaces immediately after, clearly biting the inside of his mouth again. It’s definitely sensitive and very painful, even when mixed with overwhelming pleasure.
Ilya is getting worried that he'll actually bite his fucking tongue off, because this stubborn creature would do that sooner than he would let Ilya hear him openly moan, face to face. 
He squeezes the jaw one more time, then moves his fingers, pushing the thumb hard against Hollander's lips, which are pressed impossibly tight together.
The exhausted, shaking body on the verge of an orgasm (again) jerks. Dark eyes glare, then roll back from something Ilya does with his wrist, then glare again, less lucid. 
He's so fucking beautiful like this. Ilya wants to eat him.
“For safety, kotik, come on,” Ilya murmurs. He barely recognises his own voice. He sounds hoarse, wrecked, like he's the one falling apart. “Come on.”
He forces the thumb into the stubborn mouth. Dull teeth bite down on it immediately, which was to be expected. Ilya hisses quietly, but he's grinning. Euphoria sneaks up on him and before he knows it, his own pupils dilate as well.
“Good,” he murmurs and licks the side of Hollander's neck. 
For no fucking reason, other than he needs to.
“Come for me now,” he orders next and twists his wrist just right.
Hollander's eyes are darker than Ilya's darkest thoughts. He makes a choked off sound (still not a moan, still not a whine) when he begins to come and bites down on Ilya's thumb so hard, he surely breaks skin at least partly. If not this, he'd definitely do real damage to his tongue.
One day, Ilya will hear him.
Hollander’s eyelids fall shut with a noticeable delay. As if Ilya's piercing, demanding gaze was keeping them open for a moment with nothing but the intensity of the eye contact. He shakes so violently, Ilya has to press his own body into him to prevent him from sliding down the wall limply.
The shaking doesn't stop for a while. Ilya lets go of Hollander's spent dick and holds him up properly, gripping the hip, while his abused thumb presses down on Hollander's tongue to ground him somehow. 
“Good,” he whispers into Shane's neck once he tears his gaze away from the wrecked expression and leans in closer. “So nice for me, da?”
Hollander's fingers curl around Ilya's bicep, digging deep. It's the exact same spot which Luca grabbed earlier. It doesn't feel accidental.
Something in the air shifts. Hollander applies more force to that grip, then even more. It's going to leave a deep, dark bruise.
He turns his head to the side, escaping Ilya's thumb.
“Fuck you,” he croaks, still breathless after the crushing orgasm.
It's the same tone in which he earlier said: I don't want this, but I have to.
Ilya's stomach sinks. His erection flags. The steam is still everywhere, but the fog in his mind is lifting. He realises, with terror, that not once has he checked in and asked about the colour.
He always does that. This is the one fucking thing he's good at.
He takes his hands off Hollander and takes half a step back.
Shane shifts all his weight onto the wall behind him, tilting his head back. His throat is exposed: skin wet from the shower and read from Ilya's mouth. His chest is rising and falling as he tries to catch his breath. Eyes are half opened from the exhaustion, but the look he sends Ilya's way is defiant and accusatory.
“I hate you,” he mumbles, mouth still barely working, lips bitten raw.
It might just be banter, but Ilya didn't ask for his colour a single time, he wasn't paying attention, he wasn't thinking how this is going to fit in with the crisis they had, he just…
This is what fucking happens when somebody pushes and pushes, and pushes, testing Ilya's patience and sanity! Those are the consequences of Hollander being Hollander and Ilya agreeing to take him on, even though deep down, instead of a good dom, he's all twisted and selfish, and possessive.
He had it under control. They were supposed to talk. This fucking brat never listens, never does anything that's good for him, and now Ilya is not good for him either, and it's all… 
He never fucking asked for any of this! He tried to avoid it!
Wait, no. He's fucking up. Hollander is just being himself. It's Ilya job to navigate that, to guide him, teach him about healthy dynamics. To keep them both safe. It's literally his fucking job.
Ilya forces himself to make eye contact with Hollander again.
“Are you okay?” Too little, too late, but Ilya has to crawl out of this spiral somehow.
Hollander rolls his eyes.
“Fuck off.”
Ilya’s fingers tighten into fist against his will.
“Hollander.”
“I'm not talking about this.” He pushes off the wall, sways on the shaking legs slightly, makes an embarrassed grimace, steadies himself and sends Ilya a look, clearly wanting him to get out of the way. “We’re done. Move.”
Rage overrides fear. Hollander is not the only one with horrible defence mechanisms. 
“Go to bed,” Ilya snaps at him. Unprofessional. Out of control. Pathetic. “Sleep this off.”
Hollander shakes his head.
“I–”
“ENOUGH!” The sharp order echoes uncomfortably in the trailer bathroom. “Water, then bed. Now.”
Ilya's hands are shaking slightly. His thoughts are scattering, irrational fear and bitterness rising. He's not okay. He grips that realization and holds onto it.
He's not okay. 
He needs to get out of here.
Fighting to keep his expression blank, he backs out of the shower, grabs one of the towels and walks out of the ensuite bathroom, then out of the bedroom. 
It's not his fault Shane is a sub. It's not his fault he's in a closet and needs those sessions, even when he doesn't want them. Ilya is not the one doing this to Hollander, but it feels like he is, because his brain is breaking.
A drop.
The tablet is on the table.
Ilya hits the emergency button.
“What's going on, Rozy?” Dyksta is the one on shift in the control room. He sounds calm, but tense.
“Turn on the cameras in 1410,” Ilya requests quietly, already moving towards the door. His voice is shaking slightly. “I'm leaving sub alone with no aftercare. Let med unit know.”
“On it.”
Inside of Ilya's head, something is howling.
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  Ilya is out of the 1410 apartment before Hollander is even out of the bathroom. He stumbles down the corridor to the elevator, shaking and breathing way too hard. He knows it’s bad, because he’s not even craving a cigarette. All he wants is to find a deep, dark hole, crawl into it and lay there until the end of time.
His office is only one floor above. He feels a tiny bit better in his own space, but that’s far from enough. The lights stay off. He sinks into the chair and leans forward, resting the elbows heavily on top of the desk and hiding his face in his palms.
Breathe. We've been here before.
It feels like he’s made of thick, heavy rings, all spinning at different speeds. Panic scrapes against exhaustion, which scrapes against anger, which scrapes against sorrow. And in the core of it all there is a dark, suffocating desire to be left the fuck alone. 
The second he thinks that, he can hear the knock on his office door, because the universe hates Ilya as much as Ilya hates the universe. Sveta likes to say it's the third law of motion. 
He’s unable to tell how much time has passed. He might have been here for mere seconds or dozens of minutes. Either way, acknowledging another human being feels impossible right now. He flinches when the door opens, but doesn’t lift his head and remains silent.
Go away, go away, go away.
There are four categories of dynamic deprivation drop: obsessive, hostile, incapacitating and isolative. Ilya Rozanov always gets the same one.
“Rozanov, I need to know what's going on.” It's Hayden fucking Pike and he's way too loud. 
There's a sound of him walking further inside.
Ilya doesn't lift his head.
“Is he okay?” he rasps.
“Shane? He's in bed, not exactly smiling, but looks fine on the cameras. Dyksta is still watching. Nothing immediately alarming, so I didn't want to walk in there with equipment without context. Intruding on the session’s rhythm can do harm. Maybe tell me what happened, so I can do my job, yeah?”
The desire to be alone is sloshing inside of Ilya, filling him so completely, he barely remembers how to form full sentences. His face twists into a painful grimace, still hidden.
“Told him to sleep,” he mumbles. “Unfinished conversation. Fucked up the check-ins, too. Not good if he leaves with no aftercare.”
His breath shakes as he talks. Or maybe that's his hands. 
It sounds like Pike is coming closer.
“Hey, Rozanov, look at me, yeah?”
“Go the fuck away.”
“Ilya.”
Oh, he must be looking really bad if Pike is switching to using his name. 
He tries to school his expression and slowly raises his head. 
Pike's scrutinizing gaze lands on him like a punch. There's a beat of silence.
“Oh, boy,” is what Pike says next, mostly to himself. His tone is full of empathy. “You are dropping.”
“Leave me alone.”
“Ilya…”
“No.” Ilya doesn't even know what exactly he's refusing. Whatever it is, he doesn't want it, because he doesn't want anything. And existing is included on that list. “I go home.” He thinks he says it right, but it might be coming out as a barely coherent muttering. “You watch Shane.”
Shane.
“Rozy,” Pike's voice sounds really fucking weird when he's being all nice and gentle. “I can't let you be alone at home like this. And Svetlana is out of town, remember? She can't come and stay with you there.”
Ilya understands the words, but they sit on top of him like a heavy weight, so he doesn't want to hear them. He hides his face in his palms again, as the headache joins the other lovely symptoms. His shoulders are shaking and he's shivering from the cold that's not even real.
“Evan? Yeah, I'm calling from Ilya's office. He's dropping. I need you to keep an eye on Shane while I sort this out, okay? If anything looks even a tiniest bit odd, you let me know immediately.”
There's a silent pause. Then Hayden moves. Ilya recognises the sound of the mini fridge in his office being opened.
“Ilya.” A bottle of electrolytes is nudged down the desk, into his view. “We'll open one of the bedrooms for you, all right? Just for now. You should lay down, I'll take your blood pressure. It will only take a moment, then you will rest. Fine? It's going to be okay.”
“I want to be left alone.” It comes out as a pathetic, whiny plea. 
He feels like crying. 
“I know. You will be alone in a room. I'll be nearby, that's all. Come on.”
A hand is placed gently on his shoulder. If the mere thought of someone touching him didn't make him nauseous, maybe he'd appreciate the fact that Pike is not being a complete asshole right now. 
Ilya is not religious, but he closes his eyes and silently prays anyway – for the ground beneath him to split open and swallow him down, down, down, until he reaches the boiling core of the planet. Maybe that would be enough to erase the biting iciness of his bones.
“Leave me alone” he growls, sharp and angry this time, because no wounded animal has ever been calm in the first few moments of suffering.
* * *
“Is Rose there too?”
“Hi, Svetka. Yes, I am here. You’re on the speaker. I drove to B.E.A.R.S. as soon as I got the emergency notification. I’m sorry we called you, I know it’s your time off. I’m on duty and normally I’d handle it alone, but it’s a tough one. We’re afraid this can escalate.”
“It’s okay. Status report, please.”
“Situation is shitty but stable for now. I’m in the control room with Pike, we’re watching them both on the screens. VIP HS1221–”
“Oh, come on. It’s just us three on the call, Rose. You can call him Shane.”
“Not now, Hayden, god! Fine, Shane is currently in a stable condition, sleeping.”
“But…? Pike, give me the health stuff.”
“Uh. He’s a high drop-risk client, as you know, which makes this difficult. Ilya left abruptly. Shane seems agitated but otherwise fine, because he’s most likely taking this as a part of a session and expects it to be resolved in the morning. The room was booked for the whole night in advance. When the morning comes and there’s no aftercare or even any real conclusion to what was probably a pretty charged dynamic exchange… It could cause a simple discomfort or a severe drop. I can’t predict anything, but with him, the risk is high. Like I said.
“Got it. And Ilya?”
“Right. You’re his boss and his emergency contact, so this is a two-in-one call. I’m categorising the drop as isolative. Lucid.”
“Yeah. That’s how it usually goes.”
“He’s in one of our bedrooms. I took basic body reedings: bad, but stable. We can bring in a professional sub for him, but his B.E.A.R.S. emergency requests sheet states that he prefers domination diaries. I’ve left him with the files on the tablet. He’s not using it. He’s just lying on the bed.”
“Shivers?”
“Yes. He seemed exhausted.”
“So Ilya let you put him in the room? He didn’t insist on going home?”
“Oh, he insisted, but I won’t release him from the med care without establishing proper supervision, so he stays here for now. For his own safety. Question is, whether we should push for a session with a real sub right away, or let him be for now? He says he wants to be alone, but that could be the isolative drop speaking.”
“Yeah, Svetka, and then there’s also another layer of fuck-up on the horizon, right? If Shane drops tomorrow, the only person able to take him out of it might be Ilya. That's how his last emergencies went, with the whole Kent failure. But I’m not letting Ilya in his current state near anybody who’s not a professional, you know this.”
“So if they both drop, we’re stuck, huh? Fuck, what a mess. I’m changing my flight as we speak, I’ll be there tomorrow morning. Don’t bother Ilya for now. Give him blankets, water, food. The usual. No people, if that’s what he’s asking for.”
“Are you sure…? I was telling this to Rose already: he dropped fast and hard. I don’t see how he can bounce back with just some pre-recorded audio assistance. I’d prefer to have a dynamic professional take care of him. I can suggest a few names, if our own are too close to home.”
“It’s his depression, Hay. He’s always been like this. His drops trigger the episodes, it gets all tangled together and becomes a different thing entirely. You won’t get him out of it easily, even with a talented sub. He has to kind of ride it out. Days, not hours. You can’t stop it once it starts.”
“Fuck.”
“I know. Make sure he takes his meds, yeah? I’ll take care of him once I get there.”
“Fuck, Svetka. I might cry.”
“Yeah, her eyes are wet. I kind of hate this too. Poor motherfucker.”
“Pity party later, guys. Do you have a game plan for our VIP?”
“Well, yes. In the morning, Rose will inform him that the session has ended. Our official version of the story is that Ilya got sick. She’ll present it in a way that implies it’s something casual, like food poisoning, ya know? That explains why he left so suddenly and kind of kills any feelings of abandonment or guilt. It might be enough to save us from Shane’s drop, if we’re lucky.”
“Sounds good. Just… Maybe you should be the one talking to him, not Rose. How long is your shift?”
“Fuck my shift, come on.”
“I’ll tell Jackie you said that.”
“Please, don’t! Lana, yes, it can be me talking to Shane, but Rose is the face of the business when you’re not here. I thought it’s the right way to go, especially with the VIP client. No?”
“Ah, you’re probably right. But he knows you. And I want you to take his readings before he leaves. Do what you think is best, but let's keep the number of people in that apartment at no more than three, okay?”
“Okay.”
“Fine by me, Svetka.’
“I’ll keep you updated on Ilya.”
“Keep me updated on them both.”
“No. Rose and I will handle the client. Focus on your family.”
“Thank you. And, Rose? Go through the database and see who could be a good match for Hollander. Look at other facilities, not only ours. Just in case he does drop anyway. I’d hate for us to be a facility that causes emergencies instead of fixing them.”
“Yup. Understood.”
* * *
Eventually, Ilya is taken home. 
The curtains in the windows of his bedroom are drawn shut to keep it dark at all times, because the idea of daylight – mornings, especially – fills him with dread.
Svetlana comes by every day and brings soup: Russian solyanka his mother used to make. It's nice of her, he knows it is, but a part of him hates it when she's here. Which then makes him hate himself for being an ungrateful asshole. And there is nowhere to run from this.
The thing is, alone, Ilya can cosplay as a person, at least inside his own head. But when someone else appears nearby, no matter how good their intentions are, they become a point of reference for what a functional person should be. And then, in comparison, Ilya becomes a motionless carcass – left on the side of life, all mangled and repulsive, and absolutely useless. 
It will pass, but that knowledge gets lost under the overwhelming, paralysing, numbing feeling of not being enough and not having enough, never, ever, in every context and every scenario. A failure so great and rooted so deeply, over such a long period of time, that from the hundred different ideas of how to fix it not a single one is worth considering. It would just be a waste of time.
Everything is cold.
He crawls out from underneath the blankets only to piss. He takes the meds handed to him. He lets Sveta talk about the pop culture scandal of the day and drifts to sleep to the sound of some pre-recorded sub promising he's trustworthy and good, and something somebody could want and need.
The issue is… Well, the issue is, he tried so hard, and yet, here he is again. 
So what’s the fucking point?
They say sick dogs wander off to die alone.
(It’s a lie.)
On day eight Ilya has a random thought that the streak of sunlight on the wooden floor of his bedroom looks pretty.
On day nine he gets back to the surface. 
For him nine days is considered a pretty short drop. The first person he thinks about once he’s out of it is Sveta. The second one is, predictably, Shane Hollander.
* * *
He goes running in the evening, to the gym in the morning and to the office in the early afternoon. The fastest way to know if Hollander dropped because of him on that day would be to text Svetlana, but Ilya can’t bring himself to ask.
He types the password without looking – a muscle memory acquired through the years.
Red letters jump at him from the laptop screen.
ACCESS DENIED:
medical clearance revoked
Oh. 
OH, there is something pleasantly, comfortingly familiar in being flooded with desire to murder Hayden Pike. 
He stomps down to the med room with an expression furious enough that when he passes Luca in the corridor, the boy doesn’t even welcome him back.
Ilya opens his mouth at the same time as he opens the door.
“WHAT DO YOU THINK–”
“It’s not Pike’s shift,” Cassie interrupts him, absolutely unbothered by the tone and the volume of his voice. “Nice to have you back, Ilyusha.” She stole that nickname from Svetlana a long time ago. “Judging by the Hayden-related hatred in your eyes, you’re feeling much better.”
“Da.” He admits reluctantly, pausing in the doorway. Even after all these years, it catches him off guard sometimes: other people caring. The annoyance is still sitting on his shoulders, but he relaxes them anyway. It can slide down. “Pike locked me out of the system. You give me clearance back, yes, Better Boodram?”
She nods.
“Sure! But Hayden revoked your clearance following Sveta’s request, honey. So I’m not doing shit until you talk to the boss. Sorry, love you, miss you when you’re gone!”
Anxiety slides its slippery fingers around him slowly. There could be a few different reasons for this, so of course his brain latches onto the worst ones first.
* * *
“Medical leave.” Ilya repeats bitterly.
Everything Svetlana does always looks elegant. Even when she simply nods.
“Three weeks. You'll be back after New Year’s. Good timing, no?”
“Sveta.”
She shrugs innocently.
“You can think about it as a longer Christmas break.”
“Sveta.”
“Ilya.”
Her light tone and polite gaze morph into something much more familiar: sharp, focused, slightly annoyed. A tough, sisterly love. They don't share the same blood, but that does not matter. 
He’s still catching his balance after coming back up. Colors are bright, food has taste and air gives so much oxygen it almost makes him dizzy. It’s good – he’s good – but it is possible that his standards are lower than most people, at least when it comes to his own wellbeing.
He shifts in the chair, feeling caught. Svetlana always sees past his bullshit.
“I have clients,” he tries anyway.
He also has questions, important ones, but he’s scared to ask.
“The clients will wait for you to come back or they will leave and find somebody else. I'm perfectly fine with both scenarios.”
“You can't be serious.”
“I am.”
He grimaces and starts taping his fingers on the armrest of the chair. He needs a cigarette.
Her gaze softens.
“It's been a while since you dropped, Ilyusha. A long while since you dropped hard and fast like that. I need you to take a break, distance yourself. Rest. Reset. Let's be safe about this.”
That sounds very healthy and very boring. Ilya doesn't have anything to do outside of work. There's gym and an occasional party or two. Late night drives. Doom scrolling. Video games, maybe a movie. That's pretty much it. Work is the centre of his life. Actually, that might be exactly what Svetlana is worried about.
They stare at each other in silence for a while. 
Eventually, he swallows his pride.
“Thank you for taking care of me.”
“Always.” She responds fast and effortlessly with a word that should weigh so much. ”How are you?”
“Fine.”
It’s a shitty response, but not a dishonest one. So.
“I want Cassie to do a basic check-up before you leave.”
“Mhm. Of course you do.”
Now his leg is bouncing, restless.
She gives him a careful look.
“Do you want to talk about it?”
They say slavic people are very direct. It's mostly true. Ilya loves that part of his culture, but he also enjoys being a bastard sometimes. Especially when it shields him from talking about feelings.
“About what?” he asks, even though he knows exactly what she means.
She clocks it and raises his eyebrows in a silent: reeeally?
“About why you dropped.”
“Ah. No.”
A beat of silence.
She nods slowly.
“Okay. I get that. But I have to say something as your boss, all right?” She makes a pause. “I trust the professionals I hired. Your sessions are your own and I stay out of it. Unless the client reports an issue, of course. I also allow you all to handle your own aftercare however you see fit, as long as you visit the med room for the routine check-ups. Mistakes happen, sure. But…” For the first time during this entire conversation, she looks hesitant. “For a drop to happen during a session, Ilyusha? That's a lot. And I know you bought a session with Kip not so long ago, which in this context is even more worrying, because it suggests even resetting under a professional care did not stabilize you for long.”
Ilya's shoulders tense up again. It's not as bad as it used to be, but sometimes he still gets defensive before an attack even comes. Just in case.
There's no one, universal way to do aftercare on a job. The client gets it yes, obviously. But the professionals… Asking for it directly from a client is not as common as one might assume.
Sometimes a session is a pure performance on the worker's side. No emotional engagement means no emotional toll, so all they have to do is drink water, really. In other cases one might not be able to process aftercare on the job. As long as they stay in the room, they are working, after all. It's common, especially with those in committed relationships, to then seek the aftercare later, after work, with a partner. Or to do something else entirely – a routine perfected over the years.  
Ilya has a system, of course. He's usually good at keeping an emotional distance, and when he isn't, he decompresses with casual sex. That's why he has a safe roster of names. And if it's not enough, he can always buy a professional session. 
This time, he's done both and it got him nowhere. 
And Svetlana has clearly caught on.
The starved dog inside of him is growling. In the air, there's a threatening stench of a possibility that something important will be taken away from him.
They continue to observe each other carefully. The looks become charged and it is suddenly very obvious that this conversation is happening between two dominants.
Ilya breaks the silence first.
“What is your point, Sveta?” 
“You expressed your concerns to me, before you accepted Hollander as a client,” she begins, leaning more into her professional tone. It’s not always the easiest combination: an ex-lover, a best friend and a boss, all in one. “I did not take them seriously. I feel like maybe that was a mistake.”
His leg is still bouncing. He needs information. 
“Are you going to tell me?” he demands.
“Tell you what?”
“Cut the bullshit. Did he drop after I left?” His throat tightens and the next question barely squeezes through. “Did you give him another dom in my place…?”
“No.”
The way his body relaxed at that is so noticeable, it's kind of pathetic. He sinks deeper into the chair and his leg finally stills.
“I wasn't in the room,” Svetlana continues, “but Hayden and Rose said he was more worried than anything else. They told him you got sick, to avoid causing emotional distress.”
Oh thank fuck. Hollander– Well, no, clients in general shouldn’t see his weaknesses. 
“He called four days ago to ask how are you doing. And when your calendar will be open for appointments again. But mostly the first one, I think. He sounded genuinely concerned. A little guilty too, maybe?” Her lips twist into a smile. “It was very cute.”
Ilya fights back his own grin. She’s right, Hollander is cute sometimes, though there’s a high chance he’d bite and scratch if somebody said that to his face.
Her smile fades too quickly.
“Ilya, this whole thing worries me. The medical leave–” She looks for the right words. “Maybe you should use this time to decide if it’s good for you to have him as a client.”
Ilya frowns. 
“You think he is bad for me?”
That sounds… It's hard to describe how that makes him feel, but the emotion is definitely not pleasant. It's also quite foreign. Until now, Ilya was mostly focused on the fact that maybe he is bad for Hollander. To look at it the other way round seems absurd.
“I have no idea,” she admits openly. “I’m not a part of what you have, I’m not in the room during the sessions. I’d like you to answer that question, once you get some rest, free time and perspective. Okay? Whatever you decide, I'm with you.”
Ilya could have become a real piece of shit, like his brother, and live among other pieces of shit. In some ways, life would be easier then.
He feels too exposed, suddenly, so he scoffs and hides behind sarcasm. 
“Okay. Anything else? Will you not ask: how does it make you feel?” 
She rolls her eyes.
“I'm not your therapist.”
“Good. You are too scary to be therapist.”
“Rude! And not true. I changed my mind, tell me. How does that make you feel?”  
He shows her a middle finger.
Warm – is how he answers the question in his head. Hollander worrying about him makes Ilya feel warm.
* * *
Somebody exchanges the last two puffs of their joint for Ilya’s cigarette and he takes it gladly, with a dangerous smirk.
“There’s more upstairs,” the girl lets him know. 
His wolfish grin widens. That weed is going to be his new target, if he manages to find it in this big-ass mansion packed with hot people. He’s currently staying away from alcohol, because his drop ended barely three weeks ago and those two things never mixed well.
The medical leave ends in one day. 
It wasn’t so bad. He worked out like crazy, bought himself a new video game and visited the dog park every day. Sometimes owners let him pet the pups. 
He watched hockey, too, and thought a lot about how well he’s doing with not-thinking about the things he was supposed to not-think about. 
The office Christmas party went fine. People brought their plus ones and he called Scott Hunter a dinosaur only twice. Then on the 25th he had dinner with Sveta and that was it for the celebration. He doesn’t care about that, hasn’t cared for a long time. In Russia Christmas is not even on the same day as in Canada. New Year’s Eve is what he considers the day of a real celebration and that’s why he’s now pushing through the dancing crowd. 
Sveta is the one who brought him and Rose here. She’s friends with the girl who owns the house – a high fashion model. Ilya didn’t need much convincing after hearing that. 
He’s feeling good right now. Too good, maybe – a high high after a low low – but he lets himself have it. Especially on New Year’s Eve, come on.
Upstairs, he just follows the smell of weed. 
The room is impressively big, dimly lit and filled with smoke. Svetlana would call the decor here eclectic, Rose would say Stoner Boho Chique. Ilya thinks: ugly, but walks further inside anyway.  Small groups of people are scattered around, lounging in different places and positions.
He can barely hear the music from downstairs here. It’s just a low bass vibrating through the floor, resonating in his bones and mixing with the pleasant buzz in his own head. 
It takes him about one minute to end up with a big, fat, freshly rolled joint in his hand, and that’s after he refuses a bong. 
God bless socialites.
A couch on the opposite side of the room is facing the other way, but it looks almost empty, though it’s not super easy to tell in this lighting. Once he gets close and begins to round it, he registers in the corner of his eye that the body that’s sinking into the cushions on the other end of it is male and fit. 
He sits down with a pleased hum, leans back, spreads his legs comfortably and doesn’t adjust the partly opened, black shirt even as it shifts against his body, revealing almost half of his chest. Ilya used to be a lot of things and a slut was one of them, so he knows how he looks and sounds. Because of his job – the safety of the clients – he doesn’t fuck complete strangers anymore, but he’s in a mood to flirt, make out, maybe exchange a sloppy handjob. 
Not everything he does at the B.E.A.R.S. is sexual, but a lot of it is and it turns out his body has gotten used to a certain amount of sexual exchanges in a week. On medical leave, he’s been deprived of it.
He lights up the joint, inhales, holds the smoke, exhales slowly and only then finally rolls his head lazily to the side to see who is sinking into the cushions next to him.
And a bark of laughter bursts out of Ilya, so forceful his whole chest shakes with it.
A familiar face blinks uncharacteristically slowly, taking him in. 
“I can't possibly be this stoned,” Shane Hollander declares, frowning. 
His head rests against the back cushion, face turned to Ilya. His body seems so loose, it’s unclear if he can even turn it back.
Ilya’s grin is a product of disbelief, glee and insanity, because what the actuall fuck? They are in Montreal, yes, okay, but from what he’s heard and read, Hollander doesn’t go to almost any parties. Especially not ones like this. Even if he did, there’s so many of those tonight. 
And it feels absolutely ridiculous for them too meet randomly at a party twice in a row, when they don’t even live in the same fucking city.
Ilya briefly wonders if this could be Svetlana and Rose scheming together for some reason, but that seems even more insane. Then again, when those two get together, they are dangerous.
Shane blinks at him slowly again. He’s as pretty as ever, but Ilya has never seen him this relaxed. What a fucking treat, to see this without putting any work in. 
“Hollander,” he greets slowly and takes another drag of the joint. Then he leans forward and puts it away for now, onto a small tray that’s already waiting on the coffee table. 
Hollander follows the movement. Ilya can see the cogs in his pretty head turning, slowed down by the weed.
“You don't look sick.”
Ah. Well. They have unfinished business, don’t they? 
Fucking hell. Honestly? At this point Ilya is about ready to accept that this man is a permanent trouble assigned to him by some cosmic forces. He’s just yet to figure out if it’s a punishment or a reward. 
Right now it feels like a reward.
“I am feeling better.”
Shane licks his lips. They probably feel dry.
“I was worried.”
Ilya hums.
“Why?”
“‘cos… I want you to feel good.”
Oh, this kitten is high as fuck. Ilya might not be prepared for Hollander’s lack of brain to mouth filter, but lord, he wants to have fun with it.
“Are you good?” Hollander pushes, words falling off his tongue a bit clumsily. There’s genuine worry in his eyes. “Are you okay?”
He’s sweet.
“Da.”
“What happened?”
“Nothing.” Ilya sinks lower into the couch cushion with a quiet sigh. “I got ill. Sorry.”
“Was it my fault?”
The question catches Ilya by surprise. He frowns. Hayden and Rose supposedly made sure that Hollander does not think that.
Hollander is staring right back at him, usure, worried, almost sad and so fucking open. Things just fall out of that pretty mouth. Real things, emotionally charged things, things they should never touch or deal with by having a very serious, probably professional conversation. Instead, it just spills all over them now, smelling of weed, in a dimly lit room, on a couch that’s way too comfortable, with a soundtrack of muffled conversation and an echo of the bass from downstairs. On New Year’s Eve. 
What the fuck is this? Who the fuck is writing this script?
Ilya wants to touch him. Hollander looks so fucking warm and sweet, and kissable. 
He thought he was getting over it. Now all he wants is to get on top of it.
“Ilya?”
Fucking hell. 
Don’t say my name like this.
Ilya has smoked some weed too, so instead of spiraling, he lets the feeling of acceptance wash over him. Now, here’s a crazy idea: let’s enjoy this.
“Was not your fault, no.”
He’s not lying. The drop has been building for a while. Ilya should have known. It’s his job to know.
Shane makes a frustrated sound. It comes out a bit whiny. 
“You left so quickly. And I was an asshole.”
Ilya smirks at that.
“Da.”
“Heyyy.” Hollander grins back, chuckles, sighs. Then the worried face is back. His eyes are shining. “Ilyaaa. Are you really okay?” 
This time, as he repeats the question, Hollander leans in. He places a hand high on Ilya’s thigh and puts his weight on it as he leans in and then twists his head to somehow face Ilya while Ilya is facing forward. It feels like he’s trying to peek behind Ilya’s irises straight into his mind and read the answer from there.
Curious kitty.
“You ask too many questions.”
It’s not funny, but Hollander laughs, because he’s stoned and Ilya laughs because he’s hungry. When Hollander sinks back into the cushions again, he doesn’t move his hand. It stays on Ilya’s legs, warm and heavy, way too high.
Ilya glances around discreetly, trying to gauge how dangerous that is. Because nothing changed. They are still a closed sub and a professional dom. Not a good combination in public, that. But the room is quite dark, so he doesn’t push Hollander’s hand right away. In a moment. Maybe.
There’s a part of Ilya that likes how messy this is. Exciting. Hot. 
Oh, he’s horny tonight. 
But he also knows he can’t reach out and take, because this is a client. He shouldn't.
He might.
He grabs the joint again, lights it up once more and inhales, letting another wave of warm, heavy peace settle over him. He can feel Hollander’s gaze on himself. Good. Ilya knows he looks good when he smokes.
The hand on his thigh tightens its grip.
“Give me.”
Ilya raises his eyebrows at him.
“Who are you? Where is real Hollander? No parties, no fun, no relaxing. That one.”
Hollander chuckles. It’s low and lazy, and bitter.
“I gave uppp. This is me, giving up.”
“What…?”
“Don’t be an asshole. Share with me.”
“Ask nicely.”
Hollander’s already wide pupils widen even more, swallowing the irises almost entirely. The air is thick, but not from smoke. Then he blinks and smiles in a way that’s surprisingly cocky.
“Please.” 
He licks his lips again. His fingers dig even deeper into Ilya’s leg.
Ilya’s dick twitches. He glances around one more, because with Hollander so beautifully stoned, the burden of responsibility lies on Ilya. And Ilya is eyefucking his man so openly, if somebody was to take a picture, there would be no way to spin the story.
Bad idea, this.
He gets up, even though his body feels heavy. Hollander’s hand slides off of him in the process. Ilya looks down at him.
“Come.”
“What?”
Such a pretty, pretty face, looking up at him all confused. Lord, that boy is high.
“I give you more weed, but not here. Too many people. Come. We find better spot.”
“Hm. Bossy.”
“Hollander.”
Hollander giggles, which quickly turns into a full on laughter. Ilya laughs at him, not with him, but it probably doesn’t matter. When Hollander stumbles over something, Ilya grabs him to help him catch balance and from there they seem to be colliding into each other with every other step, amused and relaxed, and stealing the casual touches shamelessly. 
They find a room that is a room, the end. There’s no people inside, but a rug in the middle, and Ilya kind of stops looking around after that. The mansion feels endless, so they should be fine. 
They sit on the rug.
Hollander takes the joint and the lighter from Ilya. His movements are slow but confident, almost arrogant. He takes a puff, licks his lips, takes another, smaller one.
Ilya watches him like a hawk, feeling the hunger grow. It’s different from the other times. Slow. Heavy. Crawling towards them both on the floor.
Hollander is different too. He gives Ilya the joint and immediately lays down onto his back. His body is as big and beautiful as ever, and even more delicious when it’s this relaxed. Loose everywhere. 
Ilya is curious how much cock Hollander would be able to take without prep, when he’s like this.
He takes a drag of the joint, then puts it out on his own tongue and leaves it on the floor nearby, for later. 
He lies down next to Hollander. The ceiling is floating pleasantly. Ilya hums, formulating the next step of this in his head. 
Curiosity comes oddly late. He overlooked it earlier, clearly.
“Hollander.”
“Mhm?”
“Why are you smoking weed? Why you say you give up?”
Hollander laughs. This one is bitter again.
“I got benched last game.”
Ah. Ilya didn’t watch that one. 
“Played so bad, coach had enough,” Hollander’s words are slurring together a bit. “Is… Uh.” He falls quiet for a moment and it’s hard to say whether he’s looking for words or lost his train of thought. “I think they will take my captaincy away before the season even ends. Or for the playoffs, at least, it… ah, well. If we make it. Makes sense, huh? Is… Fuck. I try so hard, you how? All I do is try so hard and… It’s all… Yeah. Like, I’m not good at other things. Just this one. And now not that, even… Wow. How useless is that?”
It’s very bizarre for Ilya to hear his own insecure thoughts spoken in the voice of Shane Hollander, NHL star. The universe might be broken – splitting and shifting for no reason.
His finger brushes against Shane’s hip. 
“Is shitty playing my fault? I gave you bad session.”
Shane stretches on the floor and hums quietly.
“I liked the session. The shitty part is waiting for more. My body is fucked–”
Oh, Ilya can testify that it is not, in fact, fucked. Not properly, at least.
“–you know, so it sucks when I have to wait to get more.”
Waiting to get more. Hollander’s stoned mind uses words in a way that drives Ilya mad.
And he talks so much. No filter, nothing. It’s insane. It’s like somebody switched off the difficult part of that pretty brain.
Ilya glances at his profile, while Shane’s gaze remains trained on the ceiling.
“Sorry.”
Hollander makes an odd noise that probably was meant to be dismissive or reassuring. 
Ilya keeps staring. Now he wants more too. He wants to hear what else a stoned Shane Hollander might admit to him.  
“But you did not drop. Before, you dropped very easy.”
Hollander licks his lips again.
“Was not an option…” 
Ilya laughs quietly.
“Is not how it works.”
Hollander’s face rolls to the side. His pupils are wide, his lips are wet. He looks at Ilya, confused.
“But you were sick.”
Ilya frowns.
“What?”
Hollander is back to staring at the ceiling.
“You know. I can't drop when I can't have you. It makes no sense. It would be a– a logistical issue... Oh, hey, the shadow of this lamp looks like a duck.”
Please wait. Ilya’s brain is rebooting.
 
All right. He’s back.
What the fuck did he just hear?!
Wow. The floor feels like it’s moving. He decides to freak out about everything later and goes back to admiring this man. That’s easier.
Ah, but then again…
“But you are okay? No drop risk?”
Hollander hums and stretches once more, this time extending his hands all the way above his head. 
Sleepy kitty. Ilya drags his gaze up and down the fit body hidden underneath a boring outfit. 
“Yeah,” Hollander sighs. “No. Dunno. Got a new dildo. It's purple.”
Ilya grins so hard, his face is hurting. He rolls over to the side to look at Hollander’s face properly.
“You are very stoned.”
Hollander laughs.
Once again, it makes Ilya laugh too.
“You should make more submission guides,” Hollander informs him seriously, once the wave of the baseless amusement passes. Then he scrunches his nose. “I listened to everything so many times, I think I could… Like I could recite it. Probably. That’s… too many times. Definitely.”
The most difficult man has turned into the easiest man and Ilya is getting drunk on it. He reaches out finally, finally and brushes his thumb against the freckles.
“Maybe you should stop talking, kotik.”
“I knoooow.” He’s grinning again.
Clients are off limits. And Ilya can’t devour a person that’s unable to consent to being devoured. His dick is getting interested anyway, as he catalogues the line of Hollander’s thorat, the wetness of his lips and the length of his dark eyelashes.
Ah. Ilya’s life is so hard.
He pushes himself up and straddles Hollander. His knees land on both sides of Hollander’s hips and when he looks down, it’s the most perfect view.
Hollander looks consumed. Whether it’s desire or weed, or surprise, that doesn’t matter. He looks absolutely gone: lips parted, eyes wide.
Ilya allows himself to sit down, transferring the full weight onto the man. He’s an athlete made out of muscle, he can take it.
Hollander just lies there and takes it, staring up at Ilya, transfixed. Too out of it to even lift his hands and touch.
Poor kitty is so gone. 
Feeling comfortable, Ilya reaches for the abandoned joint and lights it up one more time. It was big, but there’s not much left now. And he can tell this stuff is strong. He takes only one drag, but savours it. 
It feels good. It might be the best feeling in the world. He just fucking sits there, on top of pliant Shane Hollander, smoking a joint lazily while keeping eye contact.
He can feel it when Hollander’s cock begins to harden underneath him. He’s unable to stop the wolfish grin.
Hollander finally regains the ability to speak and move. He reaches up for the joint.
“Give me.” 
Ilya slowly rolls his hips. As a punishment.
“Nicer,” he warns.
Hollander gasps and tries to arch into it, to get something, but Ilya’s weight is keeping him down. Instead of getting frustrated or angry, he gets amused and grins. It’s a sloppy expression. Fucked-out.
“Fuck off.”
“Okay. No more for you.”
“Heyyy.”
Now Hollander pushes himself up on one hand, trying to grab the joint.
Ilya shoves him back down with ease and his palm stays splayed on Shane’s chest. He doesn’t even say anything and the pressure isn’t much. He keeps Hollander pinned down mostly with just the dark gaze alone. It's thrilling.
And to think this is the man who spat on him. Hah. 
The joint – now just a small piece – gets put out on Ilya’s tongue and discarded to the side again. Now that both of his hands are free, he grabs Hollander’s wrists and guides his hands up, above his head, where they get pinned to the floor.
It’s different from what they know. There’s no exciting struggle this time. Ilya coaxes Hollander into the submission effortlessly. The body is open, pliant. Ready.
Fuck, he looks so ready when Ilya is leaning over him.
Time slows down. The room shrinks. The air is gone, replaced by the fogg of desire.
Hollander’s throat moves as he swallows thickly.
“Are you going to kiss me?”
The floor is swimming again.
“No.”
Hollander scrunches his nose in that kitten-like displeasure of his. Then he licks his lips. God, he keeps doing that and it’s distracting Ilya every time.
“Why? I am not your client right now.”
Wow.
“But you still are trouble.”
Hollander blinks.
“I'm sorry?”
Ilya laughs at the confused expression, flexing his fingers around Hollander’s wrists. He can feel his pulse.
“Is okay.”
Something about Hollander’s expression changes. He’s still not testing Ilya’s grip, but he squirms underneath him slightly.
“Tell me something nice?” he requests.
He sounds… anxious. His pupils are still just two pits of need.
So fukcing sweet.
They really shouldn’t be doing any of this.
“I like your freckles.”
“Oh.”
Ilya leans down and licks them. The ones on Shane’s left. He drags his tongue up from the middle of the cheek and the tip of it flicks Hollander’s eyelashes on accident as he pulls back with a quiet growl of pleasure.
Hollander shivers underneath him, now fully hard. He doesn’t say anything. He just gazes up at Ilya, as if Ilya invented desire and got a patent for it.
It’s so fucking ridiculous – all of it – that Ilya laughs quietly.
“Sober Shane would scratch my eyes out for this,” he murmurs in a low voice that sounds oddly wrecked and leans down again to kiss the freckles on the other side. For symmetry.
His mind goes blank for a moment and his lips wander lazily – the cheek, the corner of Shane’s mouth, the line of his jaw. Once the thoughts return, he pulls back, but his mouth feels hot and tingling. His whole body does.
Hollander is purring underneath him. Ilya will not be convinced that the sound could be called anything else. He can feel the body shift, relaxing even more. Adjusting to the state of being owned. Hollander's eyelids drop.
Ilya watches it all, every tiny movement. It makes him feel invincible. 
“Sober Shane is boring,” Hollander responds with a big delay, quiet and not articulating the words very well. He sounds blissed out. “Marlow always says that.”
Ilya’s grip on his wrists tightens.
“Who the fuck is Marlow?”
Shane chuckles. His eyes open again. 
“My teammate. He's fucking a model. This is her friend's house, I think.”
Ilya spent so many years with no hockey players and now they are everywhere he turns. What the fuck.
“You don't think at all,” he shoots back dumbly.
Hollander is still smiling underneath him.
“I know. It feels good.”
There’s that fucking honesty again. And that torturous choice of words. Fucking hell.
Ilya doesn’t respond. He’s too busy convincing himself fucking Shane Hollander in stranger’s mansion, on the floor, while he’s totally, absolutely high, is not something he’s allowed to do.
“If I get you more weed, will you kiss me then?”
Hollander’s tone is quite normal – polite but confident – but that doesn’t matter. Ilya knows begging when he sees it.
“No.” He lets go of Hollander’s wrists and sits up straight.
“Asshole. You made me horny.”
Ah. The claws are coming out.
“I think weed is doing that,” Ilya corrects him.
It’s meant to be a joke, but Hollander’s stoned brain decides to take it seriously. He shifts underneath Ilya, seeking friction, but doesn’t get anything. 
“You know people stare at you when you walk through the room, right? It's like… Yeah.”
If Ilya is not mistaken, Hollander just told him that he’s hot. 
“They do same with you.”
“Because they want to know my secrets.”
“If you call your dick a secret, then sure, Hollander. That.”
The conversation got derailed, somehow. They share a silent look and then burst out laughing, for no fucking reason. 
Ilya rolls off of him and Hollander sits up to laugh more without choking, and it’s all a blur for a while. They finish the joint together. 
Once they finally settle again, with stomachs hurting from amusement, Ilya is laying on his back on the rug and Shane is sitting next to him, leaning against something. Ilya is yet to discover what the fuck is this room. He’s busy.
Gentle fingers sneak into his curls. He freezes.
“What are you doing?”
“I like your hair,” Hollander murmurs, high, high, high, playing with it as he speaks. “I was wondering if it is soft.”
“Okay. And?”
“Very soft.” Hollander confirms. He doesn’t take his hand away. 
When he scratches Ilya’s scalp gently, Ilya’s eyes fall shut against his will.
He knows Hollander is just stoned and this is a funny texture to touch, probably, or… whatever. He’s just here. He’s going to be here for a while, not-thinking. 
“Are you really okay?” Hollander whispers at some point.
“Nobody is really okay.”
“Oh. True. But tell me something.”
“What?”
“Dunno. About you. Feelings. Routine. Something.”
“Why?”
“I think about you a lot. It's tiring, making things up.”
Ilya doesn’t tell him about the drop, or the fact that his life is work and nothing more, or that he doesn’t have normal feelings, just a big, dark dog pawing at his ribcage. Instead, he talks about the dog park, and which pup is his favourite, and then it morphes into a weird conversation about clouds, then birds, of all things, because Shane Hollander is stoned. It will never get old. 
Then they are laughing again, but the fingers don’t leave his hair.
It’s nice.
Then it hurts, when Hollander has to yank his hand back and something gets tangled. 
Somebody opened the door.
“Hollander! Finally! Fuck, I’ve been looking! I bring you here to drown your sorrows in champagne and pussy, and you decide to hide?! What the hell!”
Ilya lifts himself on the elbows and glares.
“Hello. Who the fuck are you?”
“This is Marlow!” Hollander beams, tilting his head to look up. “Heyyy!”
The tall, annoying man named Marlow stills. He narrows his eyes, looks at Hollander, looks at Ilya, then at Hollander again.
“Woah.” His focused expression is replaced by a dangerous grin. “Holzy, are you high?! Oh, fuck me. This is amazing!” He shifts his attention to Ilya. “You did this? We should become friends. I've been trying to get this guy to loosen up and enjoy life for ages.”
“Mhm.” Ilya does not share his enthusiasm.
Marlow-man does not seem to notice. He extends his hand to Ilya.
“I’m Cliff.”
Ilya’s brain does a slow calculation. Hollander said Marlow is a teammate. 
Closeted sub. Professional dom. Risky business. All that.
He sits up and shakes the guy's hand reluctantly from the ground like that, without standing up.
“I’m Hayden.”
Hollander laughs so hard, he begins to choke on air. 
Marlow chuckles but doesn’t even try to understand what is so funny. He doesn’t seem bothered by being left out.
“Okay. Normal name, weird accent,” he comments to Ilya.
“You think you're funny?”
“You're literally grinning, dude,” the guy shots back easily.
All right. It’s the mean kind of humour Ilya can appreciate. He might grow to like this Keith guy. 
It was Keith, right?
He’s still here, standing above them with glee in his eyes.
“Fuck me, this is wild, Holzy. You. in this state! You!”
“You can go now,” Ilya announces.
“And miss this once in a lifetime opportunity to see Shane Hollander stoned? No fucking way. I probably should, like, keep an eye on him now anyway. Eh, fuck. That’s the bad part.”
Ilya almost rolls his eyes.
“I will keep him safe,” he announces, his tone shifting into something more serious and more authoritative. 
Marlow looks at him weirdly.
“Dude. You are literally as gone as he is.”
What? 
“Is not true. Liar told you that.”
“Sure, sure. Was it just weed or are you tripping on something else too?”
“Don't be rude, Clifffff” Hollander demands, but he’s smiling.
“Yeah, don't be rude, Keith,” Ilya agrees.
Instead of leaving or staying with them, Marlow steals Hollander away. 
Everything after is a blur. Ilya talks to people and dances with Sveta and Rose, and he remembers nothing except the one moment when he and Hollander lock eyes from across the room. They never find each other again after that.
* * *
Next day, when Ilya is fully sober and kind of rested, he realizes just how high he really was. There was no lock on the door and he climbed on top of Hollander without a second thought, then stayed there, smoking leisurely and admiring the pretty view. If somebody walked in then and recognized the famous NHL player, it would be a mess.
He jerks off to the memory anyway.
* * *
On the second day of January Ilya goes back to work. Half a day in, Sveta calls him to her office. She looks serious when she tells him to take a seat.
“Shane Hollander has called and requested to be removed from your client list. He also asked me to prepare a selection of other doms at the B.E.A.R.S. which could suit his unique needs and schedule.”
Ah. That’s funny. 
“No.” Ilya says calmly.
Svetlana frowns.
“What do you mean: no?”
“Only two letters in that word. Which one is unclear?”
“Don't get smart with me,” she warns. “I taught you this language. Now explain to me what the hell is going on.”
Ilya leans back in the chair. He feels… calm. Calm and collected, and dominant, and absolutely certain he knows how to handle it, though it’s hard to say where exactly that confidence is coming from. He just… He just knows. It’s his sub.
The kitten is embarrassed. He told Ilya so many delicious things.
“If he wants to drop my service, he’s gonna have to book a session, come here and say that to my face.”
Svetlana looks at him like he lost his mind.
“That is not how we do things. What are you even talking about? If the client tells me you’re done, then you’re done. You know that, Ilya. What the hell?”
He shakes his head patiently.
“Not this one. Trust me. This is how he communicates.”
“Excuse me?”
“Listen. He is so repressed and deprived, it’s all one big puzzle with him."
There’s no on and off switch with Hollander, even though this is a service. That’s just how he is.
"Tell him I would like to have one final session to properly resolve our professional relationship,” Ilya requests calmly. “Our last session ended abruptly, there is no closure. Is bad for a sub like him.”
Svetlana doesn’t look convinced. 
“Ilya, this is all one very small step away from looking like you’re in a full-time dynamic relationship with a client.”
“I am not. Tell him,” Ilya challenges. “See if he agrees.”
Hollander will.
And then Ilya will teach him a lesson in good manners. It's way overdue.
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  The appointment is scheduled for the evening, because staying for the night to sleep it off has become a built-in aftercare for Hollander – designed while keeping in mind that Hollander has to drive two hours to get home. 
Ilya's built-in aftercare is to not have any other appointments later that same day.
Three hours before the session, Ilya gets a notification from the system. 
HS1221 has updated the consent form.

Ilya freezes for a second, then clicks on it.
His screen gets flooded with the colour of desire.
Handjob (giving, receiving): green.
Blowjob (giving, receiving): green.
Anal fingering (receiving): green.
Anal toys (receiving): green.
Anal sex (receiving): green.
Choking: green.
Semi-permanent marking: green.
Ilya blinks, shocked. Hot craving pools into his stomach, radiating lower, but it’s immediately followed by an uncomfortable twist of anxiety that maybe he read Hollander wrong.
Because this could be read as a goodbye. Or a set-up for one, at least. 
A “let's make it count” type of session. 
A “something to remember me by” arrangement.  
Ilya's confidence wavers briefly. The starved dog under his ribs barks, both excited and scarred. He blinks, staring at the screen and trying to process it all.
He doesn't have much time to adjust to this development. That lovely motherfucker sprung this upon him three hours before their session. He just has to be fucking difficult. Just fucking has to.
Ilya can picture it: Hollander's furrowed eyebrows as he stares stubbornly at the screen, unsure, frustrated, and then finally clicks send, gets into his car and starts driving to Ottawa. 
Ilya is yet to tell Sveta whether he wants to keep Hollander as a client. He was supposed to reflect on that after a drop and he did. He analyzed his options carefully.
He doesn't do real relationships – he can't be allowed to have a sub, can't be trusted with one, because he'd fucking swallow them whole. He'd grip, pin down, obsess, isolate, consume – possessive, possessive, possessive – because he's been starving for years and there is no way to satiate that hunger gently. 
But he's also not strong enough to let go of that man completely. Not now, when he's gotten a sweet taste. It's probably already unprofessional, already unhealthy and toxic, because Ilya is good at ruining things. But he wants this work arrangement with Hollander either way, bitter or sweet. It's good to have it like this, hidden behind the clear boundaries of work. Locked away. Contained. This way, he can have it but not get lost in it. It's fine. This is what he needs. It’s enough.
And now it might not be an option anymore.
The dog in his chest is growling. 
* * *
Hollander steps into the room emanating that characteristic, frustrated energy of his, but it's partly dulled by the hesitation. It's not 1410. 
The room Ilya chose is quite big, with dark walls and a bed on the opposite end than the entrance. A single, comfortable armchair is positioned in front of it, almost in the center of the space, facing the door like a throne. 
Ilya is sprawling in it comfortably, watching surprise and suspicion flash on the pretty, freckled face before the angry kitten expression replaces it.
It's the first time Ilya got into the room before Hollander, not allowing Hollander even a moment alone to settle. It's also the first time Ilya sent him an instruction on how to dress beforehand: light athleticwear. 
Now Ilya lets his gaze lazily travel up and down the muscular frame, taking it in. White t-shirt and black athletic shorts. Predictably basic.
“Hello, Hollander.” 
Ilya observes as Hollander's eyes jump around the unfamiliar surroundings until he can no longer ignore Ilya's body. He swallows visibly, then presses his lips tight together, clearly annoyed with his own reaction. There's a faint flush on his cheeks when he nods stiffly in a reserved greeting.
“Rozanov,” he mutters reluctantly and turns to make sure the doors are properly closed.
Ilya's gaze travels to the tanned, muscular thighs which are partly visible, because the shorts don't reach the knee. He wants to lick the warm skin there. Instead, he cocks his head slightly, looking extremely unbothered. Bored, almost, except for his sharp, piercing gaze. 
“One set is 5 pull-ups, 10 pushups, 15 lunges. I decide when you're done. Go.”
Hollander's attention briefly shifts to the pull-up bar positioned to his right and Ilya's left. Then it's back on Ilya.
“What the hell is this?” He looks surprised and sounds annoyed.
Good.
“Discipline,” Ilya informs him calmly. “I assumed that you will come in here pissed off and with that fucking attitude of yours, and now I'm going to watch you sweat it out. Go,” he repeats, in a sharper tone this time, ordering Hollander to begin.
Hollander does not listen, because he’s Hollander. 
“Is this supposed to be… a punishment?” He sounds kind of bitter.
He seems to be too distracted to realise that the question suggests he himself thinks he deserves a punishment. Or was expecting to get one, at least.
Ilya stays quiet. He just raises his eyebrows with a warning in his eyes and points at the pull-up bar. He set it up and tested it personally earlier today.
Shane Hollander’s response is to scoff quietly, because Shane Hollander has not yet caught on that he’s in danger right now. 
“Well, if it is a punishment, I don't think it's a very good one,” he declares, eying the bar curiously. “You do remember I'm a professional athlete, right?” There’s a note of sarcasm in this voice.
Oh, oh, kotik thinks he knows better. Yeah, this is long overdue.
Ilya shifts in his chair slightly into an even more comfortable, dominant position. He's wearing grey sweatpants and a white tank top, nothing more. Not even shoes. His body is enough to summon the air of absolute control, but he usually dresses more formally for punishment days with clients. With Hollander, however, he always feels best when wearing comfortable, simple clothes he'd wear in his own home.
This fact will remain unanalysed. 
“I will not hit you, Hollander,” Ilya declares slowly, letting his voice drop. The words are rolling off his tongue with no hurry. He watches the sub carefully while his body remains relaxed. “I will not tie you up. I will not choke you, won’t put you on leash, won’t break skin or use electricity. But, trust me, my patience will be the most difficult thing you have ever endured.” The corner of his lip twitches threatening to form a satisfied smirk. Ilya nods at the bar again. “Begin.”
Hollander’s eyes widen with surprise – blink – darken with desire – blink – narrow as he glares. So his usual kaleidoscope of reactions, really. He grumbles something rude underneath his breath, but does a few arm circles to warm up his body and finally walks up to the bar to begin the workout. 
Five pull-ups is nothing for him. He drops down with his breath still even and glances at Rozanov, clearly proud of himself.
“This is really fucking weird, by the way,” he announces before dropping down to do the push-ups.
Ilya watches, not bothering to respond or to hide that he finds Hollander’s show of strength attractive. This is for him, after all. For his pleasure. He’s going to watch all he wants.
“You are very brave,” he comments casually after a moment. “Saying so many sweet things to me at New Year’s, then calling to quilt sessions behind my back and now all this rudeness. That’s very brave, Hollander.” He makes it sound like a genuine compliment, because he knows that will throw the man off.
“Shut up,” Hollander mutters, but his cheeks are pink and it’s not from the workout. Not yet.
Ilya suspects he’s thinking about the party now. That’s why Ilya brought it up. He wants it to be clear that he remembers. He wants those shameless confessions to sit here, in the tense, charged silence between them. 
The topic of ending their professional arrangement is a different case. Ilya uses it to taunt, but prefers to stay away from a serious conversation, because if they go there now, they might never get to anything else. And, selfishly, Ilya doesn't fucking want to talk about it. He can't seem to force himself to consider that request as anything else other than a cheap bluff. 
All that – later. For now, he has a workout to supervise.
His patience is connected to Hollander’s anticipation. His confidence – to Hollander’s nervousness. His control – to Hollander’s exhaustion. Ilya thinks about it as he watches Hollander go through the first, second, third set.
5 pull-ups, 10 push-ups, 15 lunges. Again and again.
Hollander is stubborn, but he’s not invincible. Eventually, he’s dripping with sweat, breathing hard and shaking visibly as he forces the muscles to strain and perform (for Ilya), pushing through the exertion.
“This is ridiculous,” he hisses, holding himself in a plank position as he gathers strength to dip into another push-up. “What do you even get out of it?!” That one comes out breathless.
“Is not for me.” Ilya half-lies. His emotions are all tangled up, private and professional continuing to mix dangerously. “You want new dom, da?” He’s unable to stop his own body from tensing up at those words, but manages to keep the voice mostly unaffected. “I have to make sure you are ready before I give you away. Is for my reputation, Hollander. You think others will go so easy on you? You think they will like a sub with that attitude, that rude mouth, that glaring? You need to be trained, so you don’t embarrass me–”
Hollander lets his knees touch the floor mid push-up.
“I– Yellow. Red. I don’t know, just–” He stumbles through the words, both fierce and lost, breathing uneven, head hanging low as he keeps his gaze on the ground. “Don’t talk to me like this.” 
Ilya should have seen this coming. The words left a bad taste in his own mouth half way through. Maybe they both have issues with the topic.
“Understood,” he responds, his voice tense not from anger, but guilt.
“Sorry,” Shane says quietly, shifting to seat on the ground. He’s still not looking at Ilya.
Ilya gets up and walks up to him. Hollander seems too closed off and embarrassed to have a serious discussion now and Ilya also doesn't fucking want to talk about it, not if it's real. He doesn't want to dismantle the whole scene either, but it’s still important to acknowledge that the use of safewords is good. So Ilya has to somehow navigate it now.
He leans down, curling his fingers around Hollander’s jaw, and gently tilts his head up, demanding eye contact.
“Not sorry,” he corrects. “Is very hot when you have boundaries,” he murmurs, letting his voice shift into something less demanding, more coaxing. 
Hollander's reaction is unexpected. His expression shifts into a mixture of relief, thankfulness and… awe? But there’s something so intense about his gaze, none of it comes off as sweet. Or maybe that’s just because Ilya gets only a few seconds to take it all in.
A strong hand grabs onto the material of Ilya’s tank top and he gets yanked down so hard, there’s an unmistakable sound of material being ripped. Ilya falls forward onto Hollander and then everything gets blurry for a moment as the room spins. Finally, his shoulder blades hit the cold wooden floor. Hollander pounces and heavy weight settles on top of Ilya with a cute attempt at aggression.
“You…” Hollander breathes out like an accusation, but never finishes.
His eyes are flooded with a dark kind of worship. He grabs Ilya by the shoulders, pinning him down, making sure the nails dig dip, then leans forward – impatiently, clumsily, desperately. 
For a brief moment it looks like Hollander is about to break Ilya's boundaries and force a kiss on the mouth, but he doesn't. He probably never would, there’s too much kindness hidden underneath all that pent up frustration. No, Hollander’s mouth crashes into Ilya’s jaw instead and he nips at it impatiently, letting out a grunt, clearly unsatisfied he’s deprived of the main thing.
The movements are almost frantic. He tightens his grip on Ilya’s shoulders and shifts his lips to the neck, sucking, biting, licking, kissing in a haze while his body all but shivers on top of Ilya.
Oh, Ilya got it wrong. This is not a kitten, but close. It’s a little lion, naive enough to think it can hunt. 
Lvionok.
Ilya’s fingers slide into Hollander’s hair. He tugs – a warning – but it’s obviously not enough. He lets the hand slide onto the nape of Hollander’s neck and squeezes hard, yanking his eager body back, like one would scuff a cat.
“No marks, you lunatic.” He can’t do anything about the warmth in his voice. “Contract says that.”
Hollander pushes forward, slipping out of Ilya’s grip, pressing close again.
“Come on,” he mumbles into Ilya’s neck, panting. He’s all sweaty and radiating heat, shaking with impatience and need. Frustrated – offended, even – that he’s not getting what he wants. “I can– fucking let me do something for you,” he tries to bargain, dangerously close to pleading. “Let me–”
Ilya grabs his jaw roughly, pushes his head back again and holds tight as gives them both a charged pause, while openly admiring Hollander’s sweaty face.
Pretty.
“You think you can distract me with that?” he challenges, amused, and pushes himself into a sitting position.
Hollander is forced to shift and lean back, and then when Ilya moves to get up, clearly not considering Hollander's weight as an obstacle at all, Hollander slides awkwardly off of him, to the side.
“I did not say you are finished,” Ilya points out casually. He takes off the ruined tank top, discards it on the floor and sinks back into the armchair. He nods at the pull-up bar. “Again.” 
It is, unmistakably, the voice of a dominant.
The kaleidoscope that is Shane Hollander begins to rotate once more. Annoyance, anticipation, frustration, disappointment, desire, need, curiosity, embarrassment, exhaustion, stubbornness – it all goes through his face, but only the last one remains. His nose twitches with a clear displeasure, almost as if the order had an annoying smell to it, but he doesn’t argue. His movements are slow when he drags the tired body up and moves to use the bar again.
Good.
Ilya is half-hard from simply watching it. He knew Shane Hollander is a fucking muscle machine, but to see it in person – that glorious body move with intent, showing strength that came from a strict, disciplined routine… Yeah. Ilya can appreciate the view from his comfortable spot, where he’s sitting rested and relaxed.
He had a plan to count how many sets Hollander does, but he gets distracted by the sweat glistening on the sculptured abs when Hollander takes off his sweat-soaked t-shirt. 
Now they are even, both shirtless.
Every set is being completed slower than the previous one. A bottle of water which was waiting near the bar is now empty, Hollander is breathing hard and makes noticeable stops between each exercise. Muscles are trembling, sweat is dripping down his neck
Lvionok is struggling. He’s on the push-ups again, barely managing to lower the body.
“Rozanov,” Hollander suddenly breathes, his voice trembling with effort. He glances at Ilya sprawled in the armchair. “I can’t, come on, how long has it been?” he pants. “Cone on, you asshole.”
Ilya just sends him a lazy smile.
“If you have energy to complain, you have energy to keep going.”
Hollander’s glare dissolves into something else, something pleading, but he stays quiet and goes back to the exercises. 
He has to struggle through two more sets before Ilya decides to show mercy.
“Enough.” A simple, casual command. 
Hollander groans loudly and collapses to the floor, lunges immediately abandoned. He sits there, panting, sweating and unwilling to move. 
Ilya gets up with a dangerous grin.
“You should say thank you,” he points out innocently, standing over Hollander.
Hollander’s lips twitch angrily, then he presses them tightly together and directs his scowl at the floor. Ilya can almost see the swallowed “fuck you” sliding down his throat. 
Well, then. Hollander is clearly learning.
The collar was in Ilya’s pocket all this time. He takes it out now and leans down to put it on the exhausted man on the floor. Hollander’s neck is scorching hot, pulse quick. He goes completely still, allowing Ilya to close the chain easily. See? Learning. 
Ilya tugs on the collar gently once it’s in place, because doing that always sends sparks of pleasure down his own spine. Hollander looks up almost expectantly. He doesn't avoid eye contact. He waits and observes Ilya carefully, trying to gauge where this is going.
It always hits Ilya like a fucking truck, when sweatness shines from underneath the complicated mess or repression and denial. The curve of his dick is now definitely noticeable through the sweatpants. He brushes Hollander’s cheek gently before he lets go.
“Stay here for me.”
Ilya brings him another bottle of water. Hollander drinks greedily, still all flushed from the exercise. Ilya watches from above, shirtless and with a dangerous smirk.
The next thing he takes out of his pocket is a piece of paper. He unfolds it without haste, feeling Hollander’s focused gaze on himself. 
“I have a list here, Hollander,” Ilya begins with a nonchalance that is clearly not to be trusted. “Had to print it out, you know? Was very hard to memorise all sudden changes, I did not get enough time.”
He turns the paper so that Hollander can see. There, listed in ink, clear and undeniable, are all the things Hollander marked as green on his consent form.
The moment Hollander realises it, his face goes red with embarrassment. But there’s also annoyance, and it wins, so he doesn’t look away. He keeps eye contact, his dark eyes shining with accusation.
“You’re really fucking mean today.” His voice is a bit hoarse from the exercise. 
Ilya chuckles.
“Oh, I am mean? Me? You tried to fire me without goodbye, Hollander.” He might be more pissed off by it than he realised. “And don’t forget last session. You were very, very rude then.” 
Hollander’s gaze drops at that. His cheeks are still flushed.
“Sorry,” he mumbles.
Ilya blinks, too surprised to hide it in time. 
Wow. Now, isn’t this a progress? He was expecting more glaring, to be honest. 
“Is okay,” he allows. “We fix it, da? This is very pretty list.” He holds the paper up again. “I think we chose two things. Something for me and something for you. Is fair that way.”
Hollander keeps his head down. Ilya tugs at the collar to get his attention and because he likes it.
“Eyes on me, lvionok.”
Hollander obeys, frowning at the foreign word. But his gaze catches on Ilya’s cock first, noticeably half-hard through the sweatpants, so when it travels all the way up, there’s a new sparkle of desire in his eyes, next to frustration and embarrassment.
Fuck, he’s always so pretty.
“I think you suck me off first,” Ilya decides, keeping his tone annoyingly light on purpose, because it’s a delicious contrast with the struggle Hollander is going through. “And then I think we will see if my fingers can reach deeper than your new purple dildo.”
“You– Fuck off!” Hollander hisses immediately, shocked and riled up by the obscene comment.
So being nice did not last long. That’s okay, it will be corrected.
Ilya sends him a wolfish grin.
“You think I don’t remember? You said so much, Hollander, but I remember it all. Now give me colour for the plan I suggested.”
Hollander glares. That’s to be expected. Ilya finds it cute, not because he’s infantilizing this man, but because this man is sitting on the floor, all sweaty and tired, with his collar on, tilting his head to look up, and he thinks one glare will somehow balance it out. 
“Colour, kotik,” he repeats. “You know it is important.”
“Green, but I hate you,” Hollander grumbles, like an echo from the previous session.
Ilya smirks.
“I think that is lime or olive,” he shoots back, because he, too, is a menace. “Come here.” His voice turns sharper for the order. He hooks a finger underneath the collar again and pulls Hollander towards the armchair, forcing him to kind of crawl on the floor.
Hollander is, predictably, not happy about it, but his body is too exhausted to put up any real fight.Once Ilya sinks down into the seat and he ends up kneeling between Ilya’s legs. He even opens his mouth, probably to swear or say something rude again, but Ilya is done with that. 
Before Hollander gets a word out, Ilya pushes two fingers down onto his tongue, while using the other hand to take his own cock out. He’s not exactly gentle about prying Hollander’s mouth open, forcing it closer and feeding him the fattening length. Only once his dick is tucked safely into the wet heat, Ilya relaxes his grip. 
“There,” he praises and brushes his thumb against Hollander’s freckles. “Show me signal for stopping.”
Hollander looks up with a frustrated expression, but his eyes are two dark pits of desire. His face is still flushed and sweaty, exertion clear. He taps Ilya’s calf three times as instructed, then shuffles into a more comfortable position and pulls back a bit to swirl his tongue greedily around the cock. Ilya quickly grabs his hair, pushes him back down and keeps him there, stuffed, with one cheek pressed against Ilya’s leg.
“Patience,” he warns, then shifts his hips slightly, feeding Hollander even more – almost all of it – with a quiet grunt of pleasure.
Hollander’s throat clenches desperately and he gags, almost chokes, his eyes watering, but Ilya’s firm grip keeps him there, forcing the body to relax instead of following its instincts to fight and reject the intrusion. His free hand wipes a teardrop that gathered in the corner of Hollander’s eye.
“Easy, Hollander. Easy. Don’t move, just keep it nice and wet, da? You can fit all, you did before.”
Hollander makes a half-grunt, half-whine, but doesn’t glare at Ilya this time, because his gaze loses focus as his mind goes somewhere else for a moment.
Ilya holds him firmly, unmoving, with lips stretched around the now almost fully hard cock and throat working to accommodate the intrusion. It feels criminally good to be buried in Hollander’s mouth. He’s been thinking about it way too much recently. 
“Good,” he praises. His tone is gentle and kind: a contrast to the forceful grip and rough treatment. “See, kotik, when I ask you something, ‘fuck you’ is a very rude response. And all that glaring should end also. Is always something with you, huh? So I think we will stay like this for a while. You need rest after workout anyway, don’t you?”
Ilya wasn’t lying. He has patience, a lot of it. His dick is twitching, fully hard and leaking in the wet heat, but he’s not moving and he doesn’t allow Hollander to move either. He keeps him on cock for a long while, cataloguing the small changes: the way Hollander’s shoulders become loose, his throat opens up, the saliva starts dripping messily from the corner of his stretch mouth… 
Hollander closes his eyes and keeps them like that, but the redness of his cheeks makes the embarrassment clear. That’s okay. Ilya pets his hair, satisfied with the view. 
Until he notices the movement.
“Hands on my thighs.” The order comes out sharp. “You don’t get to touch yourself.” 
Hollander grunts and the vibration of it makes Ilya’s hips twitch, pushing his cock a tiny bit truther. 
Fingers dig into Ilya’s thighs with reluctant obedience. Hard enough to bruise.
Ilya makes a disapproving sound with his tongue, grabs a fistfull of Hollander’s hair and hanks his head back, cock slipping out. A stripe of saliva sticks to Hollander’s lower lip and chin as he’s forced to look up. He looks dazed.
“I tell you no marks and you do this,” Ilya snaps. “You are allergic to listening.”
“‘m not,” Hollander mumbles defensively, then licks his lips. He is clearly getting closer to subspace – thoughts drifting, resistance melting away. His gaze drops back down to Ilya’s painfully hard dick. “Just let me…”
Ilya pushes the thumb into that wet mouth to help him focus and tilts his head back up, demanding eye contact.
“You want to suck my dick? Is what you need?”
“Not need,” Hollander manages with Ilya’s thumb in his mouth. Teeth graze it slightly as his jaw moves. “Don’t need it, just…” He keeps leaving the sentences unfinished.
Ilya gives himself a moment to take it all in. This is the same man who used to flinch from a simple, innocent touch. And now he’s kneeling between Ilya’s legs, all sweaty and wrecked, chin covered in saliva, looking up pleadingly because he wants to be fed cock.
This is Ilya’s opus magnum. He did that. It’s his.
He takes the thumb away.
“Speak clearly, kotik. I can’t understand you.”
Annoyance flashes briefly from underneath the fog of desire.
“I want to,” Hollander states impatiently.
“Want what?”
“You know.”
“I have no idea, Hollander.”
“You fu–” He stops himself halfway through the swear word. Images of going back to the workout or being denied the pleasure probably flash through his mind as he swallows the bratty response. He blinks, his fingers tighten on Ilya’s thighs. He drags his gaze down Ilya’s naked chest, shuffles even closer, places a kiss there – on the toned abs. Then another, and another, pushing his cheek right against the hard cock straining against Ilya’s stomach. Then he looks up and smiles softly. All innocent.
“Why won’t you let me?”
Oh, he’s playing dirty. And it’s working, because Ilya’s dick spurts a drop of precum and his animalistic hunger blinds him for a brief moment. There has never been anything in his life he wanted more than Shane Hollander.
But Ilya is good at this, so he pulls himself together between one breath and another.
“Ask for my dick nicely.”
Hollander swallows, clearly on the edge of complying and finally, finally letting everything else go and letting himself float… but it doesn’t happen. The denial and reluctance run too deep. He shakes his head and leans back, blinking the fog away. He suddenly looks ashamed and lost. Uncomfortable. His gaze darts away.
“I–” he sounds helpless. Almost sad.
Ilya’s heart breaks a little.
“Is okay, kotik,” he murmurs soothingly, reaching out to brush his knuckles against Hollander’s cheek. “Come here, I want you closer. I want you to make me feel good.” He switches the narrative instantly, hoping it’ll give Hollander the comfort he needs. “You know how. You have good mouth. I keep thinking about it. Come on. Easy.”
Fuck, Ilya has never worked this hard with a sub. He keeps slowly building certain situations around Hollander, until the only way forward is through. Like right now. 
He patiently eases Hollander’s mouth back onto his cock, keeps him there with a few murmured praises, and then tightens the grip in Hollander's hair and begins to slowly move his head, up and down, finally giving himself some relief. 
“Colour?” He asks, pulling Hollander off all the way for a moment.
Hollander glances up at him, his gaze all hazy again.
“Yeah,” he breathes out sweetly as a response, cock-dumb.
Ilya lets this one slide and feeds him more.
It’s slow and nice at first, each movement led by Ilya, so that the little kitty doesn’t have to get anxious about wanting something like this. But he starts to gradually speed up, his grip tightens, his movements become rougher, he thrusts up, pushing further down that throat, and even though there’s no singular, noticeable change, eventually Hollander’s face is getting fucked with a punishing force and speed.
And then, because today Ilya has no mercy left – even though it might appear to be different at the first glance – he lets go, leans back and gives the control back to Hollander. And the sub is so gone and greedy, he fucks his mouth onto that dick with the same amount of roughness. All by himself.
It’s not the best blowjob Ilya has gotten. Far from it – Hollander has a lot to learn. But it might be his favourite one.
Once he's close, he considers spilling down Hollander's throat to make sure the sub swallows it all. But there's another option, one worthy of an asshole, which tempts Ilya now. Rough thrusts have woken up his dark possessiveness and now he can barely control the urges. 
So he lets himself have it. 
He grabs Hollander by the jaw, pulls out with a his – so, so close to the edge – strokes himself a few times and shoots all over the pretty face of a serious NHL player. 
Now Ilya can check this one off of his bucket list.
Hollander blinks a few times, trying to shake off one drop of cum that's stuck to the dark eyelashes. He looks confused more than anything – too shocked to process it enough to get furious, too dazed still from having his throat wrecked – and it tells Ilya that nobody before him managed to do this to Shane Hollander.
“Pretty,” he says from above, because it's true. His voice is heavy with pleasure after a satisfying orgasm. 
His fingers itch for a cigarette.
Hollander blinks again.
“What?” His voice is deliciously hoarse. 
He's not in subspace, not yet. It's becoming clear to Ilya that he can quite easily get Hollander to the edge of it and have him there, all sweet and distracted, but actually getting him fully under is not easy at all.
Ilya grins and scratches Hollander's head, because the kitty earned a nice petting.
“Go shower, kotik. Bathroom is behind this door.” He points to the right.
Hollander would have to shower after the workout anyway. A little bit of sperm can't hurt.
“But…” Hollander's gaze drops down, where his own cock is straining painfully against the material of his shorts.
Would you look at that? If only Ilya cared.
“Shower,” he repeats. “And no touching yourself. I am not done with you yet.”
Pretty baby listens without arguing. Ilya is definitely getting somewhere.
* * *
After the shower, Hollander is a perfect combination of exhausted and horny, which was Ilya’s goal all along. It's laughably easy to spread him out naked on the bed. He still grumbles some complaints underneath his breath, fighting his own embarrassment, too proud to give into Ilya fully. But that morphes into sharp intakes of breath and needy grunts, when Ilya commits to sucking a trail of hickeys into Hollander's inner thighs. Because Shane, recklessly, checked leaving marks as green.
“Rozanov.” His hips try to jerk up, but Ilya’s grip doesn’t allow it. “Fuck, Ilya, come on.” 
There’s frustration in his tone, but Ilya would call this sweet begging anyway. Still, he ignores it and doesn’t shift his attention to Hollander's rock-hard, leaking cock. It’s punishment day, after all. And Ilya is a patient, patient man.
Hollander tried to avoid laying on his back, but failed. So now he throws an arm over his face, to hide the expressions somehow, embarrassed by how deeply the desire consumes him. They’ve managed to get quite far, all things considered, but just because Hollander allows all this to happen does not mean the internalized shame is all gone.
Ilya slides a lubed finger between his arsecheeks, looking up for any signs of disaster.
“Colour?” he murmurs, letting the finger catch on the rim briefly. He presses a kiss to Hollander’s hip bone, waiting for the answer. 
He was planning to be colder today. That idea got lost somewhere along the way, clearly.
Shane’s whole body tenses up for a moment. Then he makes a frustrated sound and his dick twitches helplessly, all covered in precum.
“Green,” he mumbles finally, his voice strained and also still horse from the blowjob. “Just– I need to come, please.”
Ilya makes a hum of approval.
“Shh, shh. Is okay. I have you.”
He presses the finger in gently, only to the first knuckle. Hollander tenses up immediately and tries harder to hide his face under his own arm. 
Touching Hollander’s dick would probably help, but Ilya refuses to go easy on him. Also, he needs to keep his grip on Hollander’s hip, to stop the man from jerking up. So he just rubs a soothing circle into the warm skin with his thumb and presses a kiss to Hollander's kee this time.
“Open up for me, Hollander. I will make you feel good.”
He pushes the finger further, all the way in, then begins to curl it, looking for the right angle. He knows when he finds it, because he almost gets kicked in the face.
“Oh my god,” Hollander groans. 
“There, huh? Good. Such a nice trick…”
Ilya rubs the spot again. Hollander bites down on his arm while his dick spurts another drop of precum. Ilya never met someone who leaks so much. It’s really fucking hot. He’s already wet like a girl, without even being properly touched. He probably wouldn’t need lube for a handjob.
Second finger takes a while, but Ilya gets it inside eventually. Hollander is a jerky mess at that point, so fucking deliciously responsive. Ilya knew he’d be like that. Made to be filled. He keeps massaging the prostate, relishing in every whine and choked-off moan, and the litany of “oh my god”. He can feel when Hollander is getting close, because he clenches down on Ilya’s fingers desperately and his thighs are shaking. 
Ilya presses a few kisses to Hollander’s stomach and his chest, looking up, drinking in the view.
“I want to see you,” he murmurs, because Hollander’s face is still hidden behind his arm. Ilya can’t shove it off without losing the right rhythm and angle of his other hand. “Come on, Hollander. Show me pretty face.”
Hollander ignores him. Maybe he didn’t even hear.
So Ilya’s fingers stop and the pressure is removed.
“Hollander.”
“Fuck. Fuck. No, please, come on. What?” he babbles, so, so close to the orgasm which he’s been waiting for probably since he pounced on Ilya during the workout. “You asshole, what?!“
“Eyes on me.”
Hollander freezes, so Ilya curls his fingers again. It rips a loud gasp out of the man. The defences crumble. Hollander takes his arm away and looks at Ilya with a mixture of pleading and annoyance, and that same worship which made him pounce before. He’s not in subspace, he’s just gone in a regular, fucked-my-brains-out way: lips bitten raw, pupils wide, cheeks flushed. And his hair is still wet from the shower. 
He’s so fucking pretty, fucking hell. Ilya twists his fingers, adds more pressure and watches as the lovely, dark eyes roll back and Hollander’s neglected cock spurts cum all over the toned stomach, while the body shakes violently, arching up, clenching down, needy, wrecked, devoured…
Ilya lets him ride it out, massaging the prostate gently and calmly admiring the view.
It could end here. But then it wouldn’t be a punishment, now would it?
The plug is already waiting on the mattress, prepared. Ilya grabs it, pours more lube onto it and presses it against the loosened rim. 
Hollander’s legs are trembling with the aftershocks – delicious, delicious thighs twitching uselessly.
“What are you–?” he mumbles, still riding the orgasm out.
“Gonna give you something,” Ilya murmurs, adding pressure. “Is nice. Colour?”
“Uh. I– It’s so much,” he says, lost and overwhelmed.
That’s not a colour.
Ilya rubs his thigh soothingly. 
“I know, kotik. But is good for you. You want?”
Hollander frowns, then looks away. He’s regaining post-orgasm clarity, so it’s only a matter of time before the shame and defensiveness hit, dragging hostility back into their bed. 
Their bed, yeah, fuck all of you. Leave Ilya alone, he’s busy.
“Hey,” he kisses Hollander’s knee again. “Is okay. You can say no. Can roll over onto stomach also, maybe, hm?”
Let him get an illusion of being hidden. That should help. 
Hollander nods, unsure, and turns onto his stomach. Now his spent dick is not on display and he can bury his face into the sheets easily. His shoulders relax slightly. He pushes himself up on one elbow and looks back at Ilya.
That view… That fucking view might kill Ilya. Fucking hell. Not the pornographic “over the shoulder”. What the fuck. 
Ilya is already hard again.
“Can you… choose?” Hollander asks quietly. “Like, I don’t know. I don’t want to choose, I think. I think you ruined my brain with that orgasm, it’s all foggy.”
Oh, the dog inside of Ilya is getting fed tonight.
“Yeah, Hollander. I can choose.”
He eases the plug into Hollander with a little less patience than he planned to. The sub hisses, then squirms, clearly sensitive.
Ilya climbs up and sits on top of him. That should help, no?
“Colour?” 
“Green,” Hollander mumbles into the sheets. The exhaustion is catching up to him quickly.
Ilya reaches back and switches on the vibration setting, then presses the plug even deeper. It’s not very big and definitely not wide. Just big enough to nestle snugly against a prostate and pulse there.
Hollander’s whole tired, oversensitive body jerks while he lets out a gasp of surprise.
“Wait–” he manages, then cuts himself off, too overwhelmed to speak as his muscles tighten suddenly from the zaps of pleasure that feel confusingly sharp now, after an orgasm.
He begins to push himself up, but Ilya is right there. He leans down, lying with his full weight on top of Hollander. His hands find Hollander's hands, he threads their fingers together and pins them down into the mattress that way, on both sides of Hollander’s head. 
Underneath him, Hollander’s hips jerk again and he squirms, but there’s not much he can do about a big, broad body blanketing him completely. The outline of Ilya’s hard cock presses nicely between Hollander’s arsecheeks.
“Is okay,” Ilya murmurs into his ear, then places a sweet kiss underneath it. “You can take another one.” He means an orgasm, obviously.
“Oh my fucking god,” is how Hollander responds to that suggestion, already breathless again.
It takes a while. Ilya doesn’t mind the random spasms of the body below him. He distracts the mewling Hollander with lazy kisses to his shoulders and neck occasionally, but he doesn’t leave the hickeys there, mindful of Hollander's career. It would result in pictures online and rumours, and they didn't talk whether that is something Hollander is okay with.
Right now Hollander is not entirely okay, for example, but that’s what too much of too good does to people sometimes. 
Hollander comes eventually, his whole body tensing up again. They aren’t having sex, but Ilya imagines it as he feels Hollander fall apart underneath him. Maybe Hollander imagines it too. 
One day.
The vibrating plug is still going.
“Ilya.”
“Da?”
“Uh. Fuck. Enough. Take it out.”
“I think is not what you want,” Ilya murmurs, shifting to press his face into the other side of Hollander’s neck. He’s still pinning Hollander’s hands down, their fingers threaded together.
“What…?” Hollander’s mind isn’t fully on, it seems.
“You can do one more, I think. If not, you know your colours.”
Hollander’s body spasms so hard, it jostles Ilya and he has to swallow a grunt as his hard dick gets some friction. 
“I can’t. I can’t. Ilya, fucking please. Fuck. What the– Uh, fuck!”
“One more,” Ilya murmurs, because Hollander said a lot of words, but ‘red’ was not one of them. “I am not asking.”
Hollander is very sensitive by now, so it must be painful overstimulation and pleasure combined. They shouldn’t  be waiting long for another orgasm, this time surely dry. Ilya shifts, pressing his body down into Hollander more, making sure he knows who his surrender belongs to. 
The spasming remains, legs jerking helplessly, but the swearing and broken complaints turn into quit panting and choked off gasps. 
It’s been a long, long evening. Ilya is tired, and he was not put through the things Hollander was put through. He can only imagine how close to his limits that man is. Boundaries strained and stretched, nerves in his body sizzling, mind fighting to somehow manage it all.
Let me fucking help you. 
Stop fighting.
You’re safe.
“You’re doing very good for me,” Ilya promises and he means it. It’s not just a dumb line. He hopes Hollander can hear that. “Let go. I have you. You can let go now.”
And it fucking works. Hollander comes with a whine hidden in the pillow and instead of shaking even more, the body underneath Ilya goes completely loose. 
Ilya moves immediately, reaching down to turn the vibrations off and pull the toy out gently while still straddling Hollander. 
It’s not the third orgasm that interests Ilya. He knows this kind of boneless state, he’s been looking for it. He gets off and coaxes Hollander to roll onto his side, then looks at him properly.
Shane Hollander blinks back at him slowly, his dark eyes glossy, his small smile gentle as he floats, fully in the subspace.
Ilya’s chest gets flooded with warmth and pride and he lets out a sigh of relief, because hell, this wasn’t easy at all. He brushes the freckles gently – he’s doing this a lot, yes, sue him – still processing the fact that the feral animal he knows can look this blissed out and relaxed.
“So good, kotik,” he praises.
Hollander makes a pleased grunt in response. Definitely purring. Then his eyelids are dropping, exhaustion finally winning. 
Ilya smiles at the view so hard it hurts, then realizes he’s doing that and scowls at himself. 
He’s tired too.
His fingers wrap around Hollander’s shoulder.
“Hey, Hollander. Give me second to prepare bed. Come on, get up for me. It will take only moment.”
Hollander groans, but when Ilya wraps an arm around his waist, his body goes easily, ready to be guided and rearranged to his dom’s liking. He gets glued to Ilya’s side when they are both finally standing, pressing his face into the crook of Ilya’s neck and humming, pleased, when a strong arm keeps him steady. 
It leaves Ilya only one arm free to work with, but it’s fine. The sheet on top of the bed at the B.E.A.R.S. is placed there with the scenes in mind. Ilya now simply pulls it off – stained with sweat and Hollander’s cum – and lets it fall onto the floor. Then he holds one side of the fresh duvet up and gently pushes the floating Hollander towards it. 
“There. All clean. Get in.”
And Hollander does, with a sigh of relief. 
“Stay,” he demands, words slurring a little bit as he rolls onto his side and slides one hand underneath the pillow.
Yeah, Ilya is not going anywhere right now. He gets into the bed with Holladner, presses close to his back and wraps an arm around his waist for good measure. His dick is still half-hard, but it’s not the end of the world. The erection will go away on its own.
Ilya presses one last, gentle kiss to Hollander’s shoulder and lets himself relax into the pleasant buzz of aftercare. 
* * * 
“Rozanov. Rozanov. What the fuck?!”
Ilya rolls over onto his back and grunts as light irritates his half-opened eyes. Somebody turned on the bedside lamp. Probably the same somebody who’s shaking his shoulder quite aggressively.  
“What is happening…?”
“What was that? What did you do?” Hollander sounds both angry and scared. “Did you drug me?!”
What the actual fuck
and 
also
why are you like this, Hollander?
and 
a little bit of
I don’t deserve this.
“What?” is what Ilya says out loud, blinking to make his eyes adjust to the light faster.
Hollander is sitting on the bed, scowling.
“I felt… high? At the end of–” he cuts himself off, embarrassed. “You know what. At the end of it. I remember everything but… What the fuck was that?”
Oh. Oh lord.
No, wait, it can’t be. Surely, it can’t. 
Ilya pushes himself up into a sitting position as well. He knows his curls are a mess. He rubs his face, trying to summon the fully awake state. 
“Hollander.” He finally focuses his gaze on the man in bed with him. “Hollander. Was this your first time in subspace?”
“No!” Hollander sputters, offended. “I– No. I.. I had, like… I felt good before! With the submission guides, for example. I had… I had moments. That kind of buzzing, relaxed feeling, all right? I know that, I had that. This was not that, it was like… getting a massage, but for a brain. Okay? Kind of like getting stoned, but at the same time very different.” His eyes narrow. “What the fuck!?”
So the claws are out. In the middle of the night. And Ilya is getting blamed for being better than a stupid submission guide and some pathetic person who laid his useless hands on Hollander in the past. 
All right. Back to work, then.
“Hollander,” he sighs. “Is okay. Is how it should feel, when done right. How do you feel now?”
Hollander frowns.
“Uh. Very good, actually.” He seems surprised. 
Great. Good thing he decided to make a scene first, think later. 
Ilya raises his eyebrows.
“See? Is nice.”
“But… It never felt like that before.”
“Then you never went fully under. Which is a fucking tragedy, by the way. Are you virgin also?”
“What?! No!” Hollander hisses, annoyed. "I told you I had sex. I’ve done stuff. With people.”
Woah. So convincing. Ilya is now very fucking glad he decided against fucking Hollander during the session. The reason was mostly because he wanted to get Hollander into subspace and following his own cravings could make him too distracted. But it worked out for the best, clearly, if this is the freakout he gets from a little bit of innocent fingering.
“Okay. You did stuff.” Ilya echoes with a note of amusement, because who talks like this about sex? “Anal stuff?
“I have a fucking dildo. You know that, asshole.”
“Yes. But with people? You did it with people too? Or used your hands and mouths only?”
Ilya isn’t trying to dictate what counts and doesn’t count as losing virginity. He just needs to know what exactly he’s working with here.
Hollander grimaces, clearly regretting that they stumbled into this topic.
“I– Yes. Uh, I went all the way… twice,” he admits. He looks embarrassed about that number. “It’s not very easy when I’m in the closet and busy all the time.”
“Okay.”
Because what the fuck is Ilya suppose to say to that?
Hollander begins to nervously play with the edge of the duvet. He looks soft in the yellow light of the bedside lamp, with his hair messed up from the pillow, naked but partly hidden under the white covers. 
Hollander clears his throat awkwardly.
“Could you tell me if… I mean, can gay guys get into proper subspace only from… that?”
Ilya raises his eyebrows, sending him an extremely unimpressed look.
“I made you come in this bed three times just few hours ago. I think you can use word ‘prostate orgasm’, Hollander.” 
“Right. Fuck you. I’m asking you a question.”
Right. That fucking word. Lord have mercy on Ilya’s poor, horny, dark soul.
Okay, maybe he should be more realistic.
Satan, have mercy on Ilya’s poor, horny, dark soul.
There, that should work.
“Are you going to answer?”
Yup. And you’re going to hate it, baby.
“Hollander, I could get you in subspace without doing anything sexual, if we had deep, established dynamic and I tried hard enough. Is not about what type of sex you are having. It’s about trust and control, and having your needs met. I’m pretty sure they teach those basics at school, before dynamic status even presents in teenagers.”
“Well, yes. But I also thought I know how subspace feels, so maybe I’m now not so sure about anything!” Hollander snaps back, irritated. 
Ilya nods, because that part of the freak-out kind of makes sense. He wants to touch him, but he’s not yet sure if he’s allowed.
“Okay. I am sorry. I did not know this was your first time. I would maybe do it a bit differently, If I knew.”
“Well, clearly, I did not fucking know either. Fuck. Why are you grinning?!”
“Because I made you go under. Nobody else, huh? But I did.”
Hollander’s cheeks get red.
“Fuck you! You’re an asshole.”
“Ah. Rude. So what can I do now to help?”
Hollander looks surprised by the question. Then he frowns. His gaze starts darting around the room, uncertain.
“I– I need to process this.”
He looks like maybe he’s thinking about getting up. Ilya is getting worried.
“Okay. That is fine. But can you maybe process here, in bed, where I see that you don't spiral?”
“I’m fine.” Hollander responds immediately, on instinct, like a person who trained themselves to never be anything other than fine. “Why do you care?” And now he’s trying to hide behind a wall.
Ilya sighs and forces his hand to stay where it is, instead of touching.
“Solnyshko, when we do sessions, I push you, da? So after, I need to see that I did not push too far. Is…important for me.”
Hollander frowns. He looks weirdly offended.
“Do you think I don't know what aftercare is…? If you need it, just ask.”
The tables are round and they are turning. Or however that English saying goes.
Ilya hesitates, tempted to put his own wall up. That would be fair. But he knows better. 
He clears his throat, suddenly feeling awkward. There’s a weight on his shoulder. The dog keeps his paws there, threatening to jump.
“I am asking,” he says eventually.
Hollander’s eyes widened slightly.
“Oh. Okay. Sorry. I… I wasn’t sure how it works with… clients.”
“It is always different,” Ilya answers vaguely. This topic ends here.
“Oh.” Hollander responds a bit dumbly.
There’s a silent pause. Ilya decides it’s safe to lay back down, but he keeps his eyes open. 
“What does that word you said before mean? The one starting with ‘s’. You say it when things are serious.”
"Solnyshko?"
"Yeah, that one."
“Is Russian for Shane.”
“Really?”
“Sure. Come here, please.” 
Ilya pats the space right next to him, because Hollander is sitting all the way on the other side of the bed. 
Ilya was told he can get aftercare, so he’s going to get it. Svetlana would be proud.
Hollander shuffles towards him awkwardly. He’s tense and looks unsure, almost worried, clearly still thinking about the subspace. Ilya grabs him greedily as soon as he’s close enough.
“Come. Fuck, Hollander, you are always big pile of muscles and stress. Come here.” 
He drags Hollander down onto his back. Then Ilya rolls over to his side, inching closer and studying the pretty profile.
“Is okay,” he murmurs. “Is good that you went under. I am sorry you did not know it before, but is very good for you. You will play better now.”
Hockey is probably always a good incentive with this lunatic.
Ilya doesn’t even want to think about how exhausting it must have been, to go through life as a sub with a cheap, half-subspace relief only. Hollander did not deserve that and Ilya will rage about it later, alone. He will also have to consult Hayden about what side effects that could potentially cause. But that is all for later. It’s the middle of the night and he’s tired.
Shane Hollander, clearly, is not.
“Listen,” Hollander begins suddenly, keeping his gaze trained on the ceiling. He sounds determined. “l never got a chance to say it properly: I'm sorry about the last time. I blew up on you about having to pay money and use the service, even though none of it is your fault.  So. I'm sorry. I guess I'm kind of still figuring this whole thing out.”
“Mhm.”
“And I– The stuff I said when I was stoned. It’s not that… Well, I’m not obsessed with you or anything.” He says it suspiciously quickly. “I just never had anyone who was taking care of this dynamic thing for me. Which is now very obvious, I guess. And you are very good at it. So. I think about you sometimes, because I think about it all. That is what I meant. When I said I think about you. So. Yeah.”
“Mhm.”
Hollander turns his head to the side and finally looks at Ilya.
“That's all you have to say?”
Uh-oh. Here we fucking go. Dangerous territory, this.
“What do you want me to say to that, Hollander?”
Hollander shifts onto his side to look at Ilya without straining his neck. It’s suddenly a quite intimate conversation.
“You were doming me at that party, Rozanov,” he says quietly. “I remember.”
“Well, I am a dom,” Ilya points out innocently, trying to get out of the conversation, while the dog inside of him salivates, pulling on the leash.
“But you were not working then.”
The tension settles over them like a second duvet. 
Of all the difficult things about Hollander, the actual worst one might be that he’s smart.
Ilya shifts slightly under the covers.
“Is like I told you. You are trouble.”
“Your English isn’t great, but you are definitely fluent in bullshit.”
“Rude. Keep this up and I will find motivation to give you second round of everything, lvionok,” Ilya warns, but his eyes are smiling. He can’t help it.
“So much Russian today.” Hollander is smiling back. “What does this one mean?”
“Little lion.”
“Oh, fuck off.” Hollander flops onto his back again. There’s a brief pause, and then he continues, serious once more. “But... you were stoned, right? Because if you were just doing it for fun, sober, then that’s fucked up and you're an asshole. We were in public, you can't just do that sort of thing to me, you can't– People can recognise me. I have everything to lose. You know that.”
Ilya reaches out and puts his hand on Hollander’s shoulder, then presses his thumb soothingly into the hollow spot above the collarbone and starts brushing it gently.
“I was stoned,” he murmurs apologetically. “I shouldn’t do it at party. I am sorry.”
Hollander relaxes under his touch. Ilya wonders if he's aware of that. Not so long ago, he would tense up.
“So…” Hollander's gaze darts to him hesitantly, but his tone is confident. “You enjoy doing this? With me?”
Ilya’s thumb stills.
“Dangerous territory, Hollander,” he warns and sounds very serious this time. Because he means it.
“But I need you to tell me at least something about how you are feeling,” Hollander pushes. "I know this is your job, I’m done freaking out about it, but I don't think I can do this if you… don’t care at all.”
Ilya has to swallow a bitter laugh. Fuck, he’s being tested right now.
“I care, Hollander. I am sorry I got high and I and sorry you have to live life in shitty, subphobic NHL. And I am very, extremely sorry you are undoing all my hard work of putting you in subspace by winding yourself up again.”
Hollander groans.
“You're so fucking annoying.”
“Da, da. And you are perfect.”
“Rozanov. Don't be a bastard. Come on. Talk.”
“Oh my god, this conversation is so boring. Yes, okay. Is my job, da. But I do not always get… into it with clients, on the dynamic level. Or emotional, whatever. I don’t need it to give good session. But is like that with you. I think we are… What is the word? Is the middle of the night, Hollander, fuck. How you say… good similar?”
“Compatible?”
“Yes. That. We are that, in dynamic exchange. Every professional has some clients like that,” he adds to make it sound more casual. “It means the sessions with you are nice for me too and also aftercare is more important, yes? So shut your pretty mouth now, please.”
Shane shoots him a glare, but with no real heat behind it.
Ilya’s hand slides from Hollander’s shoulder onto his waist and he tugs while shifting closer.
“Come here,” he murmurs, throwing an arm around him. “Baby lion needs more sleep.”
“I am not a baby lion, what the fuck. What’s up with you and animals, oh my god.”
Ilya keeps shuffling, until he rearranges them into a spooning position. He presses a kiss into the nape of Hollander’s neck, just above the collar.
“Hmm. Better,” he decides in a low murmur, tightening his arm around Hollander. The other one is under Hollander’s pillow, coming out on the other end of it.
There is, for one, no resistance. 
It should end now, but apparently asking questions is a contagious disease and Ilya’s own doubts start circling inside of his head.
“Hollander?”
“Hm, yes?” 
Kitten sounds sleepy now. That was fast.
“You called Svetlana.” Ilya says very quietly. “Do you want different dom?”
Hollander tenses up for a second, then relaxes into Ilya’s body again.
“Sometimes I feel like I should want a different dom,” he whispers.
Ilya’s rib cage is hurting, because a dog is gnawing on it.
“I will let you go, if you want,” he says. Lies, maybe. He’s not sure. “But I need to know. You can’t make me guess with this one.”
Hollander's response comes in the form of an unintelligible mumbling.
Ilya tightens his arm around him.
“Louder, please.”
He can feel Hollander ribs move as he takes a big breath.
“I don't want anybody else,” he admits quietly, slightly embarrassed.
Hollander doesn’t know it, but he prevented a murder spree. Probably.
“Okay,” Ilya’s tone shifts into something more commanding. “But you pull that shit with me again, and I will drop you myself.”
Hollander moves. His teeth sink into Ilya’s arm, where it emerges from underneath his pillow. It’s not a sharp, deep bite. Just a warning reaction, because he was clearly too tired to say “fuck off”, like a normal person. And Ilya is too tired to reprimand him now, but he will do it later.
* * *
Ilya texts Sveta the next day. The message is comically short, considering how big of an impact on his life it will have.
Ilya: I’m keeping him as client.

He doesn’t have to specify who. That’s kind of the whole issue.
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  Ilya gets seven days of peace. On day eight, Luca steps into his office with tears in his eyes.
“Ilya. Ilya, your neighbour is calling about some urgent matter with your apartment?” he sniffs.
Ilya, sitting behind the desk, raises his eyebrows pointedly.
“I know!” Luca whines. “I told him you’re working. He should have your personal phone number! But he says you’re not answering and he’s so persistent! Is he your neighbour? Do you have neighbours?! I thought it all sounded odd, but he sounds very professional, and he’s so… He’s so demanding. I’m not even sure anymore what this is about, he won’t talk to me! He won’t accept that you don’t take calls. He ordered me to get you on the line! I’m so fucking lost, I don’t know how to hang up on him. He’s really fucking scary and polite at the same time… Should I hang up on him?! Can you just talk to him? Please? Please?! He says it’s important. Like, urgent. Something with the apartment. I already said that, didn’t I?”
Ilya slowly leans back in his chair. Luca looks like he’s one step away from a mental breakdown.
“Put call through to me,” he sighs.
“Oh my god, THANK YOU.” 
The boy is gone and a few seconds later Ilya’s office phone rings.
“Hollander,” he greets calmly, but there’s a note of reprimand in his tone.
There’s a pause on the other end.
“How do you already know it’s me?”
“I do not know my neighbours.”
“Oh.” He sounds genuinely surprised. “Why…?”
Ilya will never understand Canadians.
“Why are you calling me?” he demands, ignoring Hollander’s question.
“Um. The charge on my card for the last session is… a lot bigger than usual?” 
He sounds hesitant, which is funny, considering he almost made Luca cry a second ago. And yet, Ilya is not laughing. He sinks lower into the chair, spreading his legs arrogantly and wonders briefly if Hollander is calling from his home. 
What is he doing right now?
What is he wearing…?
On the other end of the line, Hollander clears his throat awkwardly.
“Rozanov…?”
“Session was week ago. You only now see the cost?”
“You guys have my debit card on file,” Hollander points out defensively. “I’m not transferring the money manually and I don't check my bank statements every day.” 
“How irresponsible…” 
“Shut up. I was busy!” An amused note slips into Hollander’s tone. “We won every game this week,” he adds out of nowhere, excited. Like he can’t hold it back. “I haven’t played that good since my rookie days, I think. And, well… I think I actually had fun? On the ice?” He’s back to being hesitant. “So, yeah. I should… probably thank you for that. Yeah.” 
There’s an awkward, silent pause. Ilya says nothing, because the menace didn’t actually say thank you, and also he shouldn’t be calling at all. This will become an issue. Ilya shouldn't indulge.
Hollander clears his throat again.
“So can you let me know what changed with the costs? It’s fine, I don’t mind, money is not an issue. I just, uh, like to have all the information, I guess.”
Ah, yes. Control freak.
“Is for marks you left on me,” Ilya explains politely.
“What…? You made me… pay for that?”
“Da.”
Ilya carefully catalogued all the marks after the session. Not one, but two actual fucking hickeys on his neck from when Shane pounced on him. Finger shaped bruises, one on each thigh, from the blowjob. An admittedly faint, but still noticeable bite mark on his arm, from aftercare in bed. 
Fucking ridiculous, all of it.
“But… I did it before, at least once.” Hollander's tone is an odd combination of embarrassment and confusion. “You did not make me pay for it then.”
“Da.” Ilya is patient. “We will not make you pay for something you don't control. If it happens on accident or from very difficult emotions, fine. But last time was not that. You knew. Was your choice. So you pay fine. It says in the contract.”
“You seemed to like it, so maybe change the contract,” Hollander grumbles under his breath, seemingly to himself, suddenly offended.
“Watch your tone.”
“Yeah.” Not an apology, but close. “Okay, nevermind. I can pay. Is it per mark or per session?” 
“What…?”
“The fine. Is it a fixed amount per session, or do you calculate it based on the amount of marks?” He sounds suspiciously determined.
“Is all in the contract,” Ilya repeats, slightly annoyed. “Why you care?”
“Just trying to make a budget.” 
Ilya's fingers twitch violently with the need to grab, pin down, restrain and discipline, but he can't, because he's alone in the room.
“Hollander.” His tone is a clear warning. “That is not how it works.”
“Hm?”
“Stop bullshit!” Ilya snaps. “It is not cost for additional service. It is penalty for making my job difficult.”
There's a loud inhale on the line.
“Okay. Uh. I'm sorry?” 
He does sound sorry, at least. 
“Mhm.” Ilya might need to work on his ability to stay annoyed at Hollander for longer than five seconds. “You should ask this questions to Luca instead of scaring him and demanding me. I should not have contact with clients like this. You know this.”
“We smoked weed together at a party. I think we can do a bit of talking over the phone.”
Maybe Ilya got it wrong. Maybe this fucking brat is unreformable.
“I am hanging up. Bye bye.”
“No, wait! I actually have a question for you. It’s important, okay?” There’s a pause, as if he’s gathering strength. “Do you do sessions outside of the facility? If I… If I fly you somewhere… Would that be possible? I’d pay for everything, obviously.” 
Another pause. Shane exhales loudly, then keeps going. 
“I’m asking because my calendar is very busy this month. I have some brand deals and there’s charity stuff on top of the away games. I'm not home at all and I don’t think I can get to Ottawa anytime soon, not without ruining my sleep schedule, but… Well. I need a session? The last one is already, uh, wearing off. And I need to keep playing as good as I did these past few games. This can change everything. We could even win the cup, there is still enough season left… Yeah." 
He stops his hockey rant and goes back to the original topic.
 “So, um, travel? Would that be something you can do? I’ll be playing the Jets in Winnipeg four days from now. I’d like to have a session there, if possible. The day before the game.”
Maybe teaching Hollander to ask for things he wants was a bad idea. Luca wasn’t wrong, he sounds very professional and demanding, and yet, Ilya can almost feel the desperation through the phone. 
Ilya knows Hollander played well. He watched it. The best game in the last three years, the commentator said, which made Ilya extremely smug. But he would have never, ever expected the outcome to be… this. 
It’s thrilling, yes, but there are rules here. For a reason.
“Hollander, that is question for Svetlana. You should call her or, like I said, call Luca for information. He knows your codename only, it is safe. It is his job to help you with questions.”
“Well, maybe I don’t want to talk about it to your fucking assistant,” Shane snaps, suddenly annoyed.
Ilya hums lazily. He shifts in his seat.
“Is fine. Keep going, show attitude. I’ll remember it next session.”
“Fuck,” comes from the other end. A quiet breath, barely a word, clearly not meant for Ilya. “Okay. Yeah. I’m sorry. I will talk to Svetlana, I will. That was the plan. I just wanted to see how you feel about it first. I don’t want to… force you.”
“Is my job,” Ilya points out a bit coldly. 
He’s being strict right now, yes. Because baby lions grow up into big lions, so if he doesn’t train this kitty now, he’s going to later have a very huge, freckled problem.
“I know it’s your job.” Hollander grumbles. “Why do you have to remind me?”
“Because you don’t listen,” Ilya points out. Then he considers his options. “I do not mind travel. But I fly first class only.”
He’s never flown first class in his life. As far as Ilya is concerned, it’s high time that changes.
* * *
Svetlana does not look pleased. It is nice to know Ilya is not the only dom suffering greatly because of the unstoppable force that is Shane Hollander.
“Let me remind you how we do this.” She says sharply, drilling holes in Ilya with her gaze. “He pays, he can make some choices, but we are in control of handling the logistics. Your tickets, reservation codes, cancellation options – that is all on our side. He does not control it.”
“Da.”
“You will report to Hayden after our meeting. He will give you a new, up to date evaluation, because I will not allow you to perform a session outside of the support system of this facility unless you are in the absolutely best shape.”
“Mhm.”
“If at any moment you feel like the situation is becoming a risk to you or to the client, you can stop the session. It does not matter how long the flight was or how expensive the hotel is, you can always stop. The standard protocol is in place: I contacted the local dynamic facility at Winnipeg and let them know one of ours is working on their turf. If shit goes down, they are your first responders.”
“Okay.”
Ilya forgot how hot Svetlana looks when she works herself up.
“You do not contact the client. The client does not contact you. I don't care that you are traveling, they still are not entitled to your time outside of the session. Everything is arranged in advance. If something changes, they contact us and we contact you. It works the same way the other way round. I mean it, Ilya. I fucking mean it. If I find out you gave that man your personal phone number and you have conversation about room service or movie selection on the plane, I will fucking suspend you. Am I clear?!”
“Sure.”
“If you want to be friends, drop him as a client and fuck him in your free time.”
Well. That is uncalled for. He raises his eyebrows slightly, sprawled comfortably on a chair in Sveta’s office.
“I have a feeling you are not a fan of this arrangement,” he suggests sarcastically, but he’s smiling.
“Oh, I think this is a horrible idea,” she agrees immediately. “But I have not seen Hollander play like this in three, maybe even four years and I would rather die than watch Boston take the cup again.”
He grins.
“Traitor. What about Ottawa?”
“I love Kip, so I adore Scott Hunter, but Ottawa is fucking useless! You know my heart is with Montreal and Hollander is pure magic on ice, when it’s his good day. So another rule is: do not fucking break him!”
“You and Hollander both have very not healthy obsession with hockey,” Ilya observes.
She narrows her eyes, annoyed.
“Then maybe you have a type.”
* * *
“I want first class plane ticket. And that special service thing that makes somebody wait for me with card that says ‘Mr. Rozanov’. You know what I am saying, da? Someone comes and takes bag and drives me to hotel. And I want nice room– No, apartment. It has to be the hotel I sent you,” he reminds. It’s the one where the hockey team stays. “Oh, oh, actually, let’s do penthouse! Da. Is good idea.”
Luca looks stressed. 
“Are you… sure?” He tears his gaze away from his computer and glances up at Ilya with a worried expression. “I mean, I can make the reservations, if you want, but this is… a lot of money. I’m kind of scared the client will call to yell at me for charging his card with that."
Ilya can’t control his smirk. It’s a bit funny that Luca still has no idea client HS1221 actually did already call him, twice, pretending to be somebody else. And that it is actually Shane Hollander, who he met at Hunter’s party.
“He is rich,” is what Ilya says out loud. “He can pay.”
Luca does not look any less concerned.
“Okay… So I will send him an email first, to get the approval, right…?”
See, the issue is, even though Ilya is a very, very patient man, something about Hollander’s bratiness makes him want to now… give the attitude back. 
He shrugs.
“Da. Send email. See if he agrees to pay for it.” Ilya knows Hollander will not, but it’s very fun to push and annoy him with this. “If no, maybe I cancel the session,” he wonders theatrically out loud. “I hear Winnipeg is very boring.”
Luca looks like he doesn’t want this job anymore.
* * *
Hollander does, in fact, pay for all of Ilya’s whims. Without a single question or complaint. 
Turns out that does something to Ilya.
Ilya is definitely not poor. His rates at the B.E.A.R.S. are high, so he’s fine, even when some of that money goes to his nieces in Russia. He's also definitely not rich-rich, but he never aspired to be that. He likes nice things, okay, fine, yes, but who doesn't, sometimes. The thing is, the amount of money Hollander is now spending on him is so big, it stops being just about money. There's a show of power written into that transaction and it makes Ilya… feel things.
He’s been struggling with the toxic desire to own someone for many years now, but this is the first time he finds himself on the other side of it. Kind of. Because this whole thing does feel like he’s being temporarily owned, in some way. And he is quickly discovering that it is, apparently, a thing for him. As in: he’s kind of into it. A lot.
He still wants Hollander to listen and kneel, and get all sweet and pliant for Ilya to use, yeah, that will never fucking change. But there is something intoxicatingly thrilling about having Hollander accommodate his every material demand without a trace of resistance. Like it’s nothing. Ilya could probably declare he needs a full Saint Laurent outfit to look good during the session and Hollander would pay for that without blinking too. 
Ilya wants, so he gets. In the three days leading up to the session, he keeps coming up with ways for Luca to generate additional travel and accommodation costs, but no matter how greedy and ridiculous it becomes, Hollander keeps approving everything. 
Now that Ilya thinks about it – lounging lazily in the ridiculously expensive apartment only one floor below the hotel penthouse, which was, sadly, unavailable at this time – it’s kind of hard to say who is actually in control. Him or Hollander? The power seems to flow between them, pulsing hot, liquid, never fixed. 
They are a sub and a dom, but that's not all there is to life, and in the greater scheme of things their relationship is turning out to be somehow… balanced. 
Equal.
Ilya has never felt hornier. 
Maybe he also has never felt happier. 
Actually, he's struggling to even understand how he feels. The black dog inside his chest is a pampered puppy today. It fucking obliterates his attention span and ability to worry about anything.
He’s grinning like a mad man already, after a luxury flight, an obscenely expensive lunch and a massage in the hotel spa, and it is not even the best part yet, because he's waiting here for Hollander, who can probably be convinced to take Ilya's dick into that pretty mouth of his.
God, Ilya can get used to this. He's already used to it, he doesn't want to go back. Hollander can lock him up in a different hotel room, different city every night, forever. Ilya is fucking high on it.
There must be a group chat for Montreal WAGs. Ilya is a kept woman now, he should be invited. The acronym doesn't even need changing, not really. Just make it WAGS: Wives And Girlfriends and Sexfriends. Not perfect, but it works, right?
He imagines it, sprawled on the biggest sofa, balancing on his stomach a take-out box from the most expensive delivery place he could find. Do not worry girls – he would write before the game – I fucked Hollander long and hard last night, put him deep in subspace. We are winning game today.
And they would be all happy for the team, but also jealous, because Ilya has the biggest dick and is full of charisma, and Hollander has the biggest wallet and is the best hockey player. And together they are unmatched. 
Ilya’s dick is half hard. 
He’s fucking salivating, staring at the door, waiting. Wanting.
The dog is the puppy and the puppy is the dog, and they are both Ilya, who needs to gnaw at something tonight. So he will work Shane Hollander to the bone. 
* * *
The knock on the door comes in the evening, as expected, since Hollander and his team are flying in from Atlanta. Ilya grins like a fucking child, stops himself, swallows that excitement, checks himself in the mirror – sweatpants hanging low, chest naked – and finally opens the door.
Hollander basically collides into him and then doesn’t stop, pushing inside angrily.
“What the fuck took you so long? My entire team is in the same hotel. Do not make me stand there, in the corridor, for everybody to–”
The only warning Hollander really gets is an annoyed twitch of Ilya’s right eyebrow. Immediately after that, he gets spun around at the same time as the door gets kicked closed. And then Hollander is pressed into it face first, with his arms locked behind his back in Ilya’s tight grip.
A sweet hitch of breath falls from Hollander’s parted lips.
“I am in very good mood, so I will not kick you out for greeting me like that,” Ilya announces in a low, threatening tone. “But you will have to try again and one more chance is all you fucking get.”
He tightens his grip, pushes the tense, toned body harder into the hard, wooden surface, then lets go completely. The apartment has an open floor plan, so when Ilya retreats to the sofa and sinks into it with a tired sigh, he doesn’t lose the sight of Hollander.
He’s frozen in the spot, face to face with the door, just like Ilya left him. Ilya notes that he was not ordered to do that. He seems to instinctively wait for an instruction.
How cute.
“You can turn around now,” Ilya allows after a short, but extremely tense pause.
Hollander moves slowly. His face is a bit flushed and he slides the thumbs into the pockets of his trousers awkwardly. 
“Hi.”
Ilya raises his eyebrows expectantly.
“Hello, Hollander. You were saying something?”
“Thank you for being here.” Hollander’s voice softens unexpectedly and even though his gaze drops, and then begins to almost anxiously wander around the apartment, there is a shadow of a smile on his lips.
There is this new thing with Hollander, where he starts off angry, but then turns almost sweet the second Ilya corrects him. Ilya has observed it twice now, so it is too soon to call it a pattern, but it could become one. And it would indicate that Hollander is maybe slowly shifting from being horribly stubborn into being bratty on purpose, simply because he enjoys being corrected.
Now, doesn't that sound nice?
Ilya stretches lazily.
“Is no problem. I am having fun.”
Hollander moves further into the apartment. He lets his gaze wander, more comfortable this time. The space is way too big for one person who’s staying for two nights – Hollander requested Ilya for the night before and for after the game – and there’s an indecent amount of barely touched room service on the table, together with an abandoned take-out box.
“You've got an expensive taste,” he comments slowly. He sounds… fond?
“Da. I am high value man, Hollander. You know I saw Russian vodka in mini bar? The good kind! And the bathroom soap smells very nice, you will like it. I also tested the bed, it has very rich mattress. Good for pent-up hockey players. Oh, and we have nice view. Is what they always say, no? You pay little extra for view. Winnipeg is boring city, but looks pretty from here.”
Hollander wanders closer, until he’s standing in front of the sofa. 
“Sounds like you're enjoying this,” he observes, a little bit unsure.
“I am. Is very nice hotel, worth my very big dick.”
“Oh my god,” Hollander breathes quietly, half-embarrassed, half-critical. “Well, okay. I'm glad. I hate hotels and traveling, I felt guilty that I made you do it too. And I'm sorry I'm not giving you tickets for the game tomorrow, it's just that Marlow saw you at the party, so if he somehow notices you here… Or, well, if people catch onto something and start digging, the fact that you work and live in Ottawa, but are suddenly in Winnipeg during the game–” He doesn’t finish, clearly stressed again. “It sounds like I’m paranoid, I know, but people on the internet really are crazy sometimes, and everybody takes photos at the game. I’m sorry.”
Ilya lets his expression soften.
“Is okay.” 
Hollander peers at him cautiously.
“You don't mind?”
Ilya is a melted goo of satisfaction, but Hollander doesn't have to know that. 
He shrugs.
“You pay a lot for a chance to maybe suck my dick. Is very entertaining. I don’t need other activities.”
“Shut up.”
“And there is TV here, I can watch you play with no annoying crowd screaming in my ear.”
The tension in Hollander’s shoulders visibly loosens.
“Okay. Good.”
Ilya pushes himself up.
“Mhm.” He steps closer. “Come here.”
He puts his hands on Hollander’s hips, and Hollander lets him. Ilya lets out a quiet hum of satisfaction and walks that puzzle of a man backwards until his back hits a wall. He slides his hands under the material of Hollander’s shirt, seeking the warmth of the skin.
“There is crazy big bathtub here,” Ilya murmurs, attaching his lips lazily to Hollander’s neck. “I think I will jerk you off in it.”
Hollander shivers against him.
“You can't say things like that!” he complains. He sounds breathless, even though he’s tensing up a bit under Ilya touch. Still shy, still a little bit nervous.
“I can do whatever I want.” Ilya shoots back, kissing under the jaw. “You and your bank account made that very clear.”
* * *
Hollander doesn’t seem to be in the mood to hiss and scratch today, which means he has nothing to hide his embarrassment behind. So, miraculously, Ilya gets a quiet, awkward, lovely flushed version of him. He listens to instructions and avoids eye contact with a cute little scowl, and tries to somehow cover his hard, twitching dick once he’s done neatly folding the clothes in the bathroom. And it’s delicious.
Ilya wants to lick him all over.
He doesn’t, of course, but he does touch him all over once he coaxes Hollander into sitting against him in a warm bath. He fits perfectly between Ilya’s spread legs and the scented something they found and poured into the water is helping the pretty little lost kitten relax a bit.
Ilya lets his hand wander, wrapping his arms around Hollander’s delicious body, alternating between washing and massaging him, until Hollander is breathless and arching up, overcome with the need to have his dick touched.
So Ilya does. He lets some of the water down the drain so they are less submerged and wraps his hand around Hollander’s angrily red, hard cock while his other hand keeps the man close, making sure his back is pressed tight against Ilya’s chest.
It’s fucking nice, and Hollander makes those pretty little gasping noises, because he’s still stubbornly fighting against being loud and full-on moaning. Which is a tragedy, and they will definitely work on that in the future, but not today.
“Wait,” Hollander gasps at some point, his legs trembling. “Wait.” His fingers dig into Ilya’s knees.
“Is this colour or are you being stubborn for no reason?”
Ilya’s hand slows down, but he does not stop.
Hollander squirms in his grip and the water around them makes splashing noises. It’s lukewarm by now, but they don’t care.
“Fuck you. I–  It’s, uh, it's good. I just, fuck, want… You aren’t…” The poor man struggles to think in the haze of pleasure. “It doesn't have to be only about me,” Hollander finally manages, in one breath, words sticking to each other.
Ilya hums, pensive, dragging his fist up and down Hollander’s dick.
“Is not my session.”
“I can feel your hard dick digging into my back,” Hollander argues.
“Is big. I know.”
“You're an asshole! Fuck. Come on. Just…Uh. I– I don’t want it to be just me.”
Hollander is embarrassed and breathless, and somehow still so stubborn. It’s the best. This is Ilya’s favourite day ever.
He presses a kiss to Hollander’s flushed neck.
“Why?”
“Because.”
“No, kotik. You say why.” 
Ilya tightens his arm around Hollander’s waist.
Hollander lets out another swear under his breath.
“Because I like it when you feel good too,” he admits reluctantly.
“Hm.” Ilya’s fingers rub the underside of his cockhead. “Almost there. Say what it really is.”
“Ah– fuck, fuck. I like it– uh, god. Like it  when I make you feel good.”
Ilya chuckles into his ear.
“You are prude now? Is not called ‘feel good’. Is called orgasm. Cuming. Jizzing. Getting off…”
“Shut the fuck up, oh my god. Why do you have to ruin everything?!”
Ilya smirks against the skin of Hollander’s neck.
“You are still hard.”
“Shut up.”
Fuck, he’s so pretty when he’s mad. Not actually angry, just… kitten-angry. Ilya likes that one. He lets go of Hollander’s dick and slaps his thigh playfully.
“Okay. Turn. I give you what you want, because you bought me nice things. Is only fair, da?”
He guides a now embarrassed and annoyed, and desperate Hollander into a new position. It takes a bit of coaxing, because the man freezes, of course, once he realizes Ilya expects him to straddle his thighs while they are facing each other. But Ilya has no return policy, so there is no going back. He tugs and grips and murmurs filthy things into Hollander skin, and he manages to get him fully seated. 
The bath is big enough for Hollander to have plenty of space to place his knees on both sides of Ilya’s thighs. It definitely has been designed with sex in mind, nobody needs this much space for washing.
“Hello,” Ilya says, amused, now that they are face to face.
Hollander glares at him, because Hollander is embarrassed. 
“Shut up.”
“So mean,” Ilya scolds, but his eyes are laughing.
He wraps his hand around both of their cocks at once and after that there is not much talking, because it feels insanely good. Hollander puts his hands on Ilya’s shoulders and leans forward to hide his face, and Ilya lets him, because at the same time Hollander also starts moving his hips in a way that’s fukcing pornographic.
He fucks into Ilya’s hand, finding rythm easily, and this is all Ilya needs to be sure Hollander would be a natural at riding a cock. And that is a glorious piece of information which he will be using at a later date, jerking off in his apartment in Boston.
Fucking hell.
There’s great acoustics in the bathroom, Ilya thinks, once it’s filled with nothing but their grunts and panting, and the sound of water splashing.
Hollander’s fingers dig deeper into his shoulders. 
“I want–” His breath hitches and he loses the words for a moment, clearly getting close to finishing. “I want more,” he manages a few seconds later.
“What?”
“You.”
Uh-oh. Baby lion is sex-dumb.
“What…?”
“Can you– uh–” Hollander’s lips find Ilya’s neck, and his jaw, and they are wandering way too close to his mouth. “Fuck me?”
Holy shit. 
Hollander is asking in a way that’s only one, two steps away from begging. Begging for Ilya’s dick. Inside of him. They only had a few real sessions together, Ilya was not expecting to get this far so fast.
Wow.
He will never accomplish anything more impressive than this.
He has a suspicion this little, new traveling arrangement helped. Maybe it did something to Hollander the same way it did something to Ilya. Hollander gained some control by bringing Ilya here, so maybe it’s now easier for him to give some away.
Hollander slows down, but his hips are still moving, making their cocks drag against each other, pushed close together by Ilya’s grip. 
Hot lips are nipping at Ilya’s jaw, inching up, into a dangerous territory and suddenly he’s not sure if he’ll be able to stop them, if Hollander tries to actually kiss him.
Everything is so fucking intense, Ilya’s head is spinning with adrenaline and endorphins, suddenly on the edge of the domspace.
Enough.
Fuck.
Abort. 
He wraps his other hand around Hollander’s throat and drags his body back, until they are facing each other properly and their lips are in a safe distance from each other. Then he squeezes. Because he’s at work, and he’s good at it, so he remembers there's a green colour next to “choking” on this man’s consent form.
He doesn’t squeeze hard. He puts enough pressure so that Hollander feels it, but can still breathe. And Hollander’s eyes widen almost comically, pupils blown, and his whole body shivers, and he breathes again:
“Fuck me.”
The smile Ilya sends him could dim the fucking supernova.
“No. You are still hissing too much. You learn to behave better, then you get a treat. But there is still long way to go.”
Maybe Hollander wants to say something back, but when his lips part, all that comes out is a broken gasp.
Ilya tightens his grip on his throat a tiny bit, enjoying the feeling of Hollander's quickening pulse.
“I told you. My patience is something you endure, not enjoy.”
It’s the truth, but at the same time a masterfully executed evasion. Because another truth is – and it kind of comes crashing into Ilya now, out of nowhere – he doesn’t want to fuck Hollander as a client. He’s not sure he’s even able to. The thought alone leaves a bitter taste in his mouth. There’s something wrong about it. Something off. Ilya secretly wants him so fucking much, it would feel like a breach of professional trust. And, looking at it the other way round: he doesn’t want to do it and get paid after, like it meant nothing. 
Now is not the fucking time, but he will have to figure this issue out, and fast.
He twists his wrist, adding more pressure to both of their cocks. Hollander is working himself on top, his pupils blown, his hair sticking to the flushed face, his mouth almost slack. He looks so fucking wrecked, Ilya is back to being fully hard in seconds, after that little internal crisis.
“But,” Hollander complains, voice cracking. “I need– uh. More.”
Ilya is going to fucking fall apart here. His balls are so tight, he might spill any second now. He slides his fingers more onto Hollander's dick instead and moves his other hand from Hollander’s throat into his jaw, pushing the thumb into the mouth messily, following pure instinct, lost in the haze and wetness of it all.
“No. I decide what you need.”
Shane Hollander closes his lips around Ilya’s thumb greedily and just… slides under, into subspace.
Ilya watches it happen – the twitch of face muscles and then the way it just seems to split open, baring every emotion, letting them get expressed freely, while shame and anxiety, and every single thing that’s curated and performed stays back, forgotten.
Fuck. Ilya had an elaborated plan, he was going to tire Hollander out properly, but, clearly, it’s not needed. He went under so fucking easy. From a handjob that’s not even finished.
Ah. About that.
Ilya twists his wrist again and starts jerking them both fast and dirty. It takes only a moment for him to start spilling, because Hollander is so fucking beautiful like this, on top of Ilya, all happy and floaty.
And Hollander moans – it’s soft and quiet, but it is an actual, honest moan – and follows after him, mixing his own sperm with Ilya’s all over Ilya’s fingers.
It’s fucking messy and Ilya feels slightly unhinged and he can hear the blood in his own ears.
Oh, this is becoming dangerous.
* * *
Hollander rolls onto his side, pushing his cheek into Ilya’s thigh.
“What are you doing?” he demands, eyes crinkling, voice soft, as he eyes the phone in Ilya’s hand.
They showered and Ilya dressed Hollander in his own t-shirt and fresh underwear, then guided him to bed and got in as well, sitting with his back against the head board.
“What are you doing?” Hollander repeats, impatient but amused.
People say subspace is like getting high, and maybe it can feel similar sometimes, but there’s no warped sense of self or reality. All that happens is: the endorphins and the feeling of complete safety allow the person to be unapologetically themselves and happy, with no worries or restrictions from the outside world. They float: either inside their own head, almost asleep, or in a more present, lucid manner.
Hollander is in a lucid subspace, because of course he is. Which means, more or less, that he is very much here, and he is very much Hollander, just… not stressed nor repressed. 
“Am ordering room service,” Ilya informs him.
Hollander’s nose twitches.
“But there is so much food here already.”
He shifts, putting his head fully into Ilya's lap. 
Ilya scratches his scalp, because how can he not?
“And? I want dessert now. The fancy cake thing that is liquid chocolate inside.” He puts the phone closer to his mouth. He is actively on the call with the hotel, he’s just not rushing very much. “Is okay. I have unlimited budget,” he informs the nice lady on the line.
Hollander stretches with a deep sigh.
“ You are spoiled, Rozanov.”
Ilya’s dick is threatening to get hard again.
“I also want fruit,” he declares to the phone.
Hollander’s eyes light up.
“Oh. I want that too.” He shifts again, more dramatically this time. He kind of climbs half on top of Ilya, laying down between his legs and wrapping his arms around Ilya’s waist. It looks both like an extremely uncomfortable and the most comfortable position ever, somehow. Ilya is not sure what to even do with his hands. 
He ends the call.
“Wow.”
Hollander closes his eyes.
“Hm?”
“Cuddly kitty.”
“Who?”
“Nothing.”
The room service comes quickly, because Ilya booked the type of apartment that makes staff treat you better than the other guests. 
The fruit is cut into bite-size cubes and Ilya hand-feeds them to Hollander in bed, one by one.
Hollander is smiling – it’s not a grin, but that small, slightly awkward but also extremely soft smile of his – but there’s also a mischievous glint in his eyes. With each piece of fruit, he tries to swirl his tongue around Ilya’s fingers or nips at them, closing the teeth around the tips gently, just because he feels like it. There are no thoughts in his head that could make him need to fight these wants.
Ilya’s chest hurts from watching and he knows he’s fucked. Horribly, completely, and maybe forever.
Hollander is in his t-shirt, with the sweet juice from a ripe melon is sticking to his chin and he keeps reaching for Ilya, nuzzles at him, presses close, all open and tactile and soft, because he trusts Ilya so much, he surrendered all the bad stuff to him for a few hours. 
It’s late in the evening, but Ilya feels like he’s lying in the sun. 
The sun has freckles.
Wow.
Ilya probably won’t be able to walk away from this. Which means he has to get on top of his professional-sex-with-Hollander freakout, and fast. And he’ll have to figure out some good, sturdy defence mechanism against kissing Hollander properly, because it’s becoming harder and harder not to.
He’s not actually an idiot. He knows this is the kind of mess that can only end in pain, but the way he sees it, the good parts are fucking worth it.
For now? For now Ilya is a WAG(S). And his man is currently cuddly, but he will fucking destroy the Winnipeg losers on the ice tomorrow. And Ilya will take credit for it.
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  After the game, Hollander arrives full of restless, angry energy. It’s a striking contrast to the cuddly kitten Ilya had in the bed last night. 
Uh-oh. The claws are out again. 
Ilya circles him slowly, focused, alert and confident he’ll manage to properly adjust to whatever Hollander throws his way. 
The brave idiot says, “right,” twice in four minutes and complains about the hotel apartment being messy. 
Hollander is redefying the word “patience” in Ilya’s dictionary, that’s for sure.
A part of Ilya feels embarrassingly thrilled, because he likes the cute licks of the baby lion, yes, sure, but he also enjoys this fucking feral side of Hollander. It feels good to work for something sweet – to be reminded this man can throw Ilya against the wall almost, almost as easily as Ilya can throw him. 
(Just maybe don’t mention it to other people. Ilya, unchangingly, has a reputation to uphold.)
The issue with hot, angry Hollander is… Well, the issue is that, while hot, he is also angry and there is usually a reason for that sort of thing. 
The energy doesn’t shift into anything playful. Hollander is not being a brat for fun right now, he’s actually upset. He glares and provokes, and it’s painfully obvious that he’s thrashing around in the mental cage of his own creation.
Or maybe not his own, not entirely. 
Hollander played well. The team won. Ilya watched on TV, proud, but now he suspects – as he corrects in a low, warning tone: eyes on me and go on, say that again, fucking try me – that the price of winning is, perhaps, similar to the price of losing, when observed at a certain angle. Maybe Hollander is paying for simply existing on the ice, no matter the outcome.
“Don't you fucking dare put that collar on me in a hotel room,” Hollander hisses at the sight of it.
“Ah. You got concussion, yes? Is why you think you can talk like this to me.”
Ilya notes the tension in his strong body, watches the strained, tired muscle fight, and wonders what kind of things one might hear before, during and after playing an NHL game. 
Fucking love when we’re in this city. Full of desperate subs to throw around later.
Get your fucking head in the game. You’re playing like a sub whore that’s about to kneel.
Easy win, guys. No wonder these bitches never get to playoffs, their entire team played like a bunch of subs!
Or maybe it’s more subtle: a constant stream of light-hearted jokes about kneeling, innocent comments about collars and owning someone, a never ending swapping of intimate photos, as if they were trophies, because bros will be bros. A funny gesture, an eyeroll or a mocking sound made at a certain moment. 
Red means green, if you pretend you’re a daltonist, eh?!
I tell you, man, they used to be easier to train.
Love you, dude, but don’t get all emotional. They’ll think we don’t know how to dom.
Do Hollander’s own teammates assume he’s a sub, because of his hidden dynamic status? Or are they certain he's a dom? Do they have his back? Does it even matter, when ignorant, misplaced support can hurt just as much?
Don’t worry about the bullshit online, Hollander. We know you’re not a collared pussy. 
Ilya has no clue what is true. All he knows is that yesterday he had a sweet boy and today this is a man who doesn’t want to want this.
The theme in the air is sacrifice, so Ilya lets Hollander fight and take it out on him. He coaxes that rigid, silent frustration into a hot fury, so it can be burned up instead of staying bottled inside. 
Give it to me – he thinks, curling his fingers around the tense jaw. Hand it over. I can take it.
There’s fists and teeth, and angry, though quiet snarls, and underneath it – a sour taste of unwanted desperation.
The apartment does not get less messy.
Eventually, when they make some progress, Ilya bends that little beast over the table, keeps him down by the nape of his neck and holds him there for an ungodly amount of time. 
In the heavy, charged silence it is impossible to miss the simple truth that Shane Hollander should be fucked like this: bent over, pinned down, with his teeth bared. But Ilya still can't bring himself to do it (too far, too real, too complicated), so eventually he reaches around and just jerks Hollander off to relieve some of the tension. Then he leans down to press himself close to the bent-in-half body, using his own weight to press Hollander more into the hard, wooden table, and murmurs into his ear:
“Good, kotik.” He tightens his grip. “Good game too.”
Hollander doesn't stay long after they are done. The team is going out to celebrate and it would be rude for the captain not to join them. 
Maybe the two-hour drive Hollander used to make from Montreal to see Ilya was more important than they both assumed. Sometimes the only way to distance yourself from something successfully is to utilise the actual, physical distance.
* * *
In the four weeks that follow Ilya flies to see Hollander three times. 
He never traveled much before. Svetlana – bless her well-connected, smart, sexy heart – got him out of Russia the second they both turned eighteen and he stayed put in Boston with her for a while. That’s where the B.E.A.R.S. started, before they moved to Canada and grew it into a real facility. 
Ilya went into professional dom training at twenty years old, completed it at twenty one and dedicated everything to the dynamic service industry for the next five years. At twenty six, he knows Boston, he knows Ottawa and he remembers Russia maybe still a little bit too well.
And now he tries (and fails) to not be giddy about the fact that he gets to see glimpses of Vegas, Florida and Chicago, drowning in pointless luxury, courtesy of Shane Hollander. It’s hard not to wonder whether Hollander’s calendar really leaves no other option for a meeting, or if maybe he actually wants to fly Ilya there, simply because he can.
The puppy side of Ilya is drooling, but there’s a big, black dog stalking right behind it, because it likes the smell of struggle and that smell grows thicker with each session.
Ilya would never fucking guess he’d be working this hard to not fuck someone.
Hollander asks for it twice and hints at it physically – maybe unconsciously – a lot more. Each time, Ilya spins it into banter, twists it into a punishment and tries to turn a harsh “no” into a softer “not yet”, but he’s running out of moves and there’s nowhere to go, nowhere to hide anymore. But he just fucking can’t do it. (But also: he fucking wants it so much.)
He might be panicking. 
He’s losing control.
It is pretty fucking inconvenient, when being in control is his job. 
Ilya never had any issues with using his body as a tool. He likes sex, he likes being hot and strong and he enjoys providing whatever a sub needs. Contrary to the popular belief, he’s not full-on fucking his clients often, but most of his session tend to be sexual and he always enjoyed that. High libido and all.
But now it's falling apart. Hollander is not the only one who Ilya can’t fuck. He doesn’t— He can’t do it at all, it feels wrong with everybody. He feels wrong. 
So in the four weeks that follow his trip to Winnipeg, Ilya does the same, avoidant dance with other clients as well, but it’s becoming unbearable. Shame and guilt, and helplessness wrap around him like vines, until it’s difficult to breathe.
Well, then. 
Enough is enough. 
Ilya might be an idiot, but he’s not a complete moron. In the middle of February, a few days before he’s scheduled to see Hollander outside Ottawa for the fifth time, he comes into the office, logs into the system and changes his professional consent form. 
Anal sex (giving): red.
Receiving was never an option, nothing to change there. 
He stares at the screen for a while, feeling like a failure, then eventually clicks to save and make it public. All his regulars will get a notification.
Once it’s done, Ilya feels both lighter and sadder. 
* * *
The fifth traveling session is in Toronto. Feeling off balance, Ilya told Luca to book a normal flight and a regular room, but it didn't get approved. Hollander emailed Luca back requesting a higher standard. 
The boy had tears in his eyes for half a day. “The email was so terrifyingly dry and professional,” he sniffed. “I feel like I should get a lawyer.”
And now Ilya is here, in another luxurious apartment, opening the doors to let Shane Hollander in.
He looks tense, in an awkward, unsure way. So no claws today. 
Ilya is not celebrating. Hot anger is easier to dismantle than whatever cold, uncomfortable feeling Hollander has sharpened in his mind this time, only to stab it deep between his own thoughts and call it logical truth. 
Ilya closes the door behind him and sticks his hands into the pockets of an oversized, grey hoodie. He’s usually making sure the clients are able to ogle his muscular arms, but it’s chilly today and the hoodie is very soft. Very expensive material. It may or may not have been bought with Shane Hollander’s money.
“Hi.” Shane is not looking at him, but at the wall somewhere next to Ilya’s head.
Not a good sign, that.
“Hello, Shane Hollander.”
If the atmosphere wasn’t so fucking awkward and tense right now, Ilya would consider it funny: how different their dynamic exchange seems to be every time. 
Because Hollander is made out of mirrors and with each turn, a new pattern appears. A kaleidoscope. Sun. Black holes. Growling dogs. You get it.
Ilya frowns slightly and observes with a piercing gaze, trying to quickly catalogue every detail and come up with a strategy for this evening. 
“You changed your boundaries,” Hollander eventually says. His voice is blank, his expression difficult to read. 
Ilya manages to swallow the wince. He was silently dreading this part.
“Da.” 
Hollander nods tensely. He seems determined.
“I don’t want to do anything sexual right now and I don’t want you to think it is out of spite or something,” he announces in an almost formal tone. “I just… don’t want to,” he repeats.
Ilya is not sure what to think about it. He’s suddenly a bit worried that they are not at the B.E.A.R.S., with the full support staff at his disposal. He’d even take fucking Hayden Pike right now. Just to make sure Hollander’s health is not being risked. 
He nods slowly.
“Okay. Remind us your safeword, please.”
“Loons. So can we do something else than–? You know.” Hollander demands confirmation, clearly uncomfortable with the lack of clarity.
Ilya nods again.
“Yes.”
Yeah. He can do that. They can do something platonic, sure. It actually might be a good idea. Good escape for Ilya, too. Just let him quickly gather the ocean of desire and the vast fields of sexual frustration they share, fold that neatly and tuck it away into the closet for another day. 
Easy.
Because it’s either something sexual or platonic. The third, missing one – something romantic – is not an option when renting a dynamic service. 
Ilya takes a long breath, and reluctantly tugs off his comfortable hoodie to get into the scene. He tosses it carelessly onto the edge of the sofa. It slides down onto the floor.
Hollander grimaces.
Ilya notices an opportunity.
“Pick it up,” he orders. “Fold it.”
Hollander’s shoulders relax the tiniest bit and he follows the order.
Ilya had this guy come on his fingers and into his fist, and Ilya came down his throat more than once. This is ridiculous.
He drops down onto the sofa with a sigh and drags his gaze back to Hollander.
“You will address me as ‘Sir’.”
“Uh, no.”
Ilya raises his eyebrows, testing that statement.
Hollander looks extremely uncomfortable.
“Red,” he mutters. “For that. I am not doing that.”
He puts the neatly folded hoodie gently onto the small coffee table, gives it an odd, soft pat, straightens and tucks his thumbs into the pockets of his trousers.
All right. Ilya wasn’t exactly excited about that title himself – too theatrical for this taste – but it was worth a shot.
“Collar?” he asks next.
“Red also, I think.” Hollander admits. “Yellow, maybe.”
It is a blessing he speaks so openly, because his body seems absolutely closed off. If both languages, non-verbal and verbal, got tossed, there wouldn’t be much left. Ilya would have to give praying a go.
Hollander waits. He begins to look slightly annoyed.
Impatient kitty. 
Ilya stretches on the couch, acting more relaxed than he is to put Hollander at ease. Lord knows what is happening inside of that pretty little head right now.
“Mhm.” He hums. “You know what, Hollander? You're going to kneel for me on this rug and you will stay like this until I say so. Colour for that?”
“But… Kneel for what, exactly?”
Ah. He’s thinking about sucking dick. Ilya does not blame him. They practiced it in two previous hotels. It was nice.
“For my enjoyment,” he explains patiently. “So I can see pretty man kneeling every time I feel like turning my head that way. Nothing else.”
Hollander frowns, clearly considering the idea, then nods slowly.
“Yeah, okay. Green.”
He kneels down awkwardly while Ilya goes to get his phone and then settles back down onto the couch, ready to scroll. 
People grow up to be either subs or doms and it is yet to be proven if that's nature or nurture. Somewhere along the way, a deeply rooted desire makes itself known – a need to foster one of two roles in a dynamic with somebody else. Giving into it resets the nervous system, calms the mind, relieves the tension. It’s soothing. It brings peace and balance. The exact shape, form and intensity of that desire is a very individual thing. 
So. For some, platonic exchange is enough. For others it is not. When they were beginning this arrangement, Ilya asked Hollander what kind of audio guides he uses and he admitted, reluctantly, that it was the sexual kind. 
Ilya could see it from miles away, even when Hollander was a hissing, repressed mess: a purely platonic approach would never bring him relief. But now they already managed to establish a certain connection and chemistry, so this innocent scene might work, to a certain degree. As an extension of what they already have. 
Except half an hour in, Ilya can’t find even a fucking trace of what they have. Hollander is fidgeting, awkward and tense, and – eventually – also annoyed? He might be on his knees, but his brain is still fighting against that order. 
It’s not stubbornness. Ilya knows very well how that looks on Shane Hollander. He seems… uncomfortable in a way that makes the alarms in Ilya’s head go off.
“You do not trust me,” he says slowly, testing the words out. They taste bitter.
Hollander grimaces.
“I’m trying,” he says, defensive.
Oh. How encouraging. 
“But you don't.” Ilya needs a cigarette. He can feel irrational annoyance prickle at the tips of his fingers. “It will never work if you don't.”
Hollander glares at him from his kneeling position.
“I said I am fucking trying!” he snaps.
“Red.” Ilya decides, so fast he almost surprises himself. “This whole scene is no good. Get up.” He gets up as well while he says it, restless.
Hollander glares again, before he starts moving. He’s only in a t-shirt and once the heat of embarrassment wears off, he shivers in the chilly room. He looks around, his intention unclear.
Ilya is watching him like a hawk. He feels knocked off balance, because it cuts deeper than it should – the fact that Hollander doesn’t feel comfortable with him. Apparently. Ilya has a suspicion he knows why. It only makes everything worse. 
Hollander shivers again and he curls in on himself a tiny bit.
“You can wear that if you're cold,” Ilya says, pointing at his comfy hoodie. 
He’s kind, yes, sure, the fucking kindest, but he’s also stalling. He doesn’t want to say what he thinks, but he has to. The only way forward is through and all that bullshit. He watches as Hollander hesitates for a moment, then pulls the hoodie on. He stops shivering, but keeps frowning.
Ilya crosses his arms over his chest. It’s not very professional to assume such a defensive pose but he needs to hide behind something right now.
“It is about my consent form change,” he guesses. 
Hollander looks away.
“Maybe.”
Ilya really, really needs a fucking cigarette right now.
“I can change my boundaries, just like you can,” he points out and tries not to sound… hurt.
Hollander drags his gaze back to Ilya’s face. He takes an oddly deep breath. There’s a silent pause. His irritated expression softens.
“Okay, yes, but.. why did you?”
Ilya Rozanov is a coward.
“I felt like it,” he shoots back. Complete bullshit. “You do not ask people reasons for boundaries. Is rude.”
That part is true, at least.
Shane winces slightly.
“Fine. Sorry. Fuck.” He takes another breath, clearly fighting against something. “I'm not feeling like this on purpose.”
“Like what?”
Deep brown eyes suddenly stare right into Ilya’s soul.
“Fucking humiliated?” Hollander suggests bitterly.
What…?!
“What?”
Hollander runs his fingers through his hair. Ilya never saw him do that before.
“I… asked you for it,” he points out. He’s an odd mixture of bitterness, embarrassment and determination. “I asked you to– fuck me. More than once. You let me ask, even though you clearly did not want to do that. It's fucking embarrassing.”
He is, out of nowhere, raw and honest, standing right before Ilya with freckles and a hoodie Ilya wore just an hour ago. And Ilya is fucking terrified. 
He will never, ever be able to control his feelings around this man.
“I am allowed to say no to things.” Deflect, deflect, deflect.
Hollander lets out an ugly scoff.
“Fuck you. You know this is now what I am saying. Yes, you are allowed. But you made me feel like it was… coming. You talked and acted like this is another step, like I should be waiting for it. You made me think it is okay to want it and ask for it. And then I suddenly get that notification. Out of nowhere. I think that is a shitty thing to do.”
“Maybe my dick is hurt. Maybe I have sicknes.” Ilya is saying stupid shit and can’t seem to stop. “Maybe is temporary, but you make it big deal.”
He never questioned Hollander’s boundaries. He has the right to expect the same courtesy back, no?
Hollander’s eyes wide at that ridiculous turn in the conversation. He recovers quickly, though.
“Well. Are you? Sick? Is it temporary?”
Ilya walked into this one, huh? He set it up, camouflaged it, walked away, turned around and walked right into it, all in the span of about ten seconds. 
Wow. He’s spiraling. It’s not a drop. He’s just ruining his life, possibly.
“Is not.” They say the truth will set you free. All Ilya hopes for is that the truth will give him a chance to smoke, to be honest. “Is going to be permanently red.”
He can’t possibly know this, but giving Hollander hope now won’t help.
Hollander’s nods.
“So my previous point stands. It was a shitty thing to do, to let me ask for it.” 
His freckled cheeks are red. Ilya is definitely not noticing it.
“Okay.”
“Right.”
“Hollander.”
Hollander accepts the reprimand for his vocabulary and rolls his eyes instead. But the bratiness fades away as quickly as it came, because the topic remains heavy and the issue remains unsolved.
The room seems colder. The atmosphere between them is unlike anything before. Ilya has trouble deciphering it. 
“Was it…” Hollander clears his throat. “Did I do something wrong?”
Ilya feels like he’s being stabbed with a tiny needle over and over again. 
“Not everything is about you.”
Oh, he’s not handling this well. Fuck. 
“Maybe that’s even worse,” Hollander mutters while his gaze drifts to the wall.
“Fucking hell,” Ilya breathes. He feels cornered. Caught. “This is happening because professional boundaries were crossed,” he announces both to Hollander and to himself.
Hollander frowns and looks at him again.
“You're saying it like it's my fault. I had no idea our friends know each other. And you were the one who approached me at the New Year’s Eve party, not the other way round. You took me to the other room.” 
“Oh, so it is my fault?”
“I'm not saying that!”
“What about calling my office? What about leaving marks after I say is not allowed?”
“Okay. Well. I am sorry. For that. That was not okay, but I thought… I thought…”
“What?!” Ilya pushes maybe a bit too snappy, but this is all too much for him, suddenly. 
“I thought it was all kind of a part of it,” Hollander admits reluctantly.
“Part of what? Speak clear or not at all!”
“Fuck you! Don’t try to dom me in the middle of an argument, what the fuck?! You know what I am saying. I thought it was all a part of our dynamic! You did the same thing, when you pushed to spend my money on the trips.”
Ilya’s eyes widen at that. 
What is happening. What the fuck is happening? Where is this all coming from and who allowed it? 
“I…” He doesn’t find the right words. Fucking English.
“What, was it not?” Hollander is stubborn and raw, and beautiful.
Ilya is the one to look away this time.
“Yes. Was wrong.”
“Okay. Great. Good to know now. Aren't you supposed to be a professional?”
Just like that, Ilya’s gaze is back on Hollander.
“Excuse me?!”
“I thought… You never said…” Now Hollander is struggling with words too, but only for a moment. “You never used a red signal. You didn't. You just said I shouldn't push you, you said I shouldn’t leave any marks or call, but, but you made me feel like you liked it. You never said ‘red’ and now you tell me it was too far. You were supposed to know. You were supposed to guide me through this.” 
This is not untrue.
Hollander isn’t even raising his voice yet. He talks calmly, but there’s a heavy, all-consuming intensity to it.
Ilya is so overwhelmed, all he can do is pull all his walls up and fall back on the old, worn out bad guy persona.
“So sorry it was not perfect. I had to navigate someone who is twenty four but doesn’t know shit about dynamic or what is good for them.”
Now Hollander does look angry.
“Yeah, I don’t know shit, because I don't fukcing want it! I am forced to do it, because my nervous system got fucked from deprivation! You think I enjoy having my entire career dependent on this mess?!”
“So now you blame me for giving you what you paid for?”
“You’re not giving me anything anymore. I don’t even know how to trust you now!”
“Ah, yes. Very despicable of me to have real emotions and private life, and personal boundaries. So rude!” Ilya mocks cruelly.
Hollander shakes his head. His fingers curl fiercely into fists, but he doesn’t raise his arms.
“No. No, you're twisting it again! My issue is not that you have your own boundaries. It’s the timing, and the– the leading me on, and how it all happened!”
Hollander’s eyes look wet. 
Ilya is going to be sick.
“Hollander.” He can’t find an exit. “What the fuck do you want from me?”
“I don't know! I’m not– You’re the one who was supposed to know that.”
“That is not fair.”
Fair is the word Hollander seems to be allergic to. Ilya picked up on it before. Now he keeps fucking up.
“No, it’s not,” Hollander snaps. “And it's not fair this is happening, but it is happening, and I don’t know how to stop it! Sorry. Fuck.” His voice breaks. “Sorry if it’s a lot, I’m not trying to blame you, I just can’t change how I fucking feel right now!”
Ilya can’t read him. Nothing makes sense, the details become blurry and stop adding up. Hollander seems angry and sad, and apologetic, and kind, and understanding, and frustrated, and disappointed… It’s everything, all at once, and it keeps turning and changing, and Ilya can’t fucking read him correctly anymore.
“How do you feel?” Now he sounds raw as well. “How can I fix this? I do not understand.”
“This is bleeding into my personal life,” Hollander states, frustrated. “I don't have time for that. I have to focus on hockey and it was helping, but now it doesn’t, and it feels ruined. I chose a service because I wanted this contained and clinical and, and… it’s not! It's all wrong! Oh my god, this thing was supposed to be separate from my life and–”
“Hollander. Hollander. This is sexual power dynamic exchange. You think you would not feel anything…?”
“I didn't with people at Kent!”
“Because they were fucking doing it wrong!”
There is a short pause of complete silence. They stare at each other.
“And you did it right?” Hollander challenges quietly. “Why do I now feel like shit, then?”
He is honest. That is brave, even if it goes straight through Ilya’s heart like a weapon. The dog inside his chest pounces on it, ready to tear it apart.
“I am hurting you.” Ilya is not asking. “I am sorry. You should end the service with me.”
“You think? Fuck. Fuck!” Hollander looks horribly lost. “I just need to play well! That was the point! I can’t be doing all this. I need to– I need–”
Ilya feels resigned enough to risk reaching out. He puts his hand on the side of Hollander’s neck to both ground him and read his pulse.
“Hollander,” his tone is criminally soft. “You are having panic attack. Do not spiral into drop, please.”
“Right, thanks for the advice.” It’s a bitter kind of amusement. “Fuck,” Shane breathes. “How do you fucking do this?”
Ilya frowns and slowly takes his hand away. It immediately feels cold.
“Do what?”
“You once said that when you are compatible with a client, you get kind of… into it. Emotionally or something like that. So how do you do it, when you have other clients and obligations?” He doesn’t sound angry anymore. He’s just curious and sad, and exhausted, and Ilya did this to him. “How do you compartmentalize?”
I don't. I think about you all the time.
“I– is my job.”
Hollander chuckles, bitter again. 
“Right. Okay.” He closes his eyes for a moment, then opens them up, straightens his back and clears his throat. “I think this whole thing seriously fucked with my head. I'm not saying it's your fault, but I don't–  It's not going to work now. I spent years not letting anything in my life be affected by the dynamic status which I did not choose, and I will not let it start affecting things now. This is not okay for me, and I am sorry if I sound rude, but I am very overwhelmed and I need all this to end.” He takes a breath. “Okay. Sorry.”
Ilya lived under one roof with his mother and noticed that she can't stand being alive only once she actually killed herself, and yet, in this very moment, he feels like he has never failed anyone as much as he’s failed Shane Hollander. 
He thought he was being safe, but it was the exact opposite. All this time he delusionally prided himself on being a professional, while allowing every healthy boundary to blur.
“Hollander.” 
He doesn’t add anything else. There is suddenly nothing to say.
Hollander nods once. A tense, almost apologetic movement.
“Yeah. It’s okay. Are you okay?”
Ilya nods dumbly.
Hollander takes one more breath.
“Okay. Good. Thanks. And goodbye.”
His hand twitches, almost as if he was about to offer Ilya a handshake.
He’s going to leave while wearing Ilya’s hoodie. It’s probably fair. Hollander paid for it.
They look at each other for a moment longer, then Hollander turns around. 
Ilya watches him move, while he stands painfully still. 
In his head, he rushes after this man. He grabs him, turns him around, walks him backwards, crowds him against the closed door, grips his jaw and adds a little pressure – just enough to make the lips part.
He’d press gentle kisses to Hollander’s neck and under his jaw, he’d kiss every freckle and rub his flushed cheek, and he’d lick at the corner of Hollander’s mouth, before finally bringing their lips together. And he’d let the pleasure resonate in the low murmur when he’d finally taste him, lick the lower lip, push in, guide the kiss, press closer, press in…
He’d kiss Hollander for hours, until the body underneath his fingers would turn into a burning, trembling mess. The he’d fuck him. He’d let the dog off the leash so it can hunt the little kitty down. He’d bite back, leave marks, he’d leave fucking scars if he had to. They’d stay forever, writing a message on the freckled skin: mine, mine, mine, mine, mine.
When Ilya manages to drag himself out of those dark, toxic thoughts, Hollander is already gone.
* * *
“Sveta.”
“It's way too late for a random phone call, Ilyusha. What's going on?”
“Prosti mienja.”
“Za chto?”
“I broke him.”
* * *
One month later, as Ilya sits on his own couch and stares at the TV, he thinks – slightly bitterly, thanks to the three beers he drank, no doubt – that from a distance, Shane Hollander doesn’t seem broken at all. And since Ilya no longer has access to see him up close, all he can do is watch games and wonder.
“Shane, over here! You’ve been officially stripped of the captaincy and this was the last game under your leadership. How do you feel about this decision and do you think it will be easy for the team to adapt to this change just a month before the playoffs?”
Ilya observes the tiny, angry twitch of the dark eyebrow, which the hungry reporters surely miss. Other than that, Hollander shows no sign of emotion.
Well. The change of job position is relatable, Ilya supposes. His pining, slightly drunk mind seems desperate to still find similarities between him and Hollander.
Svetlana indefinitely banned Ilya from having any sexual sessions and he wasn’t exactly fighting her on it. He kept his platonic clients, got put to work at the recording studio to do a new series of audio submission guides and the B.E.A.R.S. is about to launch another paid domination in-person course taught by Ilya, for doms who’d like to improve their skills. 
He’s not on vacation. Far from it. But every obligation he has is less demanding than what he was handling before and it leaves him in a weird state of pleasant laziness and a painful feeling of failure.
Ilya takes a swig of the beer from the bottle and watches the freckles on a sweaty face as the on-screen Shane Hollander answers the post-game question.
“My performance this season has not been consistent, but I am actively working on fixing that. I stand behind every decision that benefits my team and I think this change is a great opportunity for us to explore new strengths and strategies.”
Yup. That’s a Hollander response for you. Blank face, serious tone and a polite pile of bullshit. They took the captaincy from him, just like he predicted while being stoned. 
Maybe he feels pleasant laziness and a painful failure too.
“Shane, here, please! If Montreal makes it to the playoffs, will we see you on the ice, or will you take a backseat for this one?”
“I am unable to comment on the future events.”
Ilya chuckles at the screen.
“Hollander, do you think the new captain of the Voyagers will be more open to answering our questions?”
“Yeah, you gave us a hard time, kid.”
Kid. Oh, the reporters are feeling funny, huh? Ilya shifts on the couch, leaning forward. If he said that, he’d get bitten. But they get away with it, because Hollander is at work.
Serious kitty.
Fuck, Ilya might be drunk.
The on-screen Hollander shrugs, confident and unbothered.
“You could have tried asking me questions I’d actually want to answer. Then these things wouldn’t be so uncomfortable for everyone involved. Thank you for your time. I have no further comments.”
Ah. The claws, after all.
Ilya watches him turn away from the camera and leave. The view is familiar. The dog in his chest starts barking, so Ilya takes another swig to drown it.
The thing is, Hollander looks fine. Tired, with dark circles under his eyes, and annoyed, yes. But still strong and determined, and unbothered, though that last one surely is a mask. He did not skip any game. Not even the one two days after the end of their arrangement. Which means he probably did not drop. 
A dark part of Ilya feels offended by it.
But the thing, the thing is, Hollander survived twenty four years of his life without Ilya, so he can surely do another twenty four. 
It’s entirely possible to keep the dynamic maintenance somewhat separate from other parts of one’s life. A modern approach, some would say. That's exactly why the maintenance packages exist, that’s what domination diaries and submission guides are for and that is why places like B.E.A.R.S. get opened. For some, balancing their dom or sub needs is like getting a massage to relax your muscles or going to a therapist to make sure your mind is at peace. You do it, feel better and keep moving. It is not a core of life.
That is what Hollander was doing as well, but he pushed himself too far, denied himself too much and the pressure became too great. It caused a drop and a severe deprivation, and he had no choice but engage in a real, proper dynamic. 
With a professional.
And that professional was Ilya.
So Ilya was supposed to be professional.
What he was instead, was fucking whipped after first five minutes.
The part of the issue is – Ilya thinks as drags his ass to the balcony to smoke a cigarette – that he fucked it up professionaly, but privately he wouldn’t be good for Hollander either.
Hollander has this whole successful life, completely separate from his dynamic identity. He’s a closeted sub. He’s an independent, strong, lovely man.
Ilya would suffocate him. He’s old-fashioned, he would need Hollander to be his all the time. He’d want to mark and touch in public, and claim every way possible, because Ilya is carrying a dark hunger inside of him, in the shape of a dog, and it has many names, but none of them is good.
One cigarette ends, so he fishes another from the pack and lights it up, staring at the black sky.
He believes that dark hunger is something he did not manage to avoid inheriting after his father, even though he escaped inheriting the violence and the cruelty, unlike his brother. Some will say one out of three is still a good outcome.
Grigori Rozanov was the type of dom who wanted submission always, all the time, in all areas of life, on display as much as possible. It was sickening to observe and soul-crushing to endure. Ilya watched his mother break, fall apart and fade away, and yet the sick, twisted side of his soul still sometimes craves to own someone. It’s disgusting. 
He was seventeen when his dominant dynamic status presented itself. His mother was long dead, but it felt like betrayal anyway. But he dedicated his life to helping subs and it keeps the demons of his past at bay on most days.
The second cigarette is finished. He should go to bed and get up early to go for a run.
He’s fine. He is, no bullshit. Things can’t be easy all the time and he knows that. He has a shitty month, he’ll have a few more of those. That’s how life works sometimes. He’s still a lucky motherfucker, all things considered, because he didn’t lose his job, or his friend, or his money. He just lost an expensive hoodie and the sun feels colder than it used to, somehow. In the grand scheme of things, that’s not nearly enough to justify wallowing in self-pity.
So he tries not to wallow. He goes to work, he exercises, he socializes. 
He keeps going, day by day, and the black dog follows him like a shadow, carrying a limp puppy in his sharp, sharp teeth.
Because Ilya is the dog, and the dog is the puppy, and the puppy is Ilya, but they can’t all win at the same time. 
* * *
March goes into April, which goes into May. Montreal loses the fight for the Stanley Cup near the end of the month. 
Four days later, it is announced Shane Hollander's contract will not be extended.
Ilya goes to a club, drinks vodka the way it’s supposed to be drunk – straight, one shot at a time – and he doesn’t need to chase it with anything, because the taste of guilt is stuck in his throat.
He gets drunk enough to make a very, very, very stupid phone call.
“Tell me... I know you can’t when I am not– anymore. Not anymore. But– please. Did some, some other place reach out to you for his med history? All the, the reports. Somebody wanted them? Somebody has him…?”
“Fucking hell, Rozanov, I cannot discuss with you people who are not your clients. And it’s the middle of the fucking night!”
Hayden sounds annoyed. He rants for a moment, then insults Ilya, then hangs up and comes to pick him up.
“No facility contacted us regarding Hollander,” Pike says quietly later in the car, when he thinks Ilya has passed out.
* * *
Ilya swears off alcohol in June. Montreal is out of the playoffs, which means no freckles on the TV either. Double detox. Fun.
He smokes twice as much and the days fucking drag, so he spends an indecent amount of evenings after work on Svetlana’s couch. Usually, she’s pleasant company. Right now, she’s insufferable.
Stanley Cup finals may or may not be playing live and she hates both teams. Apparently.
“Okay, fine! It’s fine!” She exclaims in a tone that suggests it’s not fine yet, but she’ll bend the reality to her will. “Centaurs have Hunter already, so with Hollander they definitely could turn the team around. And Ottawa is Hollander’s home town, he has support here. That will be good for him. All right. I can get behind that, I guess. It’s better than this bullshit. Definitely better than whatever is left of Montreal now, after their shitty decisions. So, yeah. Fuck it, I can be a Centaurs girly. Easy access to home games, that’s nice. But they better get to the playoffs next season, or I swear to god!”
Ilya groans.
“What are you even saying?”
She gives him a weird look.
“What, Ilyushka, you haven’t heard? Hollander signed with Ottawa this morning. Once the season starts in September, he’s going out onto the ice here, as a Centaur!”
Oh.
Ilya knows it's not–  It’s a career move and it has nothing to do with anything else. He knows that. But before he can sink his teeth into logic, the stupid puppy part of his brain lights up and the thought flashes in his head, all hungry and buzzing:
You’re coming home to me.
* * *
Ilya does not run. He goes to Russia, because it’s one of his niece’s birthday and every year he tries to spend some time with them during their school summer break. It was pre-planned. It’s not like he fucking changed the girl’s date of birth to escape Shane Hollander.
But his leave does, coincidentally, overlap with Hollander’s move to Ottawa. And he knows when said move is happening, because Hunter insist on the welcome party from the team, but Hunter means Kip, and Kip means Luca, Sveta and Cassie, and that means Hayden  and Rose, and that means basically the rest of the fucking B.E.A.R.S.. And more than half doesn’t even know Hollander was a client.
So when Ilya is back from Russia in late July, after barely two weeks, it sounds like Hollander is fully integrated into his social circle. 
Ilya could maybe tolerate that development if it was mainly because of Kip and Hunter, or Sveta, because that’s a straightforward hockey connection. But no. No, the main culprit is Rose fucking Landry.
“I adore him!” She says with a dangerous smile. “He’s very nice and really funny.”
Ilya doesn’t hate Rose, but if she went missing right now, he would not help looking.
Sveta says they are just friends and that it’s good, because Hollander needs all the support he can get to win her a Stanley Cup.
Ilya doesn’t hate Svetlana either, but if she went missing right now, he’d pin it on Rose and help the police lock her up.
Rose is a sub, which should be a silver lining, but it’s not, because it doesn’t matter. Subs can date other subs, there are all kinds of couples out there. Ilya had a pair of married subs as regulars last year. They would come to sessions together and go into subspace together, and it was the most romantic shit he's ever seen. Saying two subs can't be dating is like saying a same-sex couple shouldn't exist, because they can't reproduce. 
What is worse, Rose and Hollander are actually quite similar in some ways, now that Ilya thinks about it. She’s also stubborn and determined, and easily mistaken for a dom in certain situations. So there is a chance this fucking friendship will last.
It seems suddenly absolutely certain – and a fucking joke – that Ilya will have to be in the same room as Shane Hollander in the nearest future. Very possibly more than once.
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    Chapter Summary

    Ilya has never seen this man in the sun properly before. Their brief relationship developed in the artificial lightning of the B.E.A.R.S.’ session rooms and hotel apartments. There is surely some metaphor in that.
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  unknown: Hi. This is Shane Hollander. Svetlana gave me your number, I hope that’s okay. Rose insists that I come to your birthday party, but I am not sure if you’re fine with that? So I wanted to ask. 
It’s totally fine if you’d prefer I was not there. I won’t be offended or anything like that.

Ilya stares at the message. 
Then he stares some more, because what the actual fuck. 
It’s not even his party, not really. His birthday passed month and a half ago, for fucks sake. He wasn't in a mood to celebrate, then Sveta was travelling, then Boodrams went on vacation, then Ilya was in Russia…
Now, in August, it should be long forgotten. But Sveta will use any opportunity to throw a party, even if it’s a late one, and Rose lives in an actual house instead of an apartment, which she enjoys filling with people. And it’s summer. So the two of them kind of hijacked his June birthday and are now using it as an excuse to get everybody together.
He doesn’t mind. He might be a confident, cocky asshole, but personally inviting people to celebrate him is the kind of attention – and pressure – which he doesn’t handle well. At the same time not celebrating at all feels like a step towards numbness and sadness. So the party being a little bit about him, but not really, is actually the perfect scenario. 
Except that the scenario now has freckles. Ilya has opinions about that.
Well. First things first.
Ilya: what the fuck
you gave Hollander my number
??!
Svetlana: he is very persuasive
I’m beginning to understand why he was so much trouble

Ilya glares at his phone. He knows Sveta sometimes likes a challenge, both in life and in bed.
Ilya: you can’t have him
Svetlana: wow 
subtle
Ilya: 🖕

He goes back to staring at Hollander’s message. This is the first contact they have since February.
See, Ilya kind of thought he’ll get more time. He's not close with Kip or Hunter, so he usually gets thrown into the Centaurs’ circle only because Sveta pushes. That should be easily avoided. It's also definitely not a tragedy for him to purposely spend less time with Rose Laundry. So he assumed he'll get a chance to ease into it: bump into Shane Hollander accidentally, in passing, or watch him from afar for a while. 
He also kind of assumed – arrogantly and wrongly, with no real evidence to back it up – that Hollander will act like a coward about this and do everything to avoid him.
That is clearly not the case.
Ilya reads the message again.
Another thing is… Well. Something hot, thick and velvety is slowly trickling down the back of Ilya’s mind, because look at that kitty asking Ilya for permission.
There is no contract in place, no clear boundaries, nothing to hide behind, so a tangled knot of emotions hits Ilya painfully hard and then his treacherous dick twitches.
Ilya: you can come

He wonders if Hollander's innocent brain catches the double meaning.
Does it annoy him? Does he care? 
They were never friends. They were never real lovers either. They didn’t even have a real argument, they just ran into a wall that could not be moved. So is there sentiment or resentment, or are they just… nothing?
Ah, fuck. This whole thing is going to be a sweet, sweet torture, huh?
* * *
“Smoking is bad for you.”
Ilya doesn’t have to turn around to know who that is, even though he has not heard this voice in person in almost six months. He exhales the smoke and keeps staring at the trees, resting both hands against the porch railing. 
“Hello, Hollander,” he says to the bright blue summer sky. 
“Hi.”
Nothing more follows. There’s tension gathering in the air. A little bit of uncertainty, maybe. 
“You come to my party to criticize me?” Ilya challenges softly as he finally turns around.
“Uh. No? I also have this.”
Hollander extends a bottle of vodka to him, but Ilya ignores it at first. He’s not trying to be rude, he’s just, well, distracted. His eyes scan the body quickly: slightly awkward pose, boring outfit, stubborn tension. The hair is longer. Then he zeroes in on the beautiful face, unable to fight the instinct to search for subtle cues.
He does not find any indications of a looming sub drop. There are traces of tiredness under the dark eyes, but only minor. They almost get erased by the sunrays falling onto the freckled cheeks.
It hits Ilya in the gut out of nowhere: has never seen this man in the sun properly before. Their brief relationship developed in the artificial lightning of the B.E.A.R.S.’ session rooms and hotel apartments. There is surely some metaphor in that. It was dark at the New Years’ party and Scotts’ party happened late in Autumn, on a cloudy day.
So maybe Ilya stares a bit, while he takes another drag of the cigarette. 
Hollander is still holding the gift out, waiting for it to be accepted, which is clearly beginning to feel awkward, but he fights through that emotion, of course. It seems to be what he does all the time – fight through the discomfort. Brave, brave baby lion. Ilya would never be strong enough to reach out first. 
Then again, he also probably shouldn’t. Nothing good will come of this. Fuck. Fuck.
He knew this meeting would be happening and he knew it wouldn’t be exactly easy, but it still catches him off guard. There is Something between them: a palpable, distracting, unnamed thing that’s taking up most of the porch.
Ilya gets his shit together and grabs the bottle, then peers curiously at the label.
Hollander clears his throat quietly.
“Sorry, I know this is a very basic gift. I kind of suck at giving gifts in general. I had no idea what you might want and Rose said you asked for no real presents, and that this should be okay.”
Ilya nods slowly, still silent. He’s not being an asshole on purpose, he just needs a moment. 
He takes another drag of the cigarette. It causes Hollander to frown, which causes the corners of Ilya’s mouth to twitch upwards. There’s still, unfortunately, something immensely entertaining about getting under Hollander’s skin. The angry kitten face never left Ilya’s mind.
“Is okay,” he offers politely, because Ilya is a very respectable person. “Landry was correct. They all kept asking Luca for advice and I told him to say: nothing or vodka.”
Hollander’s anxiety fades into annoyance. He squares his shoulders slightly and probably subconsciously.
“Right. You guys are close.”
“Me and Rose?”
Ilya keeps the cigarette pressed between his two fingers and uses both hands to turn the bottle and look at it from all sides. It’s quite unique and very pretty. 
The other quite unique and very pretty thing on the porch opens its mouth to speak again.
“You and Luca.”
“He is my assistant.”
“Right.”
Ilya finally looks up again. He’s back to holding the bottle in one hand and now he raises it slightly.
“You can't get this in Canada. Is Russian vodka. Very good one,” he praises. Then adds with a curious look: “Very, very expensive.” 
Ilya should not be worth Hollander’s money anymore. That was supposed to stay in the past.
Hollander shrugs and his gaze wanders to something behind Ilya. There’s a slight redness on his cheeks. It all makes Ilya smile – a sudden, wolfish expression he cannot hold back – while something warm spills all over his stomach. 
“Thank you, Hollander.”
“Sure. No problem,” Shane Hollander answers and it’s, unfortunately, very fucking hot that he means it.
It’s a stupidly expensive gift, but Hollander offers it like some people offer chocolates or a bottle of cheap wine. That is not helping to dismantle and dissolve the Something that’s sitting between them, all heavy and tense. Maybe it’s the dog. Maybe it grew, got heavier, darker, and more rebellious, and secretly got itself leashed to Hollander as well. Now it’s just stuck here, between them.
The silence stretches. Hollander looks more uncomfortable with each second. He sends Ilya an almost apologetic look and begins to turn to go back into the house.
A wave of protest suddenly rises all the way up to Ilya’s throat and his arm almost jerks with the need to reach out.
“Wait.” Ilya twists the cigarette butt into the railing. Rose can clean it up herself, if she likes hosting parties so much. “Hollander, wait.”
Shane turns and sends him a confused look. 
“I am sorry about hockey team,” is what Ilya manages to say. His voice isn’t shaky, just… a bit hoarse.
The kaleidoscope begins to turn – surprise, embarrassment, sadness, anger – until eventually a mixture of carefully concealed hurt and meticulously crafted acceptance settle on Hollander’s face.
“Oh. Righ–  I mean, yeah. That. Well.” He shrugs stiffly, but there is nothing casual about his gaze. “I didn't know you follow hockey.”
“Sometimes.” I don’t. I follow you.
“You never mentioned.”
“It was not relevant.” You were my client.
Hollander straightens his back.
“Right.”
That fucking word.
A flash of the well-known hostility is back and in a weird way, it makes Ilya feel more at ease. This is a familiar territory, to a certain degree at least. He watches Hollander openly, not trying to make his gaze any less piercing.
“I can tell when you say that word by accident and when on purpose.” Ilya declares slowly, feeling bold. 
The tension between them is slowly shifting into one of a different kind.
“Right. Well, I can say it as much as I want.”
Ilya’s fingers twitch with the need to touch. He’s being fucking tested right now. It took Hollander about five minutes to get them here, fucking hell.
He rolls his shoulders slowly, trying to look unbothered. Confidence is usually the way to go.
“Mhm. I guess you can. But I think that is boring. You will think that too, soon.”
Hollander glares a bit, but he seems less anxious now.
“Fuck off.”
Ilya huffs, amused.
“Da.”
They are suspended in this weird state where this kind of provoking exchange, after months of no contact, is both very tense and oddly comforting. This is what they know, but it is also what they lost. And at the same time it is actually a completely uncharted territory, because this is not B.E.A.R.S. 
Ilya never thought one person could make him feel so much with so little interaction. He wants to kiss that stubborn motherfucker. As a punishment. He wants to kiss him as a punishment. 
Fuck off, it makes sense in Ilya’s head.
He considers smoking another cigarette, but Hollander’s gaze is making the puppy inside of him squirm, starved for praise, so he decides against it. 
Well. Lets maybe just fucking push through this and see what happens. 
Ilya clears his throat again.
“Nobody asked B.E.A.R.S. for your session history,” he observes.
If Hollander was using a different service, normally either he or the facility would reach out for the documentation. 
Hollander gives him the annoyed kitten face again. He’s genuinely the perfect combination of adorable and scary.
“Is there a question?”
Yup. Here it goes.
“Are you okay?” Ilya asks. It comes out way more softly than he intended.
Hollander’s shoulders sag a bit. He looks at something next to Ilya’s head.
“Yes. I didn't… go to another facility. And I didn't drop, if that is what you're implying.” 
“Ah.” The dog bares his teeth and Ilya’s fingers almost tremble with the effort not to let him jump forward. “So you are having personal dynamic.”
So Ilya will become a murderer after all. That’s okay. His mugshot will be hot.
Hollander makes eye contact again, maybe a little too fast.
“It's not very polite to ask that,” he challenges, clearly annoyed.
“I am not very polite person, Hollander. Not outside work. You will see, if you stick around.”
“Can't wait,” Hollander deadpans. “And no. If you must know, I’m not in a personal dynamic relationship. I will never be. I do that, I don’t want it. I am–” he hesitated. “My brain is not compatible with something like that.”
Ilya blinks, unprepared for the sudden confession and the intensity in Hollander’s voice.
“Okay,” he says slowly, still processing.
Last time, when everything blew up in their faces, Hollander was freaking out about their dynamic bleeding into his personal life, yeah. But before that, he was also freaking out about paying for the service and how artificial it all was. It’s unclear where the real issue lies, which shouldn’t be surprising, because Shane Hollander is a fucking enigma, after all. Ilya is not sure what he was expecting, but clearly not this.
But this is fucking perfect. It really is.
Hollander doesn't want a real dynamic relationship and Ilya definitely shouldn’t want a dynamic relationship, so they can not do that together. They could do some non-relationship kissing and non-relationship fucking, and Ilya would totally casually lock that kitten inside his own apartment, and he’d take days taking him apart in a non-relationship way, until Hollander was made of purrs and moans, and the word “tension” would cease to exist in his dictionary. 
Ah. Ilya is getting sidetracked, isn't he?
Well, the point is, this is great. Hollander doesn't want it, so it’s unattainable. It's out of reach, which means Ilya can have fun trying to reach it, knowing full well he's safe from succeeding. Because Ilya should not succeed. He can’t be trusted with having a sub.
They are extremely, extremely compatible as nothing to each other. It figured itself out. Good, good, good. Great. Perfect. Excellent. Flawless. Ideal. Superb, even. Wow. Best day ever.
Ilya’s face must be doing something odd, because Hollander frowns.
“Are you okay?”
Ilya is marvelous.
“Da. Are you?”
Hollander’s frown deepens.
“You already asked that.”
Maybe, but now Hollander’s previous answer doesn’t make sense.
“So you have no facility or relationship. And you did not drop…?”
“You do realise it’s very arrogant of you to ask me things like that, right?”
“Maybe. You gonna answer my question or not?”
“It wasn’t even a real question!” Hollander points out, slightly frustrated. “I am fine, Rozanov. I was doing fine for nine years. I know how to take care of myself, thanks. It is none of your business how I do it. I’m dealing with it and I will work harder on the ice to improve my performance, and that’s that. I’m done talking about this.”
Feisty kitty. 
Ilya does some quick math. Hollander turned twenty five in May – thank you, google – which suggests his status presented when he was sixteen. Interesting.
He raises his eyebrows next, challenging Hollander’s statement, because he ended up in Ilya’s care as an emergency case twice last year. That is not exactly a definition of being fine and taking care of oneself.
“Shut up,” Hollander mutters, clearly reading his look.
Hollander used to be willing to do anything to save his hockey performance, which is still clearly suffering from him being not fine. So what changed? Maybe being traded into a shitty team removed the pressure. Ilya remembers the stoned Hollander declaring he’s given up. Is it possible that he really did this time? 
Did being in the dynamic with Ilya turn out to be so horrible, Hollander decided he’d rather play badly for the rest of his life…? If yes, that’s just rude.
“What about you?” Hollander asks suddenly.
“What about me?”
“Are you–”
Rose opens the door to the porch with a loud bang and drapes herself all over Hollander with a wide smile, while the sound of music floats their way from the house.
“There you are!”
A bitter taste floods Ilya’s mouth. He has actually never seen somebody touch Hollander before, except from other players on the ice, when they’d check him against the boards. Rose hangs on him casually, all tactile and open, and Hollander tenses up a bit, but doesn't push her off. She’s allowed to do it in public, for everybody to see. Ilya never was, because he’s a dom and he’s a man. 
He’s not jealous. He’s just dissatisfied with the society as a whole.
“What do you want?” he asks Rose with a clear annoyance in his tone.
She laughs, unbothered and detaches herself from Hollander only to attack Ilya next. She grabs his face and leaves an obnoxiously loud kiss on his cheek.
“Happy late birthday, asshole,” she smirks. “Come dance!”
He pushes her away and immediately starts rubbing the wet spot.
“Disgusting!”
“I’m throwing you a party, you have to be nice to me,” Rose declares, not offended in the slightest. 
“Svetlana is throwing my party,” Ilya corrects her grumpily. “You are renting us a space.”
The house is big and bright. Rose used to be a child actress, a good one. She was on track to become real famous, but then, as a teenager, she presented as a sub and apparently the industry didn’t waste any time to respond accordingly. She was offered the same, meek roles over and over again and the management wanted to turn her into a walking advertisement rather than real talent. The way they treated her on set, behind the scenes, changed as well and it all became too much, so she just took all the money and quit. Then Svetlana met her at one of the rich people's party and the rest is history. Rose has a house, she’s managing the B.E.A.R.S. and annoys Ilya every other day.
Now she turns her attention back to Shane.
“Ilya likes to pretend he doesn't love me,” she explains, because she thinks she’s funny. Which – she’s not.
“I despise you,” Ilya offers immediately.
Svetlana says he and Rose are like siblings. Ilya strongly disagrees. Rose is like a fly. Impossible to get rid of, loud and everywhere at once. Humans and flies can’t be siblings.
She’s back to attacking Shane.
“Come, come. You dance with me, then!”
Hollander looks mortified at the mere thought.
“Uh, no thanks. I told you I don’t do that.”
“Pleaseee?”
“Maybe?” Hollander lies. “In a second.”
Something about his expression sobers Rose up. She glances between them, then smirks not very subtly. She’s one of the few people here who actually know they used to have sessions together. 
“Ah. All right. If you need anything, I’ll be where the fun is! Be good, boys!” 
She giggles and waves, then turns to head back inside.
“Fuck off!” Ilya calls after her, because somebody should. “Nobody likes you!”
Once they are alone again, Hollander gives him a slightly surprised but mostly disapproving look.
“You're an asshole.”
“And you're stubborn pretty little kitty,” Ilya shoots back. “We all have role to play.”
Hollander gapes at him.
“Don't fucking say things like that!” He glances over his shoulder quickly to check if they are still alone. “A few Centaurs are here, they could hear you!”
“Is okay. Scott Hunter is so old, he is probably deaf.”
“Wow. You really are rude when you're not working.”
Ilya grins. He can’t help it. It all suddenly feels so fucking easy, even after all these months.
“I think maybe you like it.”
“Why would I?” Hollander mutters, frustrated.
“You are still here,” Ilya points out. “And staring.”
“Right.”
Ilya just raises his eyebrows again. The Hollander’s “Right” Counter in his head updates to 6.
Hollander’s expression changes into something more serious after a moment. He sighs.
“Listen, I don't want it to be weird between us.” He admits, painfully honest. “We have the same friends and I was your client, but not many people know that. It's…”
“Messy?” Ilya offers. He’s not sure where this is going, which is worrying him slightly.
Leave it to Hollander to always keep Ilya on his toes.
“Complicated,” Hollander corrects. “So I think that maybe we should just get it all out of the way and, uh, start over…?” He sounds a little bit unsure, but there’s a fierce determination in his eyes as he extends his hand, offering it to Ilya. “Friends?”
For a brief moment, Ilya thinks in numbers.
Two emergency sessions.
Three months of professional dynamic relationship in total, if you exclude Ilya’s medical leave.
Four two-in-one sessions in four different hotels.
Five overnight sessions at the B.E.A.R.S.
Six months of nothing.
Now they are here.
Bozhe, he doesn’t even have enough to count to fucking seven. Those are some laughably, laughably low numbers, considering how gone Ila feels at this moment, as he watches this ridiculous, stubborn man offering friendship and waiting for a handshake.
Bless his innocent heart for thinking Ilya is strong enough to not abuse this offer.
Their hands are warm and fit together nicely. Ilya grip is firm, then firmer, as he tightens it, pinning Hollander down with his gaze. The hot hunger blooms in the centre of that Something between them and Ilya makes a step forward, then another one, never letting go.
Hollander’s lips part slightly in surprise. He takes the step back, mirroring Ilya’s movement. One, two more and his back meets the wall. 
Ilya, still gripping the offered hand tightly, stops way too close and watches Hollander’s pupils widen. He’s affected. Good. Ilya wants him affected. Selfishly, he doesn’t want to be burning in this fire alone.
There is no party, no house, no air. Just them and the eye contact. Ilya moves his index finger slightly, pressing it into Hollander’s wrist to check this pulse. 
It’s racing.
“Okay, Shane.” He says quietly. Despite the arrogant stance, there’s some softness in his tone. “We are friends now.”
The black dog is tugging at the leash, already impatient.
Hollander collects himself and nods, not averting his gaze. He squeezes Ilya’s hand back even more, fighting for dominance even in that silly little gesture.
“Okay, Ilya,” he echoes. “I guess we are.”
* * *
For the next few hours, Ilya barely drinks anything, but he may or may not be pretending he’s drunk. It’s a genius plan, really. It allows him to get close and touch without it becoming a big deal. 
See, Hollander should have done some research. Then he’d know that Ilya is a very, very tactile friend. 
He keeps standing too close to Hollander at first, chatting loudly to others and pretending he doesn’t notice all the places their bodies are touching.
When Hollander is sipping boring Canada Dry on the armchair, Ilya drops down onto the wide armrest with a loud sigh, seemingly without looking, and ends up half on top of him. He keeps arguing with Rose about bullshit, but now he can feel the heat radiating from Hollander’s muscular body. He hides his grin in the cup that is full of juice with no vodka.
When Kip and Kyle are playing beerpong against the Boodrams, Ilya throws his arm obnoxiously over Hollander’s shoulders, pretending he needs to lean in to see better. Hollander makes the cute angry kitten face and tries to shake Ilya off, but he uses barely any real strength, so he fails and kind of gives up. Ilya can smell him – shower gel and fresh laundry in the room full of drunk, sweaty people. 
Luca gets dizzy after drinking and dancing and he’s taking a break on the couch, explaining some celebrity gossip that makes no sense. Ilya is next to him, but his arm stretches against the back of the furniture, all the way to Hollander who’s on the other side of the blonde boy. Ilya is patient about the way his fingers start grazing Hollander’s neck. It’s subtle at first, almost by mistake. And then it’s not. And then, after playing with the collar of Hollander’s t-shirt, Ilya slides two fingers underneath, to feel the warm, naked skin.
Hollander lets him get away with it all. Probably because Ilya is such a great actor and it looks like in his drunken state he does it all without thinking and it doesn’t mean anything. So, if Hollander wants to, he can accept the touch guilt-free, safely, without immediately reminding everyone that he’s a big, scary (baby) lion.
That was the whole point, and yet the fact that it works is kind of melting Ilya’s brain. It used to be impossible to touch Hollander even during a private session and now they are surrounded by the familiar people and he’s barely tensing up underneath Ilya’s fingers. 
It becomes instantly addictive. Ilya looks for more and more opportunities, focused on this and this only, even though it was supposed to be his party. He’s kind of fucking himself over, becasue the bolder he gets, the hungrier he feels. 
There is no contract. Nothing is clear. Nothing is contained. There is no beginning or end, or rules that were studied beforehand. Hollander is here, all warm and beautiful, and Ilya can easily reach out and touch him, and it’s all just fucking spilling everywhere – the thick, dark, boundless desire.
The puppy is mischievous and the dog is starving, and Ilya is grinning like a madman, not really thinking, high on the fact that Hollander allows this.
Maybe he missed Ilya too. 
* * *
Ilya goes to the bathroom, so he loses the grumpy kitty for a moment, but manages to track him down in the kitchen soon after. He is vaguely aware he's slipping into insanity territory, but it's been months and for some unknown, miraculous reason he is allowed to touch.
The black dog is salivating on a leash that's now entirely in Hollander's grip. The only fail-safe Ilya has is the fact that Hollander is not interested in having a personal dynamic. Ilya is not allowed to give him a professional one either, so there is nowhere to go. And that's good. Ilya can't ruin what he doesn't have. 
They are friends. Friends are allowed to touch. 
Ilya will crawl back to sanity once the attention-starved puppy tires itself out. He will. Pinky fucking promise. For now, he drapes himself obnoxiously over Hollander's back, hooking a chin over his shoulder.
“Holandeeeer,” he murmurs, dragging one letter. “My party is happening out there. What are you doing all alone in the kitchen?”
It’s already evening. Some people are truly drunk by now, some are slowly leaving. To each their own.
Hollander’s shoulders stiffen a tiny bit, but it could be simply from the additional weight.
“I'm pouring water into a glass,” he grumbles, annoyed. “What are you doing? Get off me.”
It is important to note that no action to actually push Ilya off follows. Ilya knows his own pathetic state of mind, but he’s unable to guess Hollander’s thoughts. That is, unfortunately, only making him want to push more.
“Can’t,” he declares happily. “I need balance. Room is spinning. Too much vodka. I will fall without you.”
“Yeah, right.”
“You have new favourite word, I think.”
Hollander’s “Right” Counter in his head updates to 16.
Ilya glances around. They are alone in the room. 
He sneaks one hand onto Hollander’s hip. He waits for a fist to the face or an elbow to the ribs. It does not come. That’s thrilling, but to be perfectly honest: what the fuck?
Shane takes a few sips of the water, puts the glass down and shrugs to jostle Ilya.
“Come one, Rozanov. Fuck off. You're heavy.”
“I am little feather.” Ilya’s chin is still resting on Hollander’s shoulder. His lips are getting closer to his ear as he keeps talking bullshit in a low voice. “You are all muscles. Bet you can carry me to bed if I get too drunk to make it alone.”
There it is. That does it and Hollander suddenly turns, pushing Ilya off and away, and then grabbing him just to push again, until Ilya’s hips hit the kitchen island behind him.
Well. Ilya was kind of self-sabotaging, provoking more and more to see when this gets ruined. Probably. Maybe pretending to be wasted made him feel wasted at some point. Brains are a funny.
Hollander is suddenly right there.
Ilya drags his gaze from the lips, to the freckles, and up to the dark eyes, which are glaring at him in that very, very attractive way he knows very well. 
“I know you're not drunk, asshole,” Hollander hisses. 
He’s leaning in very close, his pupils are wide and the annoyance seems to be a cover for some other, fiery emotion. Hollander knew Ilya was pretending and just... let him?
Ilya leans in a tiny bit as well, feeling the weird mixture of electricity and tension go through his entire body. 
The pull is undeniable. They could kiss like this. It feels like they might.
“I am not?” he asks, half-provoking in a low whisper. 
Hollander’s lips part, then fall shut and turn into a straight line. He leans away. Not far, but the moment definitely passes.
The tension does not.
“You barely drank anything.” Hollander accuses. “You don't smell like vodka.”
Ilya tilts his head to the side, observing him curiously. It’s so, so much more difficult to read Hollander out in the wild. There are so many possibilities and so much danger. It’s both terrifying and thriling. 
“So you were watching me?” He grins. “ And you are smelling me…”
“Fuck off. I have a sensitive nose.”
“Ah. Da. Sensitive lvionok.”
“Shut up. God, just shut up! How are you everywhere?!” The energy shifts. Hollander’s expression splits open right in front of Ilya’s eyes and something raw appears. Exhaustion and doubt, and maybe even panic come out of nowhere. “I can’t– It’s all changing. The team and the city, my routines, my whole life, everything, everything is new and foreign… Everything I knew is gone, everything here still feels wrong… How the fuck are you the only thing that’s constant? Why are you– Oh my fucking god. I can’t do this.”
Hollander’s forehead hits Ilya’s shoulder as he rests it there and tries to calm his breath, hiding his face from Ilya and the world.
It’s suddenly not hard at all to believe this is a man who’s been holding himself together alone, refusing all professional and personal help, probably not only in the dynamic department, but in all other areas of life too. 
He managed to fool Ilya. For maybe the first time, briefly, Ilya was like all the fans, the teammates, the reporters and god knows who else: he saw the mask and the mask looked real to him.
Behind the mask there is a man who just got kicked out of a team which he dedicated seven years to, and was forced to move his entire life to a different city in a span of weeks, while at constant war with his own identity.
Ilya’s arms move on their own. He wraps one tightly around Hollander’s waist and puts another one soothingly on the nape of his neck.
“Is okay,” he murmurs into Hollander’s hair.
This is the first time they have hugged.
“Is not,” Hollander mutters into the material of Ilya’s grey, oversized t-shirt. His voice is shaky but still stubborn. “Everything is different and I fucking hate change.”
The black dog is a guard dog and if Ilya can’t make this man feel safe, he will fucking die trying.
“Is okay.” He tightens his grip on Hollander’s nape and rubs the skin gently, trying to ground him. They are clearly dealing with a little meltdown here. “You are brave. And strong. And smart. So it is almost no problem how boring you are at parties and how annoying you can be sometimes, da?”
Hollander’s head moves slightly and then his teeth sink painfully into Ilya’s shoulder through the material.
“Woah, ow, fuck!” 
Ilya tightens his arm around Hollander. It only earns him another bite, right next to the first one. 
“Bozhe moy, Hollander, why you always do this?” Ilya complains, but doesn’t push Hollander away. Partly because why the fuck would he, partly because Hollander goes dangerously still and there is no response from him.
Seems like the kitty went nonverbal. Ilya feels a bit unequipped to handle this, but he’s trying his best. He doesn’t want to let go and there is no indication that Hollander wants to emerge from his hiding spot against Ilya’s shoulder, so they stay like that.
Ilya wants to kiss him better. Instead, he keeps gently rubbing the nape of Hollander’s neck and stays silent, too afraid of the things that might come out if he opens his mouth.
He wonders if maybe Hollander has been listening to all the new audio submission guides Ilya has recorded since February. Because, contrary to what Hollander said, Ilya hasn’t exactly been everywhere, constantly in Hollander’s life. Quite the opposite. He’s been pining alone on his own couch, watching hockey interviews. No need to bring that up, though.
“Holzy! Yo, Holzy, where you at?!” 
LaPointe is yelling on his way to the kitchen, so they hear him before they see him. Hollander’s whole body goes tense and he rips himself out of Ilya’s embrace, taking two steps back in a hurry with a terrified expression.
He gives Ilya one, charged, lost, exhausted, scared look, then blinks and molds himself into a dominant but calm hockey player just as his teammate enters the room.
“There you are! Holzy, come, come! Hunter let is slip we’re getting another new player before the season begins. We’re making bets on who that is. You won’t be the only new guy! I hope it’s someone at least half as good as you, then we could finally win something, ya know? Let’s fucking go!” 
Drunk LaPointe cheers for no fucking reason and then tries to grab Hollander in a bro-ey way. Ilya watches, impressed, as Hollander evades it smoothly without causing a scene, clearly with years-long experience in making sure people touch him as little as possible.
He didn’t do it with Ilya. Ilya was allowed. Maybe later he’ll be allowed to strangle LaPointe for interrupting. For now, he watches as Hollander walks away with his teammate to make some stupid bet with Scott fucking Hunter and a few other Centaurs that made their way into Ilya’s party.
In the span of minutes, Ilya had an opportunity to watch Hollander’s mask break and then rebuild itself. It was both an impressive and terrifying view and he can’t fathom how much fucking energy it takes to maintain that.
Hollander fit so well in Ilya’s arms. 
Ilya can still feel the sting of the bites.
What the fuck are they even doing?
* * *
Hollander keeps his distance and leaves the party an hour later, after a quick and slightly tense goodbye.
Ilya doesn’t chase after him, deciding to offer space. He feels a bit… shaken by the raw moment they shared and maybe Hollander does too. Ilya would hate to become another nagging problem on top of everything else Hollander is dealing with. 
Sveta said he was born and raised in Ottawa, but seven years is a long time to be away, especially if it’s teenage years and early twenties – the period when one’s identity is being shaped.
Rose fucking Landry forces Ilya to dance, so he does, after taking shots with Sveta. He has fun. He beats Hunter in arm wrestling and talks Jackie into smoking a cigarette mostly to piss Hayden off.
He keeps thinking about Shane Hollander all the way through it, because how can he not. Friends take care of each other. That’s normal.
The puppy is whining, the dog is growling and Ilya is pining. The Holy Trinity of bullshit. 
Ilya sends a text late some time before midnight. He’s not drunk, just slightly obsessed. 
Ilya: Ottawa is okay city
fun enough for me, boring enough for you
all Centaurs are annoying so you will fit in
Is going to be fine.

It takes Hollander almost twelve hours to respond.
Hollander: Right.
Thank you.

Ah. See, knowing Shane Hollander is broadening Ilya’s horizons. He didn’t know until now that such a thing is possible, but here it is: a grateful brat.
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  On the scale from one to ten, Ilya's willingness to participate in a movie night with Svetlana and Rose fucking Landry sits comfortably at minus eighty-one. Unfortunately, Hollander has also been invited and Ilya's leash is short, so here he is, sitting on the ridiculously big L-shaped sofa, staring at the TV. 
It's only four of them and there's an abundance of space in Sveta’s girlboss living room, but Ilya shamelessly sat right next to Hollander and spread his legs arrogantly, pressing his thigh flush against Hollander’s. It earned him a glare, of course, but Hollander did not move. 
All this is what now allows Ilya to feel, rather than see, the exact moment when anxiety begins to fill Hollander’s body. 
“It was quite a shock for everyone, I think,” Svetlana continues, “that Centaurs got Troy Barrett. Fucking sudden, that was. And risky. But I see the vision. I'm excited about the vision! Shane, do you know yet if Webie wants you to replace Scott as the centre or will you play on the wing?”
“Um, no. I think Hunter should stay as the centre, but we'll see how it comes together in the preseason.”
“Only three weeks left!” Sveta grins.
“Sure,” Hollander sounds tense. 
Unfortunately, Svetlana is perceptive. She leans forward in her place on the sofa to see Shane better.
“What is it? You don't seem to be thrilled.”
“About getting back on the ice? Trust me, I am.”
Ilya observes the exchange silently. There's an uncomfortable tension radiating from Hollander, but he's not shutting down, which suggests Svetlana is not the direct cause. That's why Ilya, for now, doesn't intervene. But he's alert, his focused gaze traveling slowly between the two. 
“Then what’s the issue?” Svetlana asks, curious. “Because the way I see it, with him, Scott and you on the first line this team has a real fucking shot at doing something very, very nice this season.” 
Hollander visibly hesitates, but then, predictably, pushes through the discomfort.
“I’m sure you know he doesn’t have the greatest reputation,” he points out slowly, choosing his words carefully. “His… views might not be aligned with the Centaurs’ culture, I think? So I’m not exactly sure how this is going to work out.”
Ilya has a flashback to the first time they accidentally met outside of B.E.A.R.S. At Hunter’s party. Hollander was already suspecting his days in Montreal are numbered and he was glancing towards the Centaurs with something akin to hope. “They are good people,” is what he said.
That was probably the silver lining in Hollander’s trade, which the media lovingly called: career-ending. Now that silver lining seems to be losing light terrifyingly fast, because of the approaching shadow of Troy Barrett.
“You’re right,” Sveta agrees. “He’s a dick, but Hunter won’t let too much bullshit slide. And you guys will be hungry for a redemption arch, that’s something to bond over. Let’s hope Troy focuses on winning and doesn’t ruin this chance, yes?”
“Woah,” Rose chimes in, frowning. “So is that dude subphobic, homophobic, racist or a little bit of everything? I need to know how many times I should punch him in the face when the opportunity presents itself.”
Well. When she lists it like that, the cards in the NHL really are stacked against Shane Hollander, huh? 
“He’s just an asshole,” Hollander says calmly, with a blank face Ilya knows too well. “Lots of those on the ice. I’m sure it will… work itself out.”
The girls mean well, but they also did not spend every waking minute of their recent lives thinking and analysing how baby lion’s brain operates, so they probably can’t tell just how quickly the topic is overwhelming Hollander. 
Ilya pushes his thigh more into Shane’s, trying to offer wordless support. He has a suspicion this might be the first time Hollander is in a room full of people who are aware of his dynamic status and don’t see it as a problem. He’d guess it is the first time he’s in a room of people who know his status, period, except that he knows a few figures at the top of the food chain in the Voyagers were “responsible for him”. The Team Director, the Team Manager and the PR Director knew, if Ilya was to guess. And Shane's own manager. Those meetings must have been fucking fun, eh?
“That’s the greatest tragedy of this sport!” Sveta exclaims, sinking into the cushions. “Beautiful sport full of morons with big dicks and small brains.” She glances at Shane again. “Not you, honey. I’m sure you’re the exact opposite.”
Ilya sends her a warning look, but she’s not paying attention to him, so she misses it. He loves her, he does, but he loves Hollander more. 
Who said that?
The black dog snaps – a quick, violent bite in the air – making Ilya flinch. 
Who fucking said that? 
Not Ilya.
Hollander lets out a forced chuckle next to him.
“Yeah, uh– Sorry, I forgot I had to make a quick call? I’ll be back in a moment.”
He's not a good liar.
Ilya watches as Hollander gets up and leaves: his back perfectly straight, expression unreadable and fingers curled into fists, shaking so slightly, it’s almost impossible to notice. Almost.
A moment later they can hear the door sliding open. Svetlana is a rich bitch with a balcony that could be mistaken for a rooftop terrace.
Ilya tries to count to one hundred but fails and only makes it to forty five before he also gets up.
“I need cigarette,” he grumbles and makes sure not to look at either Svetlana or Rose. If they are sharing a look, good for them.
* * *
The characteristic, fresh smell of wet, hot, summer storm hits Ilya when he slides the glass door. It’s been raining all day and now it’s drizzling in the evening. The sky remains gray, crowded with heavy clouds that sit threateningly low, as if trying to apply pressure to everything. It’s almost like the weather molded itself to match Hollander’s state of mind. Ilya wouldn’t be surprised if Hollander had this kind of power, because it’s hard to imagine this man being limited by anything, laws of physics included. He is the strongest person Ilya has ever known.
That burden of strength is probably what made Hollander escape here. Needing support is not a weakness, but to some people that knowledge comes only later in life or – in sad but not rare cases – never.
The wide balcony wraps around two sides of the apartment. Ilya takes a second to breathe in the smell of the rain, then rounds the corner. By doing so, he walks out of the field of vision offered by the floor-to-cilling windows in the living room and that surely was Hollander’s goal. Without the wall of glass, this part of the balcony seems to shrink into something safer. Hidden. Private.
Ilya leans against the wall and silently watches the line of Hollander’s shoulders. Shane's hands are resting on the railing as he looks at the horizon. Or it seems like that’s where he’s looking, at least, because his head is not tilted.
The roof protects them both from the rain but there's moisture in the air anyway and Ilya can feel it cling to his tanktop. He’s itching for a cigarette – that part wasn’t a lie – but the pack stays on the windowsill, untouched.
“Are you okay?”
“Perfect,” Hollander shoots back, all tense and sarcastic, without turning to look at Ilya. 
Ilya watches as his grip on the railing tightens and his heart aches.
“Hollander.”
“What do you want?!” Now he turns, fast and annoyed. “I said I need a moment!”
He’s pretty. Even with some darkness underneath his eyes, the hollow cheeks, the noticeable, painful tension in his shoulders and freckles criminally dull, he’s still so fucking pretty.
“I think maybe you need more than that,” Ilya suggests. 
Hollander scowls.
“What, you are suddenly some kind of expert on what I need?”
Honestly? Yes, he is. After the amount of time Ilya spent observing and thinking about this man, he fucking is.
“You are getting too close to a drop,” is what Ilya says out loud. “You are good at hiding it, but I can tell.”
“I am fine,” Hollander snaps.
All Ilya sees is an animal thrashing in a cage, biting the hands of people who try to soothe it.
Let me fucking help you.
He sighs and crosses his arms over his chest, still leaning almost casually against the wall to offset how tense and closed off Hollander seems. They are keeping eye contact so far. 
“You spent six months listening to submission guides only, da?” It’s an accusation, but a well-meaning one.
“No. I spent nine years listening to the guides, with some occasional exceptions. You were there for only three months of that, you arrogant asshole. You don’t know shit about me.”
Hollander keeps his fierce voice low. In most spaces he wouldn’t risk saying this out loud at all, so he clearly trusts Sveta and Rose to some degree. Or maybe he just trusts the thickness of the walls.
“It worked until it didn’t,” Ilya points out. He’s calm, but there’s firmness in his tone. A clear: enough of this. “All those years of deprivation made you drop and it will happen again. You are not fine.”
Hollander's anger morphs into resignation briefly. He runs his fingers through his hair and takes a breath, clinging desperately to his perfect self-control, even though he's clearly so, so tired.
“Rozanov? What the hell do you want?” he demands.
Ilya watches him for a moment, not afraid of the silence and the tension that fills it.
“You are listening to my submission guides, aren't you?” 
Hollander takes a step forward, pushed by what seems to be a refusal to believe that this level of arrogance is possible.
“You know what? Fuck you!”
The sky seems to be darkening. Ilya nods, while his need to protect and his need to own slowly melt into each other.
“I think you should.”
It’s been raining all day and there’s a real storm gathering on the horizon – you can smell it in the air and feel it in the pressure change – and yet the real force of nature here is Shane Hollander. Ilya can see the lightning in his eyes. 
“What?!”
Here comes the thunder.
“I think we should fuck.” 
It is, quite possibly, Hollander’s most murderous look yet, but the effect gets weakened by the way his eyes quickly dart to Ilya’s lips. 
“Oh, so now you allow it, huh?” He seems worked up: angry or something else, or both.  “Last time that was red.”
The air feels thicker. Clearly, the cloudburst waits ahead and there is no way to avoid it now. Ilya unfolds his arms and steps closer.
“Da.” he nods patiently, even though the hungry dog is pulling on the leash. “Half a year ago.”
“Great.” Hollander spits out the word together with sarcasm. His gaze is piercing and directed stubbornly right at Ilya. “So whatever thing you had with somebody else did not work out and now suddenly I'm a good option?!”
He’s so fucking beautifull right now – all fierce and fiery in the cool, fresh air. Ilya gets distracted and the words register with a slight delay. 
He frowns.
“What you mean?”
Hollander looks beyond frustrated. Ilya gaze wanders to his lovely hands for a moment. The risk of getting punched is low, but not non-existent. He does not move away.
“What, weren't you personally involved with someone?” Hollander demands, almost mocking. Anger is always a good cover. “Your boundary was no kissing, then also no sex. How stupid do you think I am?”
So Ilya managed to hide his obsession this well? Wow.
The lion growls and glares, and thrashes around in the cage of its own creation, and Ilya just wants to pet it. He can make it okay. He knows he can. He just needs to get the scared, exhausted baby beast on board.
“Hollander. I don't date people.”
“Right.”
A spark of anger shoots up Ilya’s spine. He reaches out and curls his fingers around Hollander's jaw. Hollander makes a jerky movement with his head, trying to shake him off, but Ilya’s grip holds.
“I think you also don’t do dating,” he points out sharply. “Why is it so hard to believe when I say it, hm?”
“Rozanov.” Hollander grits out, slapping his hand away, this time successfully. “You took sex off your consent form one day after Valentine's.”
A part of Ilya’s brain that is going insane thinks it is fucking hilarious that he did that on accident. The other part is also going insane, but focusing on the freckles.
“Is stupid holiday, I never cared about it. I did not notice,” he admits and reaches out again, because he kind of can’t stop himself anymore.
His hand slides greedily onto Shane’s hip, thumb rubbing the skin through the t-shirt.
Hollander’s body is reacting to him, probably subconsciously. The horrible stiffness of the overworked muscles morphs into a tension of a different kind. He’s so fucking responsive, Ilya suddenly feels almost overwhelmed.
The black dog is salivating and ready to jump.
“So what was the reason for it?” Hollander demands, still bitter and frustrated, and tired, and fighting it all in his head.
Ilya makes a tiny, dismissive motion with his head.
“Personal issue,” he mutters, getting more and more distracted with how close they are.
“Right.” Hollander pushes his hand away again. “You always get really fucking vague when I ask about your stuff, but when it’s about me, details are suddenly very important.”
Well. Fair.
Ilya wants to help Hollander and focus on Hollander, because Hollander is worth effort and attention, and Ilya… is not. But there is no wall of professionalism to hide behind anymore. This thing, this mess, whatever it’s called, can't exist if they are not equal.
And maybe, just maybe, Ilya is tired too.
“Talk,” Hollander demands.
He puts one hand on Ilya's chest and pushes. The force of it is light, but Ilya obliges and moves with it, taking a step backwards.
“Fucking talk!” 
One more push.
Ilya lets his back meet the cold wall and raises his hands slightly in the calm gesture of surrender. He’d hate to be the cause of Hollander's rage, but doesn't mind being an outlet for it.
“Okay. Okay. Here is reason.” He pauses. Swallows. Honesty is not so fun when you are on this side of it, but the fire in Hollander’s eyes doesn’t leave much room to negotiate. “Domming is often sex work and sex work is complicated. Is my job, but also my body. I was…” his gaze darts to the side, “...not okay with that anymore, it was feeling like too much and I needed a break. I’m not having sexual sessions since February. Is why I record lots of audio guides.” He sighs. Looks. Melts and reaches out to brush his thumb over the freckles. “Is angry lvionok now satisfied with my answer?”
Hollander pushes his hand away again.
“Stop calling me that!” He scowls, but Ilya can clearly see there are now other emotions being processed behind that frustration.
The wind picks up, warm despite the late hour, because it’s the middle of summer. The drizzling should change into pouring any moment now. The “we should fuck” is still hanging in the air between them.
Ilya could have offered a massage instead, but he knows what kind of things are on his audio guides and something tells him Hollander’s body won’t settle for less. That and also – Ilya is greedy and hungry, and his body feels deprived too. Maybe more than he originally assumed. Hollander’s not the only one who could drop.
Or, to put it simply: Ilya wants, wants, wants and he woke up today with no energy to deny that. It’s probably the weather. 
He reaches for Hollander again, because now he just can’t stop himself. His hand sneaks underneath the t-shirt this time, so it’s harder to shake off. Before the B.E.A.R.S became successful, he worked as a fitness instructor on the side, so now he can name every single muscle he feels underneath his fingertips. They are so tense, it must be painful. This is a fucking machine, not a human body. 
Ilya can fix that.
“This is not work now, so my work issues don’t matter,” he murmurs, stepping closer. “Let me give you something, Hollander. It will be good for you.”
Let me, let me, fucking let me. Just one time. Only casual. For you, not for me. For the greater fucking good.
The black dog holds the puppy in his teeth again. Just in case.
“No.” Hollander grabs Ilya’s bicep and digs the nails into his naked skin, stubborn and annoyed, and exhausted, still biting at the bars of the cage. “If you want to sleep with me, you have to say that. You don’t get to twist it into something I need. You look worse than me, Rozanov.”
Nah, he doesn't.
Ilya presses his nose to Hollander’s warm neck and inhales the smell of soap and fresh laundry.
“Okay. I think you need it,” he murmurs, distracted, pressing his lips briefly to the skin. “But I maybe need it also.”
He can feel Hollander’s whole body shiver. The fingers dig deeper into his bicep right after.
“You are– You’re so fucking arrogant and frustrating, oh my god!” Hollander exclaims, frustrated indeed, and lets go to try and push Ilya away again.
“Da, da.” Ilya can’t stop a sudden smile, drunk on the proximity. Oh, he’s losing it. “Come here.”
“Get your fucking hands of me.”
“Hey. Easy.”
It’s probably the authoritative tone that sets Hollander off. Or maybe the meaning of the word itself, which can be read a few different ways. Either way, Hollander jerks and Ilya gets not-so-lightly jabbed in the ribs, then pushed against the wall as Hollander struggles for dominance, baring his teeth.
Ah. Here he is: the sub that will never submit without a fight. They’ve been here before. 
Ilya has missed this.
He shows his teeth as well – in a wild, wild grin – and moves to grab Hollander’s wrists before another assault comes. 
The storm clouds are still hanging low but the pressure rises as they struggle: bodies colliding into each other and into the building wall, muscles straining with effort and anticipation, lips parting to growl and gasp.
It takes a moment, but Ilya finally gets the menace pinned by the wrists. 
“Can I use colours with you?” he pants, high on adrenaline and on Shane Hollander. 
Ilya wants to eat him.
“Fucking try it, see what happens,” Hollander threatens, glaring and still pushing back against Ilya’s grip, trying to get free.
So no light system. That’s fine. Ilya will adapt.
“Is okay.” He pushes his thigh between Hollander’s legs and leans closer, until his nose is basically hidden in the crook of Shane’s neck. “Then you have five seconds to tell me I can't kiss you,” he says in a quiet, low voice and presses a kiss underneath Hollander’s jaw. “And five after that to tell me we can't fuck.”
The air is so thick and hot around them, it’s hard to breathe.
Hollander goes completely still for about a second and then begins to thrash with a newfound energy. 
“You are insane and a fucking animal,” he hisses.
True and true.
Ilya only presses him harder into the wall.
“And you love to pretend you don't like that.”
“I hate you.”
“Da.” Ilya allows and focuses on leaving a trail of slow kisses up Hollander’s neck. “But I think that is lime or olive kind of hate,” he murmurs. “I think I can kiss you.” He finally leans back to catch eye contact. “That was five seconds, Hollander.” 
With a low, raw sound that can only belong to a feral animal, Hollander breaks free and they grapple once more. It feels like every single part of their bodies is connecting and Ilya is fucking gone, gone, gone. 
Wow. What took so long?
He wins again, pinning Hollander back against the same wall. 
“Shh, is okay,” Ilya soothes like a crazy person while his fingers curl around Hollander’s jaw. “I have you.”
The cage opens. 
The leash breaks. 
What should come next is an angry, impatient, biting kiss, but that is not what happens.
Ilya pries Hollander's mouth open gently by putting some pressure on his jaw, then kisses his freckles first. His whole body is pushing hard into Hollander’s body, insistent, but his mouth moves lazily. There’s no hesitation, but there is also no rush. Ilya is fucking savouring this. 
He drags his lips from the cheek to the corner of Hollander’s mouth and smiles against it when he feels Hollander’s whole body shiver again. His fingers on the jaw move – a caress, a message, a praise – then slide to the side of Hollander’s neck and Ilya finally, finally connects their lips.
The kiss is slow but starved. Once Ilya gets a taste, everything else ceases to exist and he kisses with his whole body, so confident about it all, it’s almost arrogant.
Oh, this man is HIS.
Ilya’s hands wander while he moves his lips patiently, getting a bit more each time, licking in, pushing forward, letting the warmth spread and the shivers travel, humming into it as he feels Hollander’s body open up and melt into it.  
The drizzle does change into a pouring rain. The wall of water forms just past the balcony railing. They do not notice.
Ilya takes, takes, takes, lost in the want and need, allowing the dark, dangerous, possessive desire to spill all over them both. He lets out a low, frustrated sound when they have to part to take a proper breath.
Hollander’s head falls back against the cold wall. 
“Fuck,” he breathes, his voice deliciously shaky, and closes his eyes while a tiny frown appears on his beautiful, flushed face.
“Da,” Ilya agrees, nipping at his throat gently. “That too.”
He goes in for another kiss before Hollander sobers up and starts complaining. He gets greedy and finds Hollander’s wrist again to pin them to the wall on both sides of his head. There’s no resistance this time, Hollander moves willingly. Open and vulnerable, and owned.
The way Ilya sees it, there really is no reason for them to do anything else ever again. He could put a collar on this kitty and tie him to the bed and just devour him over and over again, forever and– Ah. There he is. Ilya was wondering where the black dog went.
He’s too deprived to fight it. 
Wow, he really is close to the drop, huh? Well, that explains things.
He pushes the problem away and lets his mind buzz with nothing but warm pleasure as he keeps kissing this big, strong, stubborn man.
“Wait,” Hollander mumbles against Ilya’s lips, dizzy but somehow still difficult. “No, fuck, wait, I don’t–” 
It’s very hot how breathless and affected he sounds. Ilya pulls back and gives him an expectant look, but his hand stays underneath Hollander’s t-shirt, thumb rubbing the warm skin greedily. 
“I don't want a real dynamic exchange thing,” Hollander warns and sounds lucid, even though his eyes look glazed. “This can't become any kind of thing,” he announces stubbornly and a little bit desperate. Afraid, almost.
Ilya leans in to lick his neck, because why the fuck wouldn’t he. 
“Agreed,” he murmurs, moving his lips underneath Hollader’s ear. He’s being very, very good and doesn’t leave marks. 
Hollander tastes sweet and he makes the kind of boundaries that let Ilya enjoy this and not worry about becoming a monster. If this is nothing, nobody will get hurt. 
(Sometimes if you knowingly cling to a lie hard enough, it begins to resemble selfcare.)
Ilya can feel Hollander’s body tremble against him, clearly not used to being touched so much. Or touched like this. Hollander gasps, then shuts his mouth, embarrassed. His fingers wander into Ilya’s hair and he tugs, frustrated.
“Are you even listening?”
Ilya’s mouth is now back under Shane’s warm jaw. 
“Sure.”
“Rozanov.”
Fucking hell, can’t the man see Ilya is busy right now?!
“Da.”
“Ilya.”
“Mhm, yes. Yes. You want casual,” Ilya sums up between the hot kisses pressed into Hollander’s skin. “Is not end of the world. I am good at casual.”
“You are– ah– so annoying.” 
Ilya smiles against Hollander’s mouth and licks into it lazily again, because he fucking can, so the answer gets delayed a bit.
“But you missed me,” he points out finally, way too smug.
“Uh,” Hollander looks very pretty when he’s fighting against his own desire. “Did not.”
“Mhm. I missed you too,” Ilya responds, still distracted, distracted, distracted.
He is going to eat. This. Man. He is. He will lick him up and swallow him whole and then the black dog will, for the first time in its life, be satiated.
He shifts his leg and feels Hollander’s erection. It almost makes him growl.
“Let me fuck you,” he says between a few more, hungry kisses and it does not sound like begging, thank you very much.
Hollander gasps against him, defenceless, because Ilya has been playing a role of a vertical weighted blanket for the last five, ten or maybe fifteen minutes and that is definitely a weak spot for a feral little kitten like this one. There is not an inch of Hollander’s body that doesn’t feel held.
Ilya has currently no fucking clue what was the reason for not doing all this sooner, but the reason was surely bullshit. 
“Oh, fuck. Okay,” Hollander declares once he manages to find a moment that does not involve Ilya’s tongue in his mouth. “Just this once. And you can’t get me under. Hear me? No subspace, no, uh, real domming stuff, no scenes or props. I don’t want that, okay? Nothing like that,” he repeats, insistent.
Ilya will analyse the possible reasons behind this nervous request later.
“Okay.”
If he tilts Hollander’s head slightly to one side, he can start kissing in the exact spot where his jaw begins and then work his way back to the chin. That sounds like a great idea.
Hollander makes a very fun, embarrassingly needy sound.
“Rozanov, I don't know if you are hearing me,” he complains between his attempts to keep his breathing controlled. 
Ilya growls a little as he pulls back again. Nobody respects his art.
“Shane. I am listening, I hear,” he says looking right into widened pupils. “You want mindblowing sex from me and nothing else. Is okay. Whatever you want. Just at my place, please,” he adds, brushing his thumb over the freckles once more.
Hollander is all flushed and pretty when he frowns.
“What?”
“I want you in my bed,” Ilya explains shamelessly.
“But mine is closer. Or a hotel…”
“No. I want you in my bed,” Ilya repeats this time more sternly. “You give me that, I give you whatever you want. Casually, of course.”
“You sound kind of crazy,” Hollander accuses.
Ilya grins.
“You have not seen my version of crazy yet, Hollander.”
“Probably for the best,” Shane says and yet he tilts his head slightly, exposing more neck to Ilya.
“Probably, da.”
“Wait. You’re not leaving marks, right?”
Ilya tightens his grip on Hollander’s hip.
“Am not. Would hate for baby lion to murder me with a boner.”
Hollander closes his eyes.
“I fucking hate you so much, oh my god.”
* * *
Apparently, leaving before the movie is finished would not be polite, so Ilya has to spend thirty minutes on the sofa with his dick half-hard. He sneaks his hand underneath the back of Hollander’s t-shirt, which earns him a shiver and a glare and if that doesn’t sum up the duality of this man, Ilya is not sure what does.
* * *
Ilya awkwardly texts Hollander his address and even though he feels like he’s truly going insane, he is still not a complete idiot. He want’s Hollander in his bed, yes, needs this, fuck, woah, okay, hello. All that. But he makes them drive in separate cars, because it gives Hollander a chance to change his mind. 
There surely are a lot of other things happening right now in that pretty little repressed brain. Ilya would hate to overstep or abuse, or push too far. 
Ilya is driving alone. He doesn’t know where the dog went. Maybe it’s with Hollander.
Everything begins to feel real only when Hollander’s car appears in the underground garage of Ilya’s apartment complex. The tires are leaving wet tracks behind, like damning evidence. The man that steps out is not the same man Ilya kissed stupid barely an hour ago. It’s a professional hockey player, aware of the cameras in the garage and the elevator.
His back is straight, his face is blank and Ilya is having whiplash so bad, he’s not even trying to discreetly touch him. He’s kind of freaking out, actually, all the way to his own apartment. Maybe Hollander did change his mind. Maybe he came to murder Ilya – to dispose of the evidence that Shane Hollander is capable of enjoying something.
Ilya closes the apartment door behind them slowly, trying to come up with some kind of strategy. He doesn’t really get the chance though, because he barely finishes turning and Hollander is suddenly right there, going for Ilya’s mouth, gripping him and pushing close and yeah. Ilya can work with that.
Or maybe he can’t, because he tries to push back for fun and he gets fucking manhandled, which might be the first time in his life when it comes to intimacy, or at least the first time in a very, very long time. Hollander just kind of grabs him and spins them and walks Ilya backward into the nearest wall.
“Wow,” is all Ilya manages to say before he’s being urgently kissed again.
Ilya grew up surrounded with news and gossip about crazy Russian oligarchs who keep wild animals as pets, and he always thought it’s cruel and stupid, and can’t possibly end well. But look at him now, playing with an overgrown baby lion in his home and thinking dumbly: no, no, I can totally handle this. It will be fine. Of course it’s safe, what do you mean?
“Hollander,” he breathes once they part for air. “Hollander, explain what you mean by no real domming, please.”
Hollander tenses up.
“What?”
Ilya rubs his hip gently. It’s becoming a soothing habit.
“You said no real domming. Is okay, just… I need to know exactly what that means. Da? Before we do more.”
“Oh. Uh.” Wow, he’s pretty when he’s kissed stupid. “Just… I guess it’s a no to everything I marked red at the B.E.A.R.S.?” Hollander trails off, suddenly uncertain. His shoulders curl in slightly. “And I don’t want a session, so the collar and the kneeling, and colour system are also not really… Yeah. Just, like– Just normal sex? Nothing weird? If that’s okay?”
There is something very, very wrong about how uncomfortable Hollander seems when he says it all. 
“Okay,” Ilya says casually, hoping to show this is all totally fine. Because it is, by the way. He has one brain cell left and it’s about to relocate to his dick. He’s not doing a fucking scene right now, fucking hell. “Got it. Very good.”
He gives Hollander a sweet kiss to prove he means it and some of the unexpected tension melts away. 
“Can I shower?” Hollander asks.
Ilya nods. 
“You can do whatever you want.” It comes out a bit dumb, but Ilya means it. 
Hollander raises his eyebrows.
“Right…” 
Oh. Ilya fucking called it. He did. He saw it coming from miles away and said it loud and clear: Baby lions grow up into big lions, so if he doesn’t train this kitty now, he’s going to later have a very huge, freckled problem.
Now it’s too late and the problem is big, and it’s in Ilya’s house, and Ilya never ever wants this problem to go away.
For now, the problem goes to take a shower.
* * *
Now that Ilya thinks about it, his beds should definitely always come equipped with a naked Shane Hollander. That should be the standard.
Hollander is flushed from the shower and maybe, possibly also from the finger Ilya has inside of him, curled up slightly to find the prostate. Who knows. Ilya’s other hand is gripping the beautiful, muscular thigh, holding it up. He leans down and the angle is slightly awkward, but it feels important to place a few kisses on Hollander’s collarbone.
After a few moments, Ilya pushes the second finger gently, feeling the excessive amount of lube coating it immediately.
“Is that okay?”
Hollander groans. Not from pleasure.
“Are you gonna keep asking me that?”
Ilya curves his fingers just right and watches Hollander’s hips chase the sensation.
“You took away the colors, so yes.”
“Ah, fuck.” Hollander arches up again. He looks annoyed that it feels good. “Why would you need colors if I said no to the real domming?” 
Real domming. Ilya notes that one for later.
He takes his fingers out and lets go of Hollander’s leg to get on top of him properly for a moment.
“Solnyshko…” he begins but interrupts himself with kissing Hollander, because the man is just so fucking kissable, bozhe. 
Hollander makes a quiet but happy sound that Ilya will call purring, thank you very much. 
Ilya can still see the traces of exhaustion everywhere. Hollander’s body yields slowly, slower than his mind this time. The tension loosens but doesn’t just disappear, because it’s been there for months. His face is beautiful and the cheeks are red, but dark circles are hard to miss. Ilya is determined to keep him in the bed until they are gone. 
Engaging in any kind of dynamic exchange is soothing for one’s nature, whether they go into sub-or-domspace or not. And Hollander is adamant about not going fully under, so here they are. This is not about fucking, not really. 
The fucking is a very nice bonus, though.
Hollander breaks the kiss and stretches underneath Ilya – his legs and spine, and neck – sinking more into the mattress. He’s done it before. He seems to be doing it when he gets comfortable and safe enough. Just… stretches his body with a quiet hum, as if finally not afraid to claim more space and release some of the stiffness. It’s really fucking cute and another proof he’s a kitty.
“I think you were about to say something to me,” Hollander says with his little smirk. “But you got distracted.”
Well. That might be true.
“Da.” Ilya agrees because Ilya is g-o-n-e. “Colors are for everything, not just– how you say? Real domming. You can red light me for breathing too loud.”
Hollander snorts.
“What the fuck?”
Ilya grins proudly.
“I did that once with someone.”
“Oh my god. Fine, you can have your stupid colors back, if it makes you shut up.”
“Eh” Ilya dismisses and leans in for another kiss. “Now I don't want them. Is fun asking if you are okay.”
Hollander groans again.
“Why are you so annoying about everything?” he complains.
“Because if I was serious about it instead, you would run away.”
Hollander grimaces.
“I think that's you, actually.”
It’s both of them, but whatever. Ilya places a hot kiss on Shane’s neck.
“Good thing we do this only one time and is casual, then.”
Ilya moves jerkyly seconds after that quip, pulling away from Hollander’s neck. He does it just in time and hears a quiet snap as Hollander’s dull teeth close on air instead of Ilya’s shoulder.
Hollander glares.
Ilya grins.
“I know you,” he brags and winks.
They move on.
Ilya opens Hollander slowly, checking in with him constantly both because he cares and to annoy the man. Hollander tries to glare but the zaps of pleasure take over his body, making it difficult.
“Please,” Hollander breathes eventually, squirming underneath him. “Get in me.”
“Yeah? You want?”
Hollander makes a frustrated noise and throws a condom in the wrapper at Ilya’s chest.
“Before I change my mind,” he demands.
He makes no move to help Ilya. He barely reached for Ilya’s dick at all and there is something very, very spoiled about the fact that he wants to just lie there and take it. The puppy in Ilya is wagging its tail, excited for an opportunity to serve and please.
Ilya is so painfully hard, he almost hisses when he rolls the condom on. He knows Hollander is not a virgin when it comes to anal sex, unless he lied the last time they talked about it at the B.E.A.R.S. But there’s gravity in the fact that this is their first time. And the last time. Obviously. The rules were very clear. 
Ilya kisses the freckles, and Hollander’s mouth and lines himself up, pressing the tiniest bit.
“Okay?” he glances at Hollander’s face. “Is okay?”
Hollander mumbles something and arches into him, so Ilya pushes in and in, and in, listening to the sweet, quiet noises, as Hollander throws an arm over his own face to hide.
Once Ilya starts moving, gripped by the tight heat, it all gets a little bit hazy. He rolls his hips almost lazily, sliding deep, settled between the muscular thighs, where he belongs. 
Ilya had a lot of sex, all kinds of it, but this is the first time it feels like worship. It’s still raining outside, probably, but the bed is drowning in the liquid sun. 
After a while, when everything becomes sweaty and scorching hot, Hollander gets clingy. He digs his nails into Ilya’s back, pulls him down and wraps his legs around Ilya’s waist to force him closer. His mouth attaches itself to Ilya’s neck, while the fingers get tangled in the curls.
"Come on, give me more,” he urges. He sounds both wrecked and bossy. "I won’t fucking break.”
Ilya almost laughs out loud, because he can absolutely, without a doubt, break Shane Hollander. That’s the whole issue. Ilya can’t be trusted with him, not when the dog is on the loose.
Instead of admitting that, Ilya just kisses the man and makes sure to push as deep as possible with every roll of the hips. Hollander is clearly trying to hide his gasps against the skin of Ilya’s shoulder, but he’s also horribly spoiled, because after a moment he says:
“Ilya? Can you- ah- please fuck me like you mean it?”
Maybe he’s getting too comfortable with using Ilya’s name.
Ilya flips the menace over. 
He gets deeper and snaps his hips harder, draping himself over Hollander’s back. He stops holding back, gets a little bit lost in it and that finally drags an actual moan out of the most difficult sub that has ever existed.
After that it’s just panting and curses, and skin slapping against the skin. 
Hollander gets magnificently vocal. It’s not loud, but the mumbled words oh, fuck  and Ilya, are spilling out of his lips in various combinations and this is Ilya’s new most important life achievement. It is. It really, really is.
He could stay buried in that man forever.
The domspace is tingling in the tips of his fingertips at first, before it spreads. It’s a clear, sharp, weightless feeling of having, knowing, providing, and being exactly what somebody needs. It’s euphoric and Ilya lets it drip soothingly all over the jagged pieces of his mind. He comes out of it when he comes, and then he makes Hollander come just moments later.
They collapse onto each other and stay silent for a moment, trying to catch their breaths.
“Wow,” Hollander says eventually, staring at the ceiling, with the sheet thrown over his spent cock.
Ilya kisses his sweaty shoulder.
“Da. I am very good at sex. You were pretty okay also.” 
Hollander shows him a middle finger.
“Asshole,” he mutters, but it sounds fond and he’s smiling. He looks relaxed. Lighter. Brighter. 
Ilya pushes himself up a little bit too fast, because the domspace left his mind sharp and clear, and he now knows there will be a price to pay for this. No stupid deeds go unpunished. 
“I go shower,” he announces, but actually brings Hollander water and a wet towel first. 
* * *
When Ilya emerges from the shower, he half-expects Hollander to be fully dressed and ready to leave, considering all that talk about this going nowhere and being casual, and a one time thing. Instead Ilya finds the man laying in the middle of the bed, on his side, with his body partly curled. 
Hollander is never beating the kitten allegations.
“You are staying for the night?” Ilya asks slowly, trying to sound indifferent.
This is the hard part. The dangerous part. This is when he can accidentally do something way too possessive and ruin everything.
Hollander lifts his head and smiles at him warmly. 
“Hi. Lay down with me.”
Ah, fuck. He’s under. He must have slipped into the subspace when Ilya was showering, which is a little bit odd, but everything about Hollander is a little bit odd, to be honest. 
Okay. Fuck. Ilya wasn’t supposed to do that, but it’s not his fault! He wasn’t even trying to get the brat under. Fucking hell.
“I need a smoke,” he announces.
“No.”
“Sorry?”
“I said: no. Come here, please.”
So lucid subspace does not reduce Hollander’s stubbornness, it just makes him polite about it. Good to know. Ilya glances longingly at the pack of cigarettes at his nightstand, then climbs into bed obediently.
He could buy nicotine patches and stick them on top of the bitemarks.
Might as well get “24 Hollander” tattooed on his forehead. That should be enough to get him into the WAGs groupchat, no? He briefly wonders if Kip is in the one for Ottawa Centaurs. He must be. They could workshop a new, more inclusive name together. Whipped And Gorgeous could work. It has layers.
Hollander crawls half on top of him and hums, pleased.
“Better,” he declares with a disarming honesty and a sweet, pleased smile.
Ilya pets his head. “Yeah?”
Hollander shifts, making himself more comfortable. He’s like a fucking furnace.
“Needed that,” he confirms in a murmur, closing his eyes. His arms are wrapped tightly around Ilya.
Ilya sighs.
“I know you did, solnyshko. But you will scratch my eyes out tomorrow for that, I think.”
“Mhm,” Hollander agrees.
Ilya blinks, stunned.
“Don't confirm that!”
“Shhh.” Hollander dismisses. He sounds kind of like Ilya and that is a scary thought. “Tomorrow.”
He shifts again, putting even more of his weight on Ilya. Most of him is muscles, which are fucking heavy, but whatever. Ilya will somehow survive this suffering. 
* * *
Ilya doesn’t remember the last time he slept this good and it might have something to do with the fact that he reached domspace during sex. He kind of abandoned his safe hook-up roster once Hollander appeared in his life as a client, then never got back to it. So it’s been a while.
He stretches, opens his eyes and is met with an angry kitten glare.
“I said do not get me into subspace,” Hollander points out sharply, looming over the bed with his hair damp from the shower, in a pair of clean joggers and a t-shirt which clearly has been stolen from Ilya’s closet. 
Ilya groans and rubs his eyes.
“I was not trying.” He will gloat about that part later.
“That is not an excuse!”
“Hollander, is very early. Is not my fault I make you feel too good.”
“You make me feel murderous.”
Ilya grins at that.
“Ah. Hot.”
“Maybe you don’t know what that word means, Rozanov. Be fucking serious!”
“Okay, okay. I am sorry. Was not the plan. Can I go piss first or do we have to argue this second?”
Hollander looks surprised for a moment. Then he’s back to glaring.
“Go piss, fucking hell,” he mumbles. He sits down on the bed with his arms crossed, but only once Ilya is out of it.
In the bathroom Ilya looks in the mirror and barely manages to stop himself from laughing out loud. It would probably not help with placating the man outside.
See, the thing is, he is covered in evidence – dark hickeys and faint bitemarks decorate his neck and shoulders obscenely. He leans closer, examining the reflection while a hot, thick emotion settles low in his stomach. He didn’t really notice getting those, too consumed with burying his cock in Shane Hollander. 
Maybe he should be angry. He’s not. Instead, he feels… wanted. The puppy is yipping at his feet, excited. 
This won’t end well, huh?
Ilya doesn’t fully step back into the bedroom. He leans against the doorframe instead, in sweatpants and nothing else, and gives Hollander a look.
“So, Hollander. You are quite the artist,” he comments with a smirk, pointing at the marks.
Hollander, still sitting on the edge of the bed, looks away.
“Shut up.”
“No. no. Everybody must know this: I was very polite and did not leave marks.” 
“You sure about that?” Hollander challenges and lifts up his (Ilya’s) t-shirt, revealing faint finger-shaped bruises on one of his hips.
Ilya zeros in on that in seconds and his pupils widen while his brain gets momentarily flooded with the kind of thoughts and desires that should not be spoken out loud. His dick twitches. Fuck. Fuck. 
“Ah.” He clears his throat, because his voice comes out raspy. “Sorry.”
“That is not the main problem here.” Hollander reminds, annoyed.
Ilya shrugs.
“Is pretty on you. But everything is pretty on you, so maybe that does not matter.”
“You can't get out of this using compliments,” Hollander warns.
Ilya nods and pushes away from the doorframe.
“Oh, I know. Maybe you can yell at me while I make tuna melt?”
Hollander blinks.
“What?”
Ilya wants to kiss him again and never stop.
“Come, kotik,” he says instead and starts moving towards the kitchen. “I feed you and you hide your claws, da?”
* * *
In the span of time it takes to make breakfast, few things become hard to ignore.
They kissed.
They fucked.
They did not touch today.
Hollander is in Ilya’s home, wearing Ilya’s clothes after spending the night. They will never be able to have a professional relationship again.
The new boundaries are no longer clear.
They agreed on doing this once and casually, but they also agreed on Hollander not going into subspace, and Ilya kind of needs to put his hands on the man again, so it’s all a little bit confusing and slightly awkward. 
They don’t really talk much in the kitchen.
Ilya pushes through it the way he always does – pretending it’s all fine, with a Chill Guy mask on, because the only real alternative would be spiraling, and he’d rather not. Hollander sits with a stubborn frown, surprisingly quiet and maybe not exactly relaxed, but not tense either. He is visibly rested: the dark bags underneath his eyes are gone, the skin is all glowy and if you squint, he almost looks… at home. Either that, or Ilya has finally lost the plot. 
So it’s probably the second one.
Then again, Hollander is not leaving. He’s radiating awkward stubbornness, maybe preparing a serious speech in his pretty little head, but not leaving. 
Ilya can’t find it in him to be terrified, but he should be.
They eat on the couch and the TV is stealing most of their attention, because it’s a good escape. Ilya would kill for a cigarette, but he might also get murdered for smoking one. A circle of life, nicotine edition.
“Hollander?” He asks when his plate is empty and Hollander’s is about to be. “Why is subspace bad?”
He watches the kaleidoscope shift for a moment, until eventually Hollander sighs.
“It’s not. It just makes my body want it more after,” he admits reluctantly, but at the same time clearly determined to get through this. “I felt… different, after you first got me under. Like I really needed it again, soon, even though I spent years without it. So I talked to the B.E.A.R.S. medical team to see if it’s normal–”
“Why not me?” Ilya interrupts him. He’s not hurt. He just doesn’t like Pike.
“You have medical staff for that at the B.E.A.R.S. Clients are allowed to contact them. It was not a question for you.”
Well. Yes. Clients can always reach out to the nurses – someone competent and aware of the circumstances, who is not a part of their dynamic. It’s a fail-safe in case a worker is abusing their power during a session, among other things. Ilya knows that. Ilya approves of it. It’s just that there’s a toxic possessiveness carved into his bones, so sometimes what he knows does not change how he feels.
“Hayden said that it’s probably because I experienced it for the first time quite late in life and I’m not doing it often. My body is not used to it, so it feels more intense.”
Ilya does not like where this is going.
“Is that why you were flying me to other cities for sessions?”
“Uh.” Hollander gaze wanders to the decorative rug. It's a cheetah print. Sveta despises it. “I mean, I wanted it. But maybe I was more impatient because of that, sure.”
“Okay. And where is problem?”
Ilya really needs that cigarette. 
“It’s distracting,” Hollander says. “I don’t have time for that now, I have to find my footing in the new team and some stuff with moving is not finalized yet. After I really go under, the guides– They become less effective for a while, I think, which is very inconvenient. And now I will have to get used to them all over again.” He grimaces, reaching for the can of ginger ale. “The whole thing annoys me.”
Ilya takes a moment to observe Hollander. He spends an obscene amount of time watching and analysing this man, and he generally prides himself in being quite good at that, but sometimes he feels like maybe he actually knows absolutely nothing about what’s going on inside that pretty head.
“It is annoying I give you what you need?” 
“I don’t need it!” Hollander shoots back immediately. “Getting it makes me need it more, that is annoying.”
“But it also helps. Better than shitty guides.”
“They are your shitty guides,” Hollander bites back, clearly feeling brave. “We already established that,” he mutters reluctantly after a short pause.
“Okay. Well.” Ilya has to keep his leg from bouncing. “I did not mean for you to go under. Is not what you asked for. I am sorry.”
So fucking sorry you trust me so much, you just go under like it’s nothing. 
Fuck.
“I know. It’s still frustrating.”
“Well.” Ilya has a suggestion and he already knows it’s a horrible one, but that does not seem to be stopping him these days. “We could get you used to it.”
Hollander frowns as he leans to put the can back on the coffee table.
“What?”
Ilya shrugs.
“Is simple. You are not used to it, so I get you in subspace more and it stops being new and intense. It becomes as boring as guides, da? Problem gone.”
See, Ilya may or may not have a problem that mirrors Hollander’s: he really, really would like to get to that domspace again, even if only briefly. He did not notice how much he missed it.
“That sounds like a horrible idea.” Hollander seems almost amused by how bad it is.
“Does it?” Ilya pushes. “Hockey preseason starts in three weeks. You have free time until then. And I can make time.” 
Ilya is missing his recording studio appointment at this very moment, actually. 
Hollander’s shoulders stiffen visibly and there’s a flash of that odd anxiety in his eyes.
“No. I am not interested in a… real dynamic exchange, or a dynamic relationship, or however you want to call it. I told you I don’t want that.”
Ilya is pretty sure he’s missing something, but it doesn’t feel like the right time to dig. He tries to be casual instead.
“Hollander, what dynamic relationship? Nobody said anything about dynamic relationship. Is just a plan to fuck a few times. I got you under with– how you called it? Normal sex. ”
Hollander looks away, so Ilya studies his profile again. He now knows how it feels to kiss this brat and the idea that he’s supposed to just forget seems laughable. This can’t be real or serious, agreed. Hollander is not interested in having a partner for the dynamic exchange, Ilya should not have one. That’s fine. That’s great. Compatible. All Ilya wants now is just… another taste. 
He leans over to kiss Hollander’s shoulder. 
“Come on,” He murmurs sweetly, looking up. “One more, maybe? Just one.”
Ilya is the puppy and the puppy knows tricks.
Hollander glances at him.
“This is unfair,” he states in a weird tone.
“Why?”
“Because you make my brain shut down, Rozanov, and then I do stupid shit like this.”
“Like what?”
“Like this.”
Shane Hollander straddles him. Ilya grins at him so hard, his face hurts. 
“Hello,” he offers innocently.
“Shut up.”
“Of course. Am very silent now.”
Hollander bites his shoulder.
It's good that this is a casual thing that won't ever be repeated, because if they were to do this all the time, Ilya would stay covered in marks forever. What a tragedy that would be.
The black dog is sitting in the corner, watching them carefully. 
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  Hollander rides him 
and they say goodbye,
and then a day later Ilya coaxes him to come back to fuck again,
and they say goodbye, 
and two days after that, Ilya ends up in Hollander's apartment, and feeds him cock until he goes under,
and they say goodbye.
There seems to be a set of rules defining what casual means inside Hollander's head, which he follows strictly, or tries to, at least, when he's not cock-dumb. He's still reluctant about the whole arrangement, except when they actually get into it: right before sex, during and soon after. In those moments it's all pleasure, pleasure, pleasure and not much else. Outside of those moments, Hollander is his usual, stiff, stubborn self.
When it comes to the subspace, which is the whole point of this, Hollander goes under so easily it scares Ilya a bit, but he also comes out of it quite fast. So maybe it’s okay.
Hollander's request for this to be normal sex and no real domming comes up almost every time, with a faint note of anxiety. It's odd and a clear sign of an underlying issue. Ilya knows he should dig and get to the bottom of it, but there's a high chance it'll be something horrible and it will spill all over this very nice, casual thing they have, so he just can't bring himself to do it. 
It can wait. Ilya can ask once the preseason starts and they stop fucking. It's not like it's in the way of anything now. Ilya doesn't need anything more than Hollander is offering. He's not into pain or humiliation, or extensive use of props. That's partly the reason why he's so good at making the guides. Even without his hands – without even really being there – he can use the words and emotional intelligence to slither into a sub’s head and claim space there.
So. It's all fine. It's all going according to plan and the plan is great. Ilya thinks so and the puppy thinks so, and the dog can't voice his opinion, because his mouth is full.
* * *
Eight days into the most casual relationship ever known to mankind, Ilya gets woken up by the pillow being violently yanked from underneath his head and then equally violently thrown on top of it.
“Why are you still here?!”
Ah. 
Rude.
Ilya rolls over onto his back with a groan that sounds almost like a lazy growl, then half-opens his eyes to look sleepily at Hollander.
“Last night I came so hard I died for little bit. Couldn’t move. Not my fault you have great ass.”
Hollander scrunches his nose. “You’re disgusting." He moves to the closet, grabs a meticulously ironed and neatly hanged, pale blue shirt and puts it on. There’s a clear frustration in his movements. “You were supposed to leave.”
Ilya swallows a sigh. Hollander has a very expensive mattress and the bed sheets smell like him. It’s close to heaven. Ilya is being kicked out of heaven. 
Well. That tracks, probably.
“Why?” he challenges anyway.
The hot abs are tragically disappearing from his view as Hollander slowly and neatly buttons up his shirt.
“Because that's the etiquette for casual hookups.”
Oho. This is going to be good.
“Says who?”
“The internet.” Hollander states stubbornly, looking extremely serious. “I googled it.”
“What…?”
It’s way too fucking early for this. Ilya doesn’t deserve this treatment. He’s been good and gave Hollander very nice orgasms and very nice subspace experience. How is this the reward?
“It's important to have clear rules,” Hollander explains with that quiet note of annoyance. “The rules say you should not stay over. We’ve been over this. Get up!”
The commanding note in Shane’s voice goes straight to Ilya’s dick. He’s learning things about himself.
His gaze drifts to the ceiling and, theatrically resigned, he stretches his body on the bed, shifting almost into a starfish position. 
“Wow,” he says partly to himself. “You are lucky you're pretty.”
“What is that supposed to mean?”
“You have bad hookup manners, Hollander.”
“I do not! I'm literally doing what the internet advises.”
“Oh, so is internet fucking you?” Ilya makes a disapproving sound. “Rude, kotik. If you did this with someone less understanding, there would be articles. Asshole Shane Hollander, disrespectful after sex.”
Shane looks confused for a second, then he blinks and frowns.
“Well, I’m not. I’m doing this with you," he points out stubbornly. The shirt is done and he moves to put the watch on.
Ilya continues to lounge on the bed while his eyes follow Hollander around the room. The WAG fantasy quietly kicks in again, because… Well, look at Mr. Hollander, putting on smart, expensive clothes and getting ready to go do something surely important, while Ilya just lies here and looks pretty.
“Da. You are very lucky it is me,” he teases with a mischievous smile. “Maybe you should suck my dick as thank you.”
“Funny,” Hollander deadpans. “Get up, I mean it. I have to leave soon, I’m meeting my parents for breakfast. I don't want to be late.”
That’s new information. Ilya’s gaze becomes focused.
“Is good that you are meeting them?”
“What do you mean…?”
“Your parents.” He slowly pushes himself into a sitting position. “They are… nice people, da? You have good relationship?”
It’s probably a dumb question, and also too intense, but Ilya feels protective because of his own experiences. Hollander seemed serious when he was putting the clothes on. Tense, even. Ilya assumed it’s because of him, but maybe not. He has no clue. 
Ilya is good at reading Hollander. He’s familiar with how the man’s brain works, he knows the quiet gasps of pleasure Hollander makes when he’s being properly fucked, he can usually catch any discomfort before it blossoms into anxiety. But there are some – many – areas of life in which they are still basically strangers.
It feels… uncomfortable. Wrong. Ilya wants the whole thing, not just some pieces. 
Possessive, possessive, possessive.
Shane clears his throat. 
“I mean, they are my parents. I love them, obviously, and they love me. They are great people, they really support my career.”
It’s always about the career with this one, bozhe.
“But…?” Ilya presses, because something about Hollander’s tone and posture is still bothering him.
“But nothing,” Hollander shoots back, but elaborates anyway. “I moved to Montreal the second I got drafted and this is a pretty consuming job. I know it’s not a long drive, but… Yeah.” He shrugs awkwardly. “I wasn’t great at keeping in touch, I think. I’m doing my own thing and they are doing their own things, and it’s been like this for years now, so I guess it's a little bit uncomfortable sometimes. The, uh, small talk. Or, like, navigating the fact that we are a family, sure, but maybe not super close.”
“They don’t care about hockey?”
“No, no, they do!” Hollander says quickly. “They do. They come to the games sometimes, yeah. My mom is a little bit intense about the sport, actually. We thought she’d become my manager, you know? But then I presented as a–” he chokes on the word, but recovers quickly, though he does look away. “Yeah. Half of the people already assumed I was a sub, because I never went public with my status. It would be even worse if my own mum was my manager. It was safer to just hire someone else.” 
Hollander makes a longer pause, but eventually decides to add more, in a quieter tone.
“Sometimes I think my mum is still a bit angry about it. Or sad, maybe. But I just couldn’t deal with that. Like, I was young, I was new. The guys in the locker room would never let it go: managed by his own mother,” he announces, like it’s a headline. “And she’s a dom, so… It would just fuel all the rumours. Wasn’t worth it.”
It is heartbreaking to hear just how deep the scars go.
Inequality is never just one thing. There’s no singular sacrifice or burden. It’s a web that’s always there, ready to catch you at a criminally young age and keep wrapping around tighter and tighter with every move. Dozens of possibilities, hundreds of choices and outcomes – all choked out before they could even fully come to life. 
Everybody is on a path that is uniquely theirs, yes, sure, of course. That’s called living. But for some, that path emerges already fucking paved.
Ilya observes Hollander carefully, memorising every expression and every word, because Hollander is saying so much and it’s so fucking rare. This should be cherished and appreciated. This should be enough. And yet, selfishly, Ilya is still hungry. He wants to hear more. He wants to slither into Hollander’s life and become a real, unmovable, essential part of it. 
The dog is salivating. 
The human tugs on the leash. 
“I am sorry,” is what Ilya says after a moment of silence.
“Thanks. It was a long time ago, so whatever.” Hollander gives a tense shrug, then glances at Ilya with some traces of frustration. “Why am I always the only one sharing stuff? What about your parents?”
It’s Ilya’s turn to shrug.
“Dead.”
“Fuck,” Hollander breathes and his gaze softens immediately. “Both…?”
“Da. Mother when I was young. Dad few years ago. Is okay. Not fresh.”
“I’m sorry,” Hollander echoes Ilya from moments before.
In some ways, they keep mirroring each other.
Ilya nods once, avoiding eye contact.
“Yes. It is very sad,” he says dramatically and falls back into the lying position. “I should be allowed to stay as long as I want, because I am orphan.”
“You’re using your dead parents to manipulate me? That’s so wrong, Ilya.”
“Well, I had nobody to explain right and wrong to me, I was all alone with no parents… Give me kiss.”
He grins, extending his hand to Hollander, who’s still a few steps away from the bed. And, unfortunately, fully clothed.
“No.”
“Hollander. I am poor orphan.” Ilya makes a beckoning gesture. “Give me kiss.”
“You are being ridiculous.”
“I am being woken up in the middle of night–”
“It’s nine in the morning!”
“–and kicked out. I deserve kiss first.”
Hollander makes a face.
“You did not wash your teeth yet.”
Ilya groans.
“Bozhe. So difficult. This is torture.”
Hollander gives him a curious look.
“Are you always this dramatic when you don't get what you want?”
Ilya narrows his eyes, dropping the desperate act almost completely. Instead, a familiar commanding, warning note slips into his tone. He sits up again, slowly.
“Hollander, it kind of sounds like you are calling me spoiled, but I know you would not be this reckless…”
That only earns Ilya an amused huff. Lvionok seems to be building immunity to Ilya’s threats, which might become a problem. Ilya should probably stop letting him get away with everything, but it’s just… very difficult to say no to a man who looks and sounds so pretty. 
Hollander grabs a t-shirt, a pair of black joggers and black boxer briefs and walks up to the bed to push them into Ilya’s chest.
“You can wear this. Get up, please.”
He’s now standing in Ilya’s reach. A rookie mistake. A strong arm wraps around Hollander's waist. Ilya pulls him in and looks up, resting his chin against Hollander’s chest.
“Hello.” His grin is dangerous, but he’s giving puppy eyes, just in case.
Hollander immediately tries to break free.
“Hey! You’re wrinkling my shirt, asshole.”
Wow. It’s really, really good that this is casual and not a real relationship, because Hollander’s pedantic tendencies in everyday life are clearly a number one enemy of Ilya’s boners.
Ilya is about to make another stupid joke. It might be his way of asking for attention without having to actually ask, but nobody needs to know this, so shut your damn mouth and worry about yourself, thank you. Except that something in Hollander’s expression makes the words get stuck in Ilya’s throat.
Hollander looks down at him with softness in his kind, dark eyes. It comes out of fucking nowhere and hits Ilya in his fucking core. He can’t remember the last time somebody looked at him like that. Well, maybe he can, but it was a long time ago: he was twelve. 
“Ilya?” Gentle fingers brush the messy curls away from his forehead. “I know you like to hide behind the bad English and horrible jokes, but you can also talk to me about serious stuff. Like, if you want to. I’m fine with that. I would listen.”
Ah. No greater privilege and no scarier challenge than being seen.
Ilya lets go of him awkwardly, suddenly overwhelmed and desperately trying not to let it show. It’s nice of Hollander to offer and he surely means well, but it only makes everything harder. Ilya is already trying his best not to take, take, take. 
“I know.” His voice sounds hoarse.
Hollander nods with a gentle smile.
“Good. Now get the fuck out of my bed.”
* * *
Ilya might have searched Hollander sweaty postgame interview one too many times, because his Instagram algorithm is now fucked and it pushes a clip of Troy Barrett into his face during a leisure scrolling.
“You’re asking me about the Centaurs? Tell you what, I’m fucking thrilled to be on one team with Hollander. Don’t really care which team that is.”
There’s a mic pointed at him. It must be some preseason, pointless interview. Svetlana mentioned Barrett’s trade came out of nowhere, so maybe this is PR damage control.
“You have this much faith in Shane Hollander?”
“He still holds almost all the rookie records,” Troy points out grumpily. “It’s been, what, eight years? And nobody beat them.”
“Sure,” whoever is behind the camera is out for fucking blood. “But for the last three years, his performance has been declining noticeably. There is a reason Montreal did not extend his contract.”
“He’s shit on bad days. On good days, he’s the best player of our generation. I’m done with dumb questions now.”
Troy Barrett sounds annoyed, but emanates the kind of cockyness that can be attractive. Ilya would know. Troy’s confidence seems slightly contrived, though: it’s a grumpy aura of “I don’t want to speak to you, but you forced me into it, so now I will be in charge.”
Ilya throws the phone onto the couch. He is displeased. Barrett’s surprisingly supportive opinion is good news, since Hollander was worried about possible prejudice and hostility, but…
Ilya doesn’t want Hollander to have an objectively attractive, asshole-ish teammate who is obsessed with him. That position has been filled. ILYA is attractive, asshole-ish and obsessed. There’s no need for another one. And since, you know, Ilya is Hollander’s type, at least to a certain degree, then logic dictates Troy might be also. 
There is definitely no need for somebody who might be Hollander’s type to spend every day with him at work.
He briefly considers googling Barrett's dynamic status, but decides against it. He doesn't give a shit, he doesn't need to know. Whatever.
Still, the at-first-glance similarities between him and Barrett make Ilya uncomfortable. And so, before Ilya even meets the bastard, he lands on the list. The list goes:
Hayden fucking Pike.
Scott fucking Hunter.
Rose fucking Landry.
Troy fucking Barrett.
It's not strictly about Hollander. It's just a list of people who really have no business being in Ilya's life. They make the black dog bark. It’s an annoying sound.
* * *
The best thing about Zane Boodram is Cassie and the best thing about Cassie Boodram is the house with a pool. That’s where they all end up when the heat wave hits in the second half of August. The only acceptable place for a social gathering is near the body of water.
There are mini Pikes and mini Boodrams running around and Ilya is aware he should fix his starved expression, but the glorious, meaty thighs of Shane Hollander are on display in the sun, all tanned and dripping with both water and sweat. 
Hollander is wearing tight, short swim shorts and the small bruise on the left inside of his leg is visible. Ilya got distracted earlier today and sucked hard enough to leave a mark. He apologised, of course, and fucked the brat until he was all pliant and needy instead of annoyed. 
He made Hollander come on his dick hands free, then fucked him for a little longer and then coaxed a second, dry orgasm out of the man with his fingers. It was all glorious and long, and exhausting in the best way, and Ilya is already starving for more.
He secretly wishes he could fuck Hollander without a condom: watch the cum drip down those muscular legs. Fucking delicious, all of that.
“He looks cute when he’s playing with the kids, no?” Rose points out, nudging Ilya with her elbow and nodding at Hollander, who’s sitting on the edge of the pool and is currently being attacked by the mini Pike army. “That used to be your job, I think,” she adds with a wink.
Rose fucking Landry.
It feels kind of unfair that everyone around right now get to admire Hollander almost naked body for free, while Ilya had to fucking work for it. It took him two long, difficult emergency sessions at the B.E.A.R.S. to see this amount of Hollander’s skin.
“I know you know that he is gay,” Ilya mutters grumpily.
Rose just laughs. “Well, a girl can dream!” 
Ilya ignores her.
He lets himself stare at Hollander’s pretty body for a moment longer, then turns away from the pool. 
One of Hollander’s annoying rules is no touching in public, even if only their friends are around. It is, sadly, understandable. First of all, the friends don’t know about them. Second of all, Hollander is a high-profile, closeted, gay sub in the NHL. He has a reason to be paranoid. Ilya would hate to be the one who compromised Hollander’s privacy. 
Which means he needs to keep a distance, because he really can’t trust himself right now. The sun is melting the Earth. Everything is hot and slow, and syrupy, and even without that, Hollander is just so fucking touchable and kissable, and fuckable.
Bozhe.
It was all easy when they weren’t actually doing anything. Ilya could happily pretend to be drunk to innocently cling to that man at a party. Now it’s different. Now Ilya knows exactly where and how to touch, he knows what could come after, he knows how Hollander tastes and sounds. That’s dangerous.
Ilya wants to spend the whole day laying in the sun and licking the sweat of Hollander’s muscular body.
Wow. Maybe it’s not the domspace that he’s addicted to. Maybe it is really just Hollander. 
He goes to grab a coke from the fridge, but Scott fucking Hunter blocks his way.
“Rozy, this is Troy. He’s a Centaur now, moved to Ottawa this week. I’m helping him settle in. Half of the team is still away, but I thought I’ll drag him to our hangout. It’s always good to have friends outside of hockey, I think, yeah?”
“Thanks, captain,” Troy mutters, then glances at Ilya. “Hey.”
Ilya allows himself to be an asshole for a second and he sizes Barrett up before responding. 
“Hello.” Go away. “Why Ottawa?”
It can be interpreted as a small talk question. What made you choose this team? Ilya, however, means it kind of like: why the fuck are you here.
He’s being unreasonable. Yes. Whatever.
Troy shrugs. “The offer was good.”
“Ah.” Ilya makes no effort to continue the awkward conversation. He doesn’t really care about being polite in this particular instance. 
Barrett also makes no real effort. He looks like tries not to care. See? They are similar. Kind of. 
“I’m getting drink,” Ilya announces and walks away.
“Don’t worry,” he hears Hunter say. “He’s often like that with me as well.”
“He seems cool,” Barrett responds and it sounds surprisingly genuine.
Burn in hell, Ilya thinks.
He is being extremely unreasonable and he can already see a beating from Sveta in his future. She’s very invested in the Centaurs now – in their performance and wellbeing, and all. 
God, Ilya is surrounded by hockey freaks.
When he returns to the backyard, Hollander is resting on the sun lounger with his eyes closed. He’s both pretty and hot. He also looks relaxed. Not just at this moment, but in general. There are subtle differences about the way he holds himself ever since Ilya started getting him into subspace regularly. It’s impossible to undo years of repression and self-torture in just a few weeks, but his nervous system is definitely already in a much better condition.
Ilya is very proud of himself. 
With Hollander out of the pool, it’s Ilya’s turn to be attacked by the kids. He doesn’t mind. He jumps into the water with them, acting like an idiot for their amusement. 
“Ilya, Ilya! What happened to you here?” Jade Pike asks and her small finger pokes one of the red scratches that decorate his broad back. He's giving her a piggyback ride in the pool, so she has easy access.
Ah. Ilya always thought it's very rude to lie to children.
“I met baby lion,” he explains, while helping Ruby grab a floaty.
“Whaaat?” Jade exclaims, excited.
Meanwhile, Ruby's eyes go wide. “Why was the lion mean to you?”
“He was not mean,” Ilya assures them. “He just wanted attention.”
He smirks to himself, but doesn't glance in Hollander's direction, because he values his life. 
He starts pretending to be a shark and the kids luckily forget about the topic.
Soon, Jackie calls the kids for a meal at the table in the garden, assisted by Harris – the Centaur’s social media guy who got into their friend group mainly through Kip. Left alone, Ilya's focus drifts back to a man who's still stretched out deliciously on the sun lounger near the water.
Ilya lifts himself from the pool and stands up, dripping water everywhere. He makes sure some of it lands on Hollander with a grin.
Shane opens his eyes and glances up.
He looks cute, all relaxed, with freckles more pronounced after spending so much time in the sun. And then something shifts, like a flip of the switch, and Ilya notices the sweet on the abs, and the way Hollander is looking up, because he's positioned below, and Hollander's pupils are blown, which makes Ilya's pupils go wide too, and there's just this invisible fucking pull of hot want and need, and Ilya has to have him. Now.
“Upstairs. Bathroom,” he says in a low voice and it sounds almost breathless. “I go first.”
Hollander's lips part in surprise, pink and wet after he subconsciously licked them. He says nothing, but his gaze darkens and drops to Ilya's wet body, and that's the answer. 
* * *
Hollander hasn't been in Boodrams’ house before, so Ilya leaves the door ajar, waits, and then pulls him in from the corridor the moment Hollander appears in his reach. 
There's a fury of movement – Hollander swears and Ilya growls – and then Hollander's perfect ass is placed on the bathroom countertop and Ilya pushes his legs apart to settle between them. It gives him better access to grab the man by the back of his neck and yank him into a kiss.
He doesn't remember if he ever felt this horny in his life. He's twenty seven but feels like a fucking teenager as he deepens the kiss greedily and sneaks a hand into Hollander's swim shorts. He’s already half hard. 
“Fuck,” Hollander breaks the kiss to breathe. “We shouldn't. This is insane. Fuck,” he repeats as Ilya strokes him just right.
“Shh. Is okay,” Ilya mumbles into Shane's neck, trying to push his whole body closer just to… feel more.
He spits on his own hand and starts jerking Hollander off properly in a hurry, before the rational thinking kicks in. It's a dirty, desperate, fast handjob that makes both of their heads spin. Hollander is melting, unable to voice any reasonable objections and it only makes Ilya feel more feral.
“Fuck. Ilya, oh my god.” Shane grabs Ilya's bicep while his body falls backwards against the mirror, overwhelmed with the intensity of it all. His head falls backwards too, exposing the beautiful line of his throat. 
Ilya licks it. From the sunkissed collarbone to the jawline, he licks a fat, wet stripe once, then again and one more time, slower, while working Hollander's fully hard dick.
“Ah, fuck,” Hollander breathes, already near the edge of an orgasm. “What are you, a dog?”
The black dog in the corner bares his teeth in an animalistic grin.
It takes all Ilya’s strength not to leave a mark. He licks the warm skin again like a fucking maniac, unbothered by the taste of chlorine and sunscreen, and keeps jerking Hollander off. His other hand lands flat against Shane’s stomach, partly to feel the muscle shift, partly because if Ilya grips his hip instead, he might leave a mark and it will be impossible to explain to the people at the pool.
Hollander’s eyes almost roll back as he comes – tensing up, gasping, arching into it and shaking with how fast and rough it all felt. Ilya smiles to himself and kisses Hollander’s jaw, stroking him through the aftershocks. Only once Hollander catches his breath, Ilya connects their mouths again.
“Let me fuck you,” be mumbles against Hollander’s lips a moment later, starved and buzzing with adrenaline. 
“Don’t be stupid. Our friends are downstairs,” Hollander points out, sobering up after the orgasm. “Come here.”
He wraps his legs around Ilya, pulling him closer and sneaks one hand into his swim trunks to return the favour. Hollander’s other hand hovers in front of Ilya’s mouth.
“Lick it,” he demands with a small, mischievous smile. “Since you like it so much.”
Ilya’s dick spurts a drop of precum.
What the actual fuck.
He grabs Hollander’s wrist, gripping tighter than necessary.
“Watch it,” he shoots with a dark, warning look, because Shane Hollander needs to be contained, fuck. But he licks the palm anyway, coating it with saliva that will serve as replacement for lube.
Hollander smiles at that and presses a kiss underneath Ilya’s jaw.
“You’re like a puppy, huh?” he whispers, almost soft, finally wrapping his hand around Ilya’s cock.
A shiver shoots through Ilya like a lightning bolt, making him freeze completely for a second.
When he calls Hollander a kitten or a baby lion, it's all fun and games. But hearing a variation of it turned around and directed at him suddenly fills Ilya’s brain with white noise. Something deep inside of him splits open and he gasps, trembling with more than just pleasure, and buries his face in the crook of Hollander’s neck, overwhelmed, because HE IS. He’s the puppy and the puppy is the dog, and, and–
"You are going to kill me, Hollander, fuck," he declares in a choarse voice, losing his fucking mind.
“Nah.” Hollander decides, stroking him sweetly. “Can’t fuck if you’re dead.”
Ilya created a monster.
Hollander can’t leave marks either, not here, not when they have to walk around shirtless. But the way his teeth find the skin on Ilya’s neck and nip it gently suggests he’d very much like to. 
“You’re so big,” he murmurs into Ilya’s ear, surprisingly provocative. “Always so hard for me. I like you like this. It’s very useful.”
Things are shattering inside of Ilya’s chest only to mold together again into a shape that feels useless when he is not pressed against a very specific body. 
Since when does Shane Hollander do dirty talk, what the fuck?
“Come on, Ilya. Give me something.”
 Hollander's fingers massage the underside of the head of his dick with the pressure that's just right. He drags his thumb over the leaking tip and when he's back to stroking properly, Ilya is basically panting into his shoulder.
He spills into Hollander’s fist so fast, he would be embarrassed if he still had the ability to process any kind of information. He gasps right into Shane’s mouth, because Shane is trying to kiss him through it.
It’s the highest fucking high and they just lean against each other for a moment after, trying to come down from it.
Neither one of them went fully under into domspace or supspace. This is not the time nor place for that. But they’ve been locked in an almost constant dynamic exchange for a while now, whether they want to admit it or not, so almost every interaction satiates the needs of their nervous systems in some small way. 
Ilya should be terrified, but he just can’t find the fucking energy for that.
There are two sinks in the bathroom, so they wash their hands at the same time, letting the evidence flow down the drain. Ilya makes a mental note to buy Cassie an exceptionally impressive birthday gift this year.
Once they are both as clean as they can get, Ilya pulls Hollander in for another quick kiss.
“I am recording guide after this, but I will be home in the evening. You will come, da? I will fuck you properly.”
“Or you could drive to my place,” Hollander points out.
“No. You come. I text you when.”
“Maybe I’m busy,” Hollander says, because he’s addicted to being difficult probably as much as he’s addicted to Ilya’s cock.
He makes a move to leave. Ilya’s fingers curl around his jaw.
“Hollander.” He lets his voice sink into something deeper. “I am not asking. I will text you on my way home and then you get in your car and come to me. Am I clear?”
They make eye contact. Shane is his beautiful, stubborn self and Ilya can observe up close as desire battles the deep-rooted refusal to obey an order. In the end, he doesn’t say yes, but he does nod. His pupils are blown wide again, dark eyes shining with need.
“Good,” Ilya murmurs and kisses him again, slow this time, for no particular reason.
He smirks when he feels Hollander’s body shiver slightly against him.
“I can’t believe we did this in your coworkers’ house.” Hollander mumbles a moment later. He seems torn between being disappointed and impressed.
Ilya can. Ilya was one step away from fucking Hollander on that sun lounger near the pool.
* * *
A few hours later, when Ilya is sitting in the recording studio, he takes a quick photo of the script and sends it to Hollander, grinning at the screen. The placeholder title for the audio guide is: Gagged & fucked hard in the bathroom during a friend’s party.
Hollander: That is not funny.

Oh, it’s fucking hilarious. 
* * *
Hollander comes over to Ilya’s apartment that evening, as promised. Ilya is buzzing from the recording and everything that happened earlier. He needs to take the edge off if he’s going to fuck Hollander slow and long, which is the plan. That’s how Shane likes it, but pretends he doesn’t – when it’s all on the edge of being too much, lazy and hazy, and deep.
Hm. They should get high together again.
Anyway. Taking the edge off means – more often than not, when it comes to Ilya – getting his dick sucked.
He has to almost force Hollander to his knees, because the kitty never lost his claws. Hollander still seems to enjoy a little bit of struggle. The traces of shame are still lingering somewhere in there, and so is the overthinking, and the years of repression. Being left with no choice is an easy way to battle it all and it's safe, because they have a safeword and colours. 
Hollander still wants to fight, just to lose. He needs Ilya to earn the privilege of having Shane Hollander on his knees and Ilya doesn’t mind being put to work. He doesn’t mind at all.
In this little dynamic they now have, Ilya is a combination of strong, unyielding grips and soft, sweet praises. He feeds Hollander cock almost roughly, holding him by the hair, but the things he’s saying might be mistaken for a prayer. 
It’s called balance and balance is good.
He comes down Hollander’s throat and Hollander slips under, and all is right in the world.
The funny thing is, Hollander allows it all, but keeps reminding Ilya that he’s not interested in “real domming”, and never will be. If this is not real domming, Ilya doesn’t fucking know what is, but whatever. Shane Hollander is allowed to be weird. And Ilya is allowed to leave this particular issue alone and not try to get to the bottom of it. He will. Eventually, he will, yes. Just not yet. Let this last a little longer, please.
* * *
The days are passing by uncomfortably fast. 
Sometimes, when Ilya behaves, he's allowed to stay for a meal or to watch a movie, and then he and Hollander talk. Like, they have actual, long conversations that are not arguments or foreplay. Ilya catches himself once thinking that he might like it even more than sex, which is insane. It's also really fucking dangerous. 
It’s so dangerous, it makes a full circle and feels totally safe again. That's probably why it keeps happening.
“I was never that kind of captain, you know?” Hollander muses over his bird food. “I know exactly what to do on the ice, because hockey is easy. But off the ice, the whole social aspect of it… I didn't even really try. It felt pointless from the beginning.”
“Why?”
“It just did.” Hollander shrugs awkwardly. “But what Hunter is doing now with me and Troy is really great. We're not even in the preseason yet and I already met half of the team. And it was casual, not some crazy fucking initiation ritual. So I can now see how maybe the social aspect matters too. But it was different in Montreal.”
“Different how?” Ilya prompts gently again, observing Shane carefully. He looks soft. He looks like a Shane, not a Hollander. 
“Just… the energy of it all. The culture, I guess. Troy says it feels like a shock for him too, but that's not exactly a surprise. Toronto Guardians are basically famous for being unwelcoming. Maybe Hunter is just great.” Shane wonders out loud, then immediately supplies. “Well, he is. I know that.”
Shane won't show it and he's choosing his words carefully, but what Ilya hears underneath this lovely, but still quite reserved speech is that Shane is excited and even possibly happy about the upcoming season. 
It makes Ilya feel warm.
“I feel like we could work really well together on the ice. Troy suggested we should watch Ottawa tapes together once he found out I'm studying their last season.”
“Ah. Well. If Barrett said so…” Ilya mutters sarcastically.
Troy fucking Barrett continues to be a problem.
“He's actually a pretty cool guy,” Shane says with a small smile. “I definitely judged him too quickly.”
“Or maybe he only pretends he is a cool guy,” Ilya suggests, annoyed. He just can’t fucking help it.
Hollander frowns.
“What's your issue with him?”
“Luca said that Kip said, that Hunter said, that Troy’s personal life is complicated.”
Ilya is not gossiping. He just likes to stay informed.
Hollander looks confused.
“What does that even mean?”
“That he is gay,” Ilya snaps. “Or bi, or whatever label allows him to suck dick.”
It’s just Ilya’s theory, but he’s usually good at reading the signs.
“Okay. So what?”
Ilya’s eyes narrow. “You are not surprised?”
“I mean…” Hollander shrugs. “Hunter is the only publicly out gay man in the league, but he is not the only gay one. Statistically, there must be others. Well, I am one of the others, aren’t I?”
“Yes. You are gay and one of few good things about you being in toxic NHL was supposed to be that you are NOT surrounded by other gay men,” Ilya grumbles, more to himself than to Shane. 
‘Hey.” Shane raises his voice slightly and his tone turns cold. “Where the fuck is this bullshit coming from, Ilya? Are you coming out to me as a homophobe?!”
Ilya flinches.
“No.”
“Then maybe watch what you're saying!” Hollander suggests, then takes a deep breath and goes back to his normal tone. Always in control. “I don’t see what Troy possibly being gay even has to do with me.”
Ilya is struggling here.
“Yes. You do not see how hot you are. Is very cute and also super annoying.”
Hollander looks even more confused. Bless his lovely, weird brain.
“Ilya, now you really are not making any sense to me. Can you, like, not talk in a code? Or not use sarcasm, or whatever this is. I don’t know what you are saying.”
“Is probably better.”
“Then you're being an asshole. Fuck off.”
Ilya sighs. He’s irrationally jealous. There you go. There it fucking is.
“Sorry,” he mumbles and means it. He gets up and takes both of their empty plates, then carries them to the sink.
“Dishwasher, please,” Shane corrects him with a note of annoyance.
Ilya says nothing, just follows the command. Once the dishes are put away, he comes back to the table. Instead of sitting back down, he stops behind Hollander’s chair and leans down, wrapping an arm around his shoulders. His forearm presses against Shane’s collarbones.
He places an apologetic kiss to the side of Shane’s neck, breathing in the achingly familiar smell of his soap and laundry detergent. 
“Can we fuck again before I leave?” he asks quietly. 
It’s his puppy voice and it works, because Shane relaxes in the embrace and lets out a soft chuckle.
“Wow. So romantic.”
“So now you want romantic?” Ilya teases gently. “Doesn’t ‘romantic’ break the rules?”
“Uh. It does, actually.”
“Okay.” Ilya uses his other hand to direct Shane’s head to the side and he gives him a quick kiss, despite the awkward angle. “I will fill you up with my dick in the least romantic way possible,” he promises.
“Gross.”
“Gross is not romantic. Gross is allowed.”
Hollander shifts in his seat.
“Right.”
Ilya’s gaze sharpens and he presses his forearm down on Shane’s collarbones with more strength. 
“Hollander, if you want it rough, you can just say that.”
“I ha–”
“Hate me, da. I know. I am still only person who ever got you under, kotenok.”
Hollander’s teeth sink deep into Ilya’s forearm, because of course they do. 
* * *
On the last day of August Ilya fucks Shane for half a day. It’s a nice day – sunny, not too hot – so Shane goes running in the morning and that is his last act as a free man for the next twelve hours. Ilya is already leaning against his front door when Shane comes back and then they do fun things in the shower. And on the bed. And on the couch. And on the floor, interestingly. And on the bed again. 
Ilya is very creative about the types of sexual acts that can be performed and he executes them in a strategic order, which allowes for minimum amount of breaks. 
He’s finally buried deep, deep inside Hollander, blanketing the strong body with his own from behind, when he murmurs:
“One more month.”
“What?” Hollander half-asks, half-gasps, trembling and arching into it, melting underneath him.
“You play only 4 games during preseason month. I checked. That’s almost nothing, you have time.” Ilya is not begging. He’s speaking emotionally to be more convincing. “Let's do this for one more month. Until regular season starts.”
“No. Ah. Fuck. Ilya, fuck, fuck, do that again, please.”
“One more month,” Ilya presses the words into the hot skin of Hollander’s shoulder between the gentle kisses and hard thrusts. 
“Oh my god.”
“Say yes, solnyshko. I will be so good for you.”
“Ah, fuck fine, fine. Two weeks, okay? Ilya! Fuck, okay. Just– Ah.”
“Mhm. So perfect for me. There you go.”
Two more weeks. 
* * *
Here is the list of things Ilya doesn't like about Troy fucking Barrett:
He's a fan of Shane.
He’s a Centaur and lives in Ottawa now.
He’s definitely into dicks.
He touches his teammates an awful lot for somebody who is often grumpy and guarded.
He’s a dom.
Or, to be more specific: he’s a dom who signs up for Ilya’s domming classes at the B.E.A.R.S.
Ilya hates everything about that new development. 
It’s a group course. A mix of psychology classes, BDSM etiquette and kink education, basically. Troy learns about it from Kip, because Kip can’t keep his mouth shut, and he actually fucking signs up in the first week of September. 
Ilya is never the only one doing the talking, he likes to hold discussions during the course, so he learns – against his will, thank you –  that Troy isn’t very confident in his domming skills and he would like to fix that, because he’s recently met a sub he kind of likes.
Ilya knows the Centaurs have no idea about Hollander’s dynamic status. Still, he almost strangles Troy on the spot.
* * *
Ilya: can I ban client from group course?
Sveta: do you have a reason?
Ilya: yes
Sveta: what is it?
Ilya: his face 
it’s annoying me
Sveta: that's not a reason, Ilyusha
Ilya: what would be a good reason
?
Sveta: disrupting the class
Ilya: he is disrupting the class by annoying me with his face
Sveta: I know this is about Troy. You can’t kick people out just because you’re jealous.
Ilya: I’m not jealous. I’m being annoyed 
by his annoying face
in my class
Sveta: okay
the answer is no
good talk

And so Ilya has to be all professional and polite to Troy at work and outside of it, which makes Troy think they are now friends, which is really fucking inconvenient, because during a murder investigation police usually look into friends and family first.
Deep down Ilya knows this isn’t about Troy Barrett at all. Troy is just a good distraction from the real problem. Ilya is running out of time with Shane and he can’t get what he wants – he’s not being offered and he can’t ask, because there are clear rules and the rules say: not forever, no real domming, no real anything, not yours.
Ilya repeats this to the black dog daily.
Not yours to own, not yours to ruin. Because you would ruin it. That’s what you always do.
* * *
Shane Hollander is smart and a fast learner, so on the day when their already extended arrangement is scheduled to end, he sends Ilya a text.
Hollander: I won’t come over. Something came up.
Ilya: ?
Hollander: Sorry. Maybe it’s for the best, though?
Ilya: Hollander.
Hollander: We made rules, Ilya, right? It’s important to follow those. 
Ilya: you are taking away the goodbye fuck
Hollander: wow, you have such a way with words.
Ilya: why?
Hollander: I just can’t today. And we are NOT extending it again. It was a good arrangement, Ilya. I can really feel that it helped, so thank you. But we both know it’s time for it to end. Before it turns into something we both regret.

Ilya wants to text him: go fuck yourself, because an unexpected, a little bit frightening wave of rage colliedes into him. He wrestles with it for a while, before eventually typing out the response.
Ilya: okay

Ilya Rozanov is a coward. Then again, Shane Hollander couldn't be clearer about what he wants and it should be respected. 
Hollander: Thank you.
I really mean that.
Ilya: sure.
come to me if you need it again, okay?

The dog is howling.
Hollander: I’m not sure that’s a good idea. 
But thank you.
I really want us to stay friends, Ilya.
Ilya: sounds boring
Hollander: asshole 
I will see you at dinner with Rose, right?
Ilya: da
Hollander: good
this doesn't have to be weird, right?

Ilya stares at his least favourire word, used twice. He knows this time it's on accident. And he can't point it out or turn it into a little game, because that kind of banter is now probably off limits.
Ilya: it depends
if you make it weird
it will be weird
Hollander: got it
You are really annoying.
But I guess I prefer that over you being weird.
I need to go now, but I'll text you later!
Is it still okay for me to text you?
Ilya: is okay, Hollander
is what friends do

And it's over. Just like that.
So Hollander is the stronger one between the two of them, after all.
It ends in silence. Without the screaming or barking, or growls and gasps, or lies and promises. That’s probably for the best. 
Ilya has a fridge stocked with ginger ale, all his clothes are folded, the packs of cigarettes have been replaced by the nicotine patches and he’s covered in bitemarks. The past five weeks were the best and most stupid weeks of his life.
He’ll be fine. Just give him a fucking minute.
* * *
Ilya: I think I should go back to offering sexual sessions.
Svetlana: That sounds like a horrible idea.
The answer is no.
Ilya: Fuck you
it should be my decision
Svetlana: Go do full evaluation with Hayden
then come back to me with the results and we can talk
Ilya: okay nevermind
Svetlana: I love you, Ilyusha
I mean it
but please get your shit together
Ilya: what are you talking about?

She doesn’t dignify that with a response. Ilya kind of respects that.
* * *
Ilya blinks and October begins. The Centaurs win their first game of the season. Hunter plays the centre, Troy and Shane are on the wings. They have real chemistry, the commentators say.
Ilya doesn’t need to fucking hear this.
Because Svetlana is a successful business owner, a nepo baby, a hockey superfan and a newly pledged Ottawa Centaurs number one supporter, she rents an entire, high-end bar for the whole team, crew and friends to celebrate. Scott doesn’t let his boys party too hard during the season, but he agrees the first win should have its moment.
Everybody goes, so it would look bad for Ilya to skip. He comes, even though he’s been feeling off all day. The dog is nipping at his fingertips, hungry and annoyed. His nervous system feels skewed. There’s an odd buzzing underneath his skin, as if the nerve endings keep twisting and turning, trying to position themselves towards the sun.
What the fuck even is this metaphor? He’s losing his grip. 
Surprise, surprise.
Shane Hollander is right there, not drinking, but all flushed from the hot air in the room. He’s right there, but Ilya can’t touch him. 
His fingers keep twitching on their own, until he balls them into fists. It is, conveniently, the exact moment a tipsy Troy Barrett throws an arm around Hollander to whisper something to him.
Ilya can almost feel the exact moment the hot jealousy inside him morphs into something dark, sharp, and unyielding. He wants obedience and submission, and he should get it. That sticky conviction pours all over his mind and there’s not much else left there. 
There’s growling in his chest and it’s growing louder. His hands keep trembling slightly. He doesn’t touch the alcohol, he smokes one cigarette after another and somehow manages to force himself to leave.
* * *
He gets to Hollander’s building in the haze a few hours later. It’s the middle of the night, but the doorman knows him by now and lets him up, even though Ilya is pretty sure he looks like a crazy person. He feels like a crazy person – delirious, almost – because there’s just one, dark thing in his mind and it makes thinking impossible.
He bangs on the door way too loudly, too agitated to help it. The world is tilting on its axis. He’s not sure if he’s breathing right.
It doesn’t really matter.
Hollander opens up in just boxer briefs, with rumpled hair and a frown, which turns into a shocked expression seconds later.
“Wha–”
Ilya pounces. He pushes inside and kicks the door closed, while his hands sink into the warm skin. He’s an unstable force that cannot be contained or stopped, so he keeps going, walking Hollander backwards all the way back to the bedroom. He loses his shoes and the jacket on the way there, but remains otherwise fully clothed when he pushes Hollander down onto the mattress and climbs on top of him.
His eyes might seem black, or maybe his expression is feral, either way something shuts Hollander up and he just stares at Ilya with wide eyes silently.
“Hands,” Ilya growls.
And Shane Hollander, without resistance or demanding further explanation, slowly but confidently places his hands above his head on the mattress, crossing the wrists together. He’s keeping his gaze on Ilya, transfixed.
“Colour.”
“Green,” Hollander whispers softly. 
Ilya feels like he’s sliding down something slick and black into the murky depths of his own self. He leans forward and curls his fingers around Shane’s wrists, then works his own jeans open with the other hand to get his dick free.
It would all be very insane, if it wasn’t tightly wrapped in a thick, heavy desire and longing that isolate it from the real world. There’s something connecting them – a thread buzzing with electricity – and it’s now taut, tugging on both ends. 
They were in the same position once before, when they were both high and Ilya sat on top of Hollander, because he felt like it. That was light. 
This is heavy.
It’s a show of pure dominance and pure submission, made almost from nothing. Hollander just lies there, staring right into Ilya’s soul. He trusts so fucking much, his body is pliant and soft – inviting – despite the unexpected and unhinged nature of Ilya’s visit, and the fact this goes against what they agreed on.
And Ilya… Well Ilya has lost his mind and he now lets himself sink all the way into the dark possessiveness. He strokes himself with a lot of pressure, but quite slowly, cataloguing the way the body underneath him yields in the smallest of shifts. He savours the selfish pleasure shamelessly, drunk on the fact that he can have this. He decided, on a fucking whim, that he wants, and so he fucking gets. This is all for him.
He leans down at some point and his lips hover over Hollander’s already parted ones, but doesn’t kiss him. There is something intoxicating about the fact that this is all so intense, while almost nothing happens. Ilya wants them suspended in this lack of action. 
See? – it says. – I could never touch you again, and you’d still be mine forever.
Ilya takes his time, but gets to the edge eventually. His pupils widen even more and he’s panting quietly, descending further into the madness of his own creation. His grip tightens on Hollander’s wrist. He shifts forward, leans a little lower, stroking himself faster, chasing the release. 
The gold necklace is swinging slightly, close to the freckled face. Shane’s tongue darts out to stop it and then he gently closes his teeth around the cross. Ilya can’t think, so he’s incapable to explain why that, of all things, pushes him over the edge, but it does.
He gasps and swears, and paints Hollander’s naked chest with streaks of white, shuddering all the way through it. He comes so hard, there’s only light behind his eyelids for a second. 
He breathes heavily and straightens up, finally letting go of Hollander’s wrist. 
It comes in waves: the clarity, the soothing feeling of the satiated dynamic craving, the realisation he should not have done this.
He glances down.
Hollander is still holding his wrist crossed above his head and he looks very calm. Slightly confused, but relaxed. A little bit in awe, which is weird. Or maybe that’s just the moonlight playing tricks. 
“Are you religious?” Shane asks, blinking slowly.
Now I am. You're still dripping with my worship.
It’s a very, very ridiculous question to ask in this situation and it might be the exact moment Ilya realises he’s in love.
“No. Cross was my mother’s,” Ilya hears himself say. 
He sounds wrecked, but feels light. 
“Oh.” Hollander says then, still looking up at him. His big, dark, shiny eyes blink again.  “You’re in domspace.”
Domspace is easier to hide than subspace and Ilya might have been doing exactly that when they were fucking.
“Yes.” He admits now. It still feels a little bit like somebody else is talking in his voice. “Thank you.” He leans down to kiss Shane on the forehead. “I am sorry,” he adds, brushing his nose against Shane’s, because this should not have happened.
What even was that?
He leaves so fast, it could be called running away. He’s feeling almost high. Normally the domspace brings the comfortable feeling of complete control, but this time Ilya feels like he missed it by a few centimetres. It’s like it’s floating right there, next to him, instead of settling inside.
The black dog stays behind. 
Ilya is left with just the puppy, without any supervision, and pretty soon they both begin to feel a little bit pathetic. 
They wait one, two, three days, but the black dog never comes back. It starts living with Shane instead, following him like a shadow. It goes with Shane for runs and to the games, and to the restaurants. Ilya knows this, because he sees it every time his and Shane's paths cross. Which still happens, because he and Shane are friends. They have the same friend group and text a very reasonable amount.
Ilya wonders if the dog lies next to Shane’s bed at night and growls in its sleep. 
Shane must be feeding it. Why else would it stay?





  
    Chapter End Notes

    BOZHE I've seen less comments on some fics that have twice as many likes as this one, so I think it's fair to call you all Lovely Lunatics. (I approve of this behaviour). It's been a great fun to share this story with you so far and I will continiue to thank you for all the kind words!

I'm a lurker, but that could change, so I’m letting you know that this is me on threads: @antisceptic. I might post heads up about future chapters on there. Or about future fics. ;)

Up next: fuck around (done) and find out (incoming). TRUST THE PROCESS, though!!
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    Chapter Summary

    The chances of being eaten alive are low, but never zero.
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  Hours after barging into Shane’s apartment like a lunatic, Ilya tries to text him an apology. He writes and deletes the message over and over again, unable to find the right words, probably because there is no valid explanation for that kind of insane behaviour. In the end, early in the morning, Hollander beats him to it.
Hollander: Are you okay?
Ilya: Yes.
I am sorry.
It won’t happen again.
Hollander: okay.

And that’s that. The black dog stays with Shane, Ilya and Shane remain casual friends, days keep passing and… well. Yeah.
It’s fine.
Experiencing a power dynamic exchange is required for the person to function well. Kind of like eating and sleeping, and having social interactions. Subs have a need to sub, doms have a need to dom. No way around it. It is a need both biological and psychological, and it has to be fulfilled. How often and in what way, exactly – that is a deeply personal thing.
Weeks of being involved with Shane should satiate Ilya for a while. The chemistry in his body has become perfectly balanced, yes, but the mental turmoil he now feels after losing the arrangement and then crossing the boundary is undoing all the good work terrifyingly fast. 
Or to put it simply: all that lovely, dominant fucking and yet… Ilya is about to drop.
It’s been little less than a year since it happened last – suddenly and quite dramatically. This time, the drop approaches slowly and he can see it from miles away. It’s hard to tell which is worse.
Deprivation mixes with depression and looms over him threateningly in the weeks of October. Ilya has been here before many times, so he’s good at recognising the signs. He knows what’s coming and he tries to prepare for it.
He records twice as many guides, because he’ll surely miss work once the drop hits.
He overwaters his plants, buys an embarrassing amount of instant noodles and downloads a new batch of domination diaries onto his phone.
He starts declining all the invitations to hang out, but still comes to some home games to watch Shane on the ice. Shane’s not playing spectacularly, but not horribly either, so he must be doing okay and that’s enough for now.
He shaves his head. The curls were getting too long anyway. He knows that during the worst of it, finding energy and motivation to get up to piss will feel like an impossible task, so there is no fucking way he’ll be able to wash his hair. If it’s short, it won’t get as gross.
In the end the drop still sneaks up on him somehow. Somewhere between all that preparation the darkness spills into his apartment. It’s gentle and quiet, and once he realises there’s no sunlight anywhere, his phone is already full of unanswered messages, he missed a day of work, and he can’t remember when his last meal was. 
When Sveta lets herself into his apartment, he stays buried under the covers and doesn’t even open his eyes. She’s probably not surprised, she knows very well how this unique to him combination of deprivation drop and depressive episode plays out.
She brings a soup to bed and forces him to eat it. They don’t talk. He doesn’t look at her and hopes she’ll leave soon.
He doesn’t want to die. He just wants to… pause everything. He needs everything to just stop for a moment, because it’s all too much, too hard and too heavy for him to carry. 
It shouldn’t be like this. He shouldn’t be like this. He needs a break, but there is no such thing as pausing life, so with each minute he lies here, the guilt, shame and helplessness grow. And so it all gets harder and heavier, spinning further out of control, and he needs everything to stop even more desperately. And round and round it goes.
When he hears the faint click of the front door lock and the muted jangle of the keys for the third day in the row, he has an irrational urge to scream at Sveta to get the fuck out. He keeps his face pressed into the pillow instead.
The footsteps sound wrong.
The weight that settles on top of him feels familiar.
“Hi, puppy,” Shane says quietly and presses a sweet, gentle kiss to the back of Ilya’s neck. “I’ve got you.”
Puppy.
The surprise, embarrassment and relief crash into Ilya all at once, lovingly warm and completely overwhelming. Everything is horribly tangled and fuzzy on the edges, wrapped around him tightly like a vine.
It’s too much. 
It’s not enough. 
There is a big body lying directly on top of Ilya and its heavy weight becomes an unmistakable, unshakable proof that Shane is here. Inside of Ilya something shifts, hardens and then finally shatters. 
He starts crying. 
It’s soundless. He’s been crying that way ever since his mother died: when drawing attention to a weakness began to feel dangerous. But maybe he trembles underneath the covers, or sniffles a bit, because Shane clearly notices.
“It’s okay,” he murmurs and he sounds so gentle and warm, and he’s here. “I’ve got you,” he repeats and shifts until he’s holding Ilya tightly. “I’ve got you.” 
It sounds like a promise.
Through the tears in his eyes Ilya watches as the black dog settles on the floor next to the lost puppy, then curls around it protectively. 
Ilya usually focuses on the fact that the dog is the dark sadness, the possessive hunger, and the toxic dominance, but it’s also a guard dog. It protects the dumb, trusting, overly-excited puppy, and in return the puppy tries to make sure that the dog doesn’t become too isolated or too feral, or too resigned.
Somewhere along the way, Shane became a part of Ilya’s heart and the dog must have recognised that. Maybe it stayed with Shane to guard him when Ilya couldn’t. 
Now they are all here, in the dark.
The tears stop flowing and Ilya's head hurts, but he keeps his focus on staying perfectly still. There's tension in his body again – a somber anticipation for the only good thing to leave. 
With every shallow inhale Ilya is sure this will be the moment Shane pushes himself away.
With every slow exhale, Shane stays. 
It lasts half an hour, or an hour, or maybe two. Ilya can't be sure. But eventually the moment comes, because it has to. Shane's body moves and then the pressure is gone. 
The puppy whines quietly.
“I'm not leaving,” Shane says softly and gives Ilya's shaved head a gentle scratch.
So it was Ilya who whined?
“I'm just going to the bathroom.”
Shane is gone. 
Then Shane comes back. 
He doesn't say anything. Doesn't ask questions or offer solutions. He slides underneath the covers this time, in silence, presses his chest to Ilya's back and wraps a strong arm around him.
Ilya wonders if Hollander guessed what's happening. No, that's not possible. Sveta must have given him the spare key and explain the weird nature of Ilya's drops that are half-deprivation, half-depression.
Ilyusha gets pathetic like that from time to time, sorry. You can go and see. We're all pretty used to dealing with his bullshit.
He wonders if Shane even wants to be here. Maybe Svetlana and Rose just asked him for a favour.
He's pathetically obsessed with you. Could you go and waste some of your time there? Just for a while, to get him out of it. Pretty please.
Yeah, that makes sense. That’s–
“You’re so good at taking care of others, Ilya,” Shane whispers behind him, tightening his grip. He’s so warm. “You always give me what I want. You always know exactly what I need. It's okay to take a little break. It's okay. You're still perfect for me. I trust you.”
Oh.
Shane is giving him a domination diary in real time. The exact kind that Ilya has on his tablet and usually listens to during the drops. Hearing something like that now, said in Shane's voice, feels like a hallucination at first. 
They have very opposite deprivation needs. Shane has neglected his sexual desires for years, so his drops – at least at the B.E.A.R.S – were quite sexually charged. Ilya always had a very active sexual life and his drops are all about non-sexual affection.
The room is dark, there’s a big, strong lvionok in the bed and the whispered words of reassurance fill the air. Slowly, Ilya lets himself believe Shane will not disappear. He relaxes into the embrace, then eventually falls asleep.
* * *
There is a post-it note stuck to a fresh glass of water on the night stand. 
I'll be back in the evening. Eat something, please.
Ilya blinks. Both the puppy and the dog are still here. Shane is not. 
He stares at the note for two hours, then somehow manages to get up. He eats a plain yogurt from the fridge and it's gross, but easier than having an actual meal. He takes a leak, rinses his mouth, and then disappears into the bed again.
There’s nothing in his head, just static, and that’s good, because the only other option would be self-loathing.
* * *
Shane comes and goes. At first it’s in the span of twenty four hours, but then he's gone for four days and Sveta appears in his place, which makes the puppy whine, which makes the dog growl, which makes Ilya want to crawl out of his skin and never inhabit anything ever again. That's impossible, though, so he cries silently instead.
But Shane always comes back eventually, all warm and lovely, so Ilya begins to trust it. Like a newly domesticated dog, he slowly learns that the human is going to work, not disappearing forever.
He wonders if Shane knows him well enough to understand that if he started skipping the games to be with Ilya instead, Ilya would drown in the feeling of guilt and uselessness because of it. Probably not. It’s probably just Shane Hollander being Shane Hollander – fixated on hockey and unable to completely abandon the routine that has been engraved into his bones since he was a teenager.
Once it becomes clear that Shane won’t stop visiting, Ilya begins to anticipate that it will turn sour. His darkness should seem even heavier when the sun visits. He keeps waiting for Shane’s light to become blinding and for his warmth to start burning, but that does not happen. 
Ilya doesn’t really know what to do with the knowledge that a part of him will always want Shane, no matter what happens; that even when he’s drowning and tries to isolate himself from everyone else, Shane is welcomed. 
But why would he want to be here?
That’s not very casual of you, Hollander.
Ilya doesn’t say it out loud. He doesn’t speak at all. 
It lasts three weeks.
* * *
Ilya comes out of the drop the same way he fell in – gradually. Shane is on the road when the shift happens, so he misses it. When he leaves, Ilya is a useless pile of muscle buried underneath the blankets on the bed. When he comes back in the evening four days later, the bedsheets have been changed and Ilya is sitting on the couch in freshly washed clothes.
Shane lets himself into Ilya’s apartment with the ease of a person that lives here. He puts the bag on the floor, takes his shoes off, hangs his jacket neatly, drops the key onto a small tray, takes a few steps into the open living room, finally notices Ilya and freezes. His eyes go wide. Like a kitten in the headlights. 
“Hello,” Ilya offers much more nonchalantly than he feels. He closes the laptop slowly and places it on the couch next to himself.
“Hi,” Shane says awkwardly, staring. “You’re up…”
“Da.”
“Are you… out of the drop?”
“Yes.”
“How are you feeling? Are you hungry?” The words come out in a rush. The nervousness follows. “Well, this is your place. Obviously. I just mean that the boxes with my performance meals are in the fridge and you can eat that, if you’d like. Though you probably don’t want to, you always complain about my catering… Unless you do want to eat it. That’s totally fine, then. It’s your fridge. I’m sorry if it’s a problem that they are there. I just… Yeah. Sorry.”
Shane is freaking out. Clearly. It's kind of funny, because if anybody should be doing that, it's Ilya. It's also kind of nice. It evens out the playing field: Ilya is embarrassed and Shane is freaked out. That's fair.
Ilya watches him carefully. It’s nice to be able to think clearly and be perceptive again. 
“I ate some of  your bird food, da. Was horrible.”
The corners of Shane’s mouth twitch upwards, but his gaze remains unsure. Almost sheepish.
“Sorry,” he says quietly again. 
This ridiculous man, bozhe.
Ilya shakes his head.
“Don’t be,” he corrects firmly and stands up, because it feels weird to sit when Shane is still hovering on the edge of the living room. “I– Thank you.”
He means it. Fuck, he means it. The drops never get any easier, but it felt different with Shane.
“Of course.” Shane sounds like he means it too. Then his gaze drifts to something that’s not Ilya. “I guess I should go.” His body is rigid, the back horribly straight.
Ilya stares. 
He needs to say something, but the feelings are stuck in his throat. There’s so many of them, he can barely swallow. 
Why are the words always so fucking hard?
See, Shane was acting as his personal dom diary, whispering the sweetest things to Ilya in the dark day after day, and somewhere along the way the wires must have gotten crossed, because Ilya emerged from the drop with a weird thought that… maybe he could be good for Shane. Or maybe not good, exactly, but good enough, somehow. If he really, really tried. 
Maybe the black dog wants to protect Shane, not sink his teeth in.
And Shane… he must care, right? He was here. He stayed close, basically moved in, even though Ilya was horribly unattractive and useless. He fed the dog and the puppy.
It’s all probably selfish, wrong and a bad idea, but Ilya just got out of a three-week drop and he doesn’t have it in him to keep pretending he can let Shane go and just move on.
Meanwhile, Shane takes his silence as a bad sign. It’s hard to blame him.
“I don't want to, uh, be in your way. I’m sure you have many things to catch up on,” he says a bit lamely, fidgeting with the thumb in his pocket for a moment, then grimaces slightly and turns to walk back to the front door.
Ilya watches and he feels cold dread wrap around him. His anxiety spikes and the words are out before he can properly think about it.
“I want to date you.”
Shane freezes completely, then slowly turns back around and looks at Ilya with wide, wide eyes again.
Ilya stands there awkwardly, in the middle of the living room, and cringes inwardly at what he said. It could have been worded better, probably.
The thing is, Ilya picked up, flirted with and fucked dozens of people. Hundreds, if you count paid sessions. But this is his very first time being in love, so he is horribly inexperienced at it.
Maybe Shane won't notice. He's not exactly an expert either.
They are standing quite far apart – with half of the living room between them – but the charged atmosphere makes it feel like close proximity.
Shane is still silent, frozen in the spot.
Well, then. Time for Ilya to be brave, for once in his fucking life, huh? It’s too late to turn back now.
He rubs his face with one hand quickly and takes a deep breath.
“I will say things now, okay? You complain I never say anything real, so now I will. Sorry if I use wrong words,” he adds bitterly. “This is hard. This… scares me.” 
He takes a short pause, searching for any clues on Shane's face, but there is only surprise and confusion there. So Ilya pushes through.
“I am not sure if I can always be good for you, Shane. Is the truth. So I pretend that I don't want it all, because that feels safe. But now I think maybe never really having you hurts more than trying and losing. So this is me, uh, taking risk, da?”
“Ilya…”
“No. No, let me say this. I need you to know this. I want to be with you. Real relationship.  Dynamic, sex, romantic, everything. Not sharing with others. Not fucking casual. Definitely not just friends.” He exhales. “There you have it.”
The confession hangs in the air between them. Ilya's hands are shaking a bit, but that's surely just the need for a smoke.
“Ilya.” Shane says softly. Apologetically. “I don't think this can work out.”
It comes like a punch in the stomach and Ilya thinks for a second that he might throw up.
“Oh.”
The feeling that washes over him is painfully familiar. It throws him into the past for a moment: he was a boy and they said his mother was dead. Right now, exactly like back then, he is forced to suddenly accept the unacceptable; to do some mental gymnastics which will allow to understand how a world-ending event can pass without actually ending the world. With barely any sound.
“But… why?”
He sounds almost like that kid from the past, too. Innocent, with an honest, almost disarming disbelief. He lets all the emotions out in this one word, before the blank mask snaps in place.
“Ilya, I can't give you all that you need.” Hollander sounds pained. “That will make you deprived and you will keep dropping. It's not good for anybody.”
“You helped,” Ilya argues quietly, helpless. “You were perfect.”
The words just come out.
Shane looks uncomfortable.
“Well, with the drop, maybe. But you're talking about a whole relationship. I can't do that. I told you I don't–” He stops and forces himself to take a calm breath. “You know it's not easy for me to admit I'm… a sub.” Shane grimaces at the word. “But I, uh, well, there's also the fact that I'm bad at being one.” He begins to sound a little bit annoyed and a little bit embarrassed.
Ilya is missing something. He can tell, he just doesn't fucking know what it is! His gaze sharpens and he holds onto the unknown desperately, because it's better than the certain heartbreak.
“What do you mean?”
Shane sighs. He looks tired. His gaze darts to the side for a second, almost as if he's mapping an escape route.
“I'm just… I'm not into any real dynamic stuff. I like you. Very much. Of course I fucking like you, I wouldn’t let you fuck me if I didnt like you!” He gets agitated by his own admission. “But I'm, well…” Another small, frustrated sigh. “You've seen my consent form, Ilya. I only like the normal sex and maybe being pinned down or ordered around a bit. Small stuff like that. It's the most boring version of domming that has ever existed, I’m very aware of that. So if we go down this road together, eventually it will all just turn into frustration and hurt, and disappointment. OR we'd have a normal relationship, without the real power dynamic, and you would have to get that from somebody else, which I don't think I could be okay with. So.” 
Shane barely ever uses his hands when he speaks, but his still, rigid body somehow emanates certainty and regret quite clearly anyway. He’s thought about it. Knowing Hollander, he thought about it hundreds of times, from many angles, obsessively.
Ilya blinks, trying to process everything he's just heard. It's difficult with all the noise. The puppy keeps yipping, echoing Shane's words over and over again excitedly: I like you, I like you, I like you, I like you. Shane said that. He did! At the same time, the black dog is growling louder and louder, because Ilya's heart is about to break and that makes Shane smell like danger.
Ilya's head hurts.
“I don't understand,” he says. 
Nothing that Shane says makes any sense. Where is the problem, exactly? It all sounds like bullshit. That was supposed to be Ilya's area of expertise.
Shane grimaces again – the usual spark of rebellious hostility when he's forced to talk about something he doesn't want to talk about.
“How much more direct do I have to be, Ilya? I'm not into any of the kinks I should enjoy as a sub.”
Ilya is so fucking lost right now, it's not even funny.
“What kinks? Who says what you have to enjoy?”
Shane squares his shoulders and straightens his back just a tad more. It's a small shift, but Ilya can almost hear the defence mechanisms locking into place.
“I grew up in locker rooms full of doms, Ilya,” Shane says with a hint of cold frustration. “I know what doms like. I've been hearing about the things the subs enjoy being done to them for the past ten years, if not more. I hear about the chains and the cages, and degradation. The whips, the spanking, the begging, the fucking daddy kink and master kink, and all the other, much crazier shit. I've heard about being traded like a toy and about getting off on being used like furniture. I've seen players pass around home made videos of things like that, Ilya. And I've seen videos of subs asking for it to be recorded and shared around, because that gets them off. I've seen subs joining celebration parties and entertaing the players. I've listened to countless, countless chirping, stories and even fucking heartfelt discussions about what a real sub is and how to train them. And I know it’s okay when it’s consensual, and I’m not judging anybody for liking those things. I’m not! But that's not me.”
He spits out the words like a curse, but there's embarrassment underneath that anger. Ilya watches like a hawk as the tragic image slowly unravels before him. 
Shane Hollander is programmed to strive to be perfect at everything he does, so even though he struggles to accept his dynamic status, he’s also bothered by being bad at it, apparently. And, oh, that fucking idea of what a real sub should be… 
Ilya flexes his fingers slowly and tries to unclench his own jaw, but the rage at nobody in particular is already simmering quietly underneath his skin.
Meanwhile, Shane sighs and continues, in a slightly softer tone now.
“At the B.E.A.R.S you helped me… admit to myself that I like giving up control in certain situations. Thank you for that, by the way. But I won’t ever like all that other stuff. I mean it. I'm not holding these desires back. I'm not, like, pretending I hate degradation or pain, but wanting it deep down. This is not something that can be... I don't know, unlocked in me with more professional sessions.” There it is again – the frustration. “I don't like most of the sub stuff. I don't, and I never will. It's not about me being repressed, this is about who I am as a person. My brain is just wired differently. And I know it is not going to be very entertaining for someone like you.”
There is so much to unpack here, fucking hell.
“Like me,” Ilya repeats after Shane slowly, trying not to sound offended. “Go on, tell me. What is someone like me?”
Shane scowls.
“Why do you keep asking me to repeat the obvious shit, come on. You have sex, like, all the time. You do kinks for a living! You are basically an exact definition of what a real dom is and I am the worst representation of a sub.”
There it is. The last piece of the puzzle. It all finally clicks and Ilya sees, with a striking clarity, what a big pile of nothing this whole issue between them is and how easily it can be fixed. Shane's not there yet, he hasn't caught on, but he will. And then he will see what Ilya has just understood: this is doable. Them, together – it can happen. It will happen and it will be fucking glorious. 
Fuck. Fuck.
The happiness crashes into Ilya like a meteorite and he, understandably, loses a part of his sanity forever.
“Hollander?”
Shane frowns at his tone.
“Yes…?”
“You are very lucky you have pretty face and are good at hockey, because you are also a moron.”
“What?!”
Hollander is still confused. Ilya doesn't have patience for it right now. 
“Come here,” he orders with a wild grin he can't control and takes a step forward.
Shane moves diagonally to his right in response, towards the kitchen island in Ilya’s open floor apartment. He looks worried. 
“Wait, Ilya–”
“Shane Hollander, come here!” Another slow step forward. “You are so… impossible! Oh my god, I am in love with impossible person. This is very sad for me.”
“What is going on? Are you high…?”
Ilya works very hard to stop himself from lunging forward and grabbing the silly kitty. He needs to touch, touch, touch. Immediately and forever. God.
“Shane. Shanya. Solnyshko.” He takes another step. “Listen to me now. Our power dynamic has to be ours. When it is about other people's expectations and definitions, it is not dynamic at all, because none of us has power. The power is with other people then, and we are both following their rules. You understand? I don't care what your stupid hockey players say or like! I don't want any of that. I want what we were already doing, but maybe forever. That is it. That is enough.”
That's fucking everything. It’s everything Ilya ordered and he will murder all the people who caused the delay in the delivery.  
Shane blinks, processing. The grumpy expression shifts back into a more surprised one.
“But… it will get boring,” he says, almost like it's a question.
Ilya might strangle the love of his life, because the love of his life is being so fucking foolish right now. 
Bozhe, why do you give the most difficult rewards to your hottest warriors?
“Shane. Simple fact that you trust me and allow me to touch you, fuck you or even put you on your knees sometimes is the hottest thing on this planet. I get in domspace when you’re lying underneath me doing nothing. I will never get bored of this, what the fuck?”
Shane narrows his eyes, crossing his arms over his chest. His biceps look even bigger when he does that – the material of a tight, black t-shirt straining on them. Ilya promises it distracts him only a little bit.
“You act like this is all obvious,” Shane accuses, annoyed. “But I saw your consent form at the B.E.A.R.S., Ilya! You had literally almost every kink under the sun marked green!”
Fuck the B.E.A.R.S. The stupid facility cockblocked and heartblocked him, and Ilya will burn it to the fucking ground if he must. 
“That was for work! Kotik. Kotenok.” He pleads like a madman. “I am flexible, I can do heavy kinks for others if they need, but that doesn't mean it is my personal preference!”
Shane’s hostility melts a bit again. He reflects on the statement.
“Oh.” 
“Oh!” Ilya mocks, but his gaze remains warm. “He says: oh! Weeks of nothing, because kitten has only hockey in his brain, and now he says: oh. Come here!”
Ilya moves forward, consumed by the need to get his hands on Hollander, because this whole thing is fucking ridiculous and they’ve wasted so much time!
Shane’s eyes widen at the sudden charge and he moves to the right again, this time finally reaching the kitchen island.
“Woah, easy,” he says, uncrossing his arms. This suggests Ilya’s madness might be showing on his face now. Shane lifts one hand slightly. “Easy now,” he repeats, as if taming a fucking horse and then he retreats behind the island to put it between himself and Ilya as precaution. 
As if that’s going to fucking save him.
“Wait a second, yeah?” Shane suggests, probably still processing everything.
“No,” Ilya shoots back immediately, with his dark, hungry gaze fixated on Shane, but he does stop moving. “No, I am going to– I will- Uh. Fuck!” He intends to run his fingers through the curls on instinct and gets reminded that they are gone. He rubs the forehead instead. “Shane. Shane. Shane. I want you the way you are. FUCK, you are making me insane.”
Shane considers that information for a moment.
“So you really don't mind that I don't like the, uh, intense stuff?”
“Solnyshko,” Ilya sighs, switching from buzzing on adrenaline to gentle. Whatever will get him closer to Shane Hollander is fine. “I also don't want the intense stuff,” he promises.
“You don't?” Shane presses again.
Ilya groans.
“This is hell.” He announces to nobody in particular. “I am stuck in the most frustrating conversation of my life and we could be kissing instead. This is torture.”
“Ilya, be serious,” Shane snaps.
Ilya narrows his eyes, switching the approach yet again, this time into something more stern. He’s fucking desperate, he’ll try it all. Fucking sue him. 
“Oh, I am so serious, Hollander. If I get any more serious, you will end up bent over the couch.”
Shane’s gaze flickers to the mentioned furniture. 
“I mean… that's fine.” 
He says it earnestly. Ilya might be having a stroke.
“What?!”
“Well, in terms of boundaries,” Shane elaborates very seriously. “That is something I would be okay with. It's not… humiliating for me, is what I mean.”
Ilya will spontaneously combust at any moment now.
“Maybe we could make a list?” Shane continues slowly, unaware of the great pain and suffering he's currently causing, and a small frown appears on his face as he begins to think about the logistics. “Or I could make my list and you could make yours, of the things we’d like to do in the dynamic. And then we would compare them and see if there is really a chance for it to work.”
Oh, wow. 
Ilya will die here. Ilya is in love with a moron and he will die from desperate restlessness in five to ten minutes, or he will live and for the rest of that life he will have to hear about lists and spreadsheets that determine when and how they should fuck, among other things. 
Oh god. 
Oh fuck, he wants it so bad. 
Oh, he’s so horribly, horribly in love.
“Are you in pain?” Shane asks, staring at him with a confused, slightly worried expression. “You look like you're in pain.”
“Shane. Shane. I am losing my mind. I do not know how to tell you in fucking English everything I need to tell you. Fuck. Is not about sex! Sex is very delicious bonus, but it is about you and your trust, and the fact that you are so fucking strong and still let me take control and make you feel good. That is my kink. Making you feel good by taking care of you is my only fucking kink at this point, so there is literally no fucking version of reality where we do not work. Am I clear? Is this clear now? Have I made it clear?! Bozhe moy, kotik, please tell me it is fucking clear.”
Shane blinks.
“Oh.”
Ilya. Will. Die. Here. Ilya will die horny and with the pain in his chest from how hard his heart is beating, and with the prettiest fucking view in the entire universe. There are worse ways to go, he supposes.
“Oh, shit,” Shane says again and finally, fucking finally realization flickers in his lovely eyes. 
There you go, Ilya thinks greedily and moves again, until he’s right at the kitchen island, though at the opposite side to Shane.
Lvionok has finally caught on and now his eyes widen a bit. 
“I didn’t–” Shane pauses for a second and he definitely looks much less calm, but it manifests in the tiniest little details which most people usually miss. “I did not think something this… simple or, uh, nice could be a full, complete version of a power dynamic?” He says it partly like a question, sounding almost sheepish. “I mean. Well, I didn't know that was, like, an option?”
This fucking man. This lovely, beautiful, impossible fucking man.
“It is! Hollander, I think I might have to kill you, so that we die together. IT. IS. AN OPTION. It was always an option! We were doing this option at B.E.A.R.S. and privately for months!”
A beautiful desire floods Shane’s dark eyes.
“Fuck,” he whispers, as the realisation settles in fully. 
Finally.
“Yes, Shane. Fuck is correct,” Ilya agrees, placing his hands on the countertop. “So much wasted time, bozhe. I will go insane,” he repeats to himself, then raises his voice. “Come here. Fucking come here, I need to do something to you.”
“Uh-oh,” Shane breathes, recognising the danger of being eaten alive. 
Ilya moves to the left to round the kitchen island and get to him, so Shane moves the other way to keep the distance between them the same.
Ilya pauses. Raises his eyebrows, then moves to the right this time.
Shane corrects accordingly, making sure they remain exactly opposite to each other.
There’s a new, but not unfamiliar kind of tension in the air.
“Wait. Wait,” Shane demands, a little bit breathless all of the sudden. “How is it all my fault? You were also claiming that you don’t date!”
Smart kitty. Too bad Ilya has lost his mind already and rational arguments don’t work on him anymore.
“My English is bad, you understood wrong,” he dismisses and lunges to the left, rounding the first corner of the obstacle between them.
Shane mirrors him immediately with a quiet gasp, jumping the other way. 
They freeze again, still separated.
Shane huffs.
“Right.”
Ilya’s gaze burns holes in Hollander’s pretty face. A little longer and they might lose the freckles.
“Shane Hollander,” he warns in a low voice, using the full name for maximum impact.
The NHL player Shane Hollander sends him a small smirk and takes off running.
Ilya goes after him. It is his cosmic duty to always do exactly that.
It’s possible to successfully run into pretty much only one direction and that direction is the hallway, which conveniently ends with Ilya’s bedroom. Ilya catches up with the lvionok in the doorway and startles himself with the laughter that leaves his own mouth as he collides into the other, broad body.
They grab at each other, pushing and pulling with no mercy in a way that’s familiar, because they will always be competitive. Shane has the advantage of not lying in bed and barely moving for the past three weeks, but Ilya has the advantage of feeling absolutely fucking feral for this man. He also has much more experience in pinning somebody to the wall. All Hollander knows is checking people against the boards, which is different.
“Caught you, motherfucker,” he murmurs with a wide grin once Shane’s wrists are in his hands, pressed to the bedroom wall on both sides of his head.
There is something absolutely intoxicating about the way Shane immediately stops pushing back. He relaxes into the hold and sends Ilya one of those small but not exactly innocent smiles.
“Yeah,” he agrees as sweetly as a brat can. “You did.”
Ilya leans in to place a kiss just underneath Shane's jaw. He’s so warm, and he’s here, and for some unfathomable reason he lets Ilya do this.
Oh, Ilya will never be a sane person again. 
He drags his nose along the freckled cheek with a low, satisfied hum that sounds only a little bit like growling. 
“I will now kiss you for very long time and later we do relationship dynamic boundaries in your stupid spreadsheet, da?”
Shane tenses up a little bit and makes eye contact.
“You want to do a spreadsheet with our boundaries?” he asks in a quiet disbelief.
“Is what I said,” Ilya agrees, pulling away a bit to study Shane’s expression carefully, in case this goes sideways. You never know with a bitey kitten like this one.
But instead of stubbornness or hesitance, a thick, hot craving floods Shane’s eyes. 
“Fuck,” he whispers and arches into Ilya almost subconsciously.
Of course spreadsheets turn Shane Hollander on. Ilya should have guessed.
The way Shane looks at him now makes it impossible to hold back. Not that Ilya was doing a great job before, either.
“Come here,” he demands yet again, impatient and crazy with want. “Fucking come here.”
He lets go of Shane’s wrist only to quickly slide his hands to the back of Shane’s legs and hoist him up. He jostles two hundred pounds of muscle slightly to get a better grip and then grins like a maniac, high on the way his fingers sink into the delicious thighs through the material of the black joggers.
Hollander gasps, shocked, then holds onto Ilya’s shoulder’s not out of affection, but to feel more secure, even though there’s still a wall behind his back.
“What the fuck, Ilya? Put me down!”
Ilya just laughs loudly and turns around with ease. It feels like he’s been working out half of his life just to be strong enough to do exactly this and nothing else. Before Hollander starts complaining more, Ilya drops him onto the bed and then immediately climbs on top, because he’s fucking starving.
“There,” he murmurs with satisfaction, settling over Shane’s beautiful broad body. “That’s nice.”
It feels blissfully familiar to curl the fingers around Shane’s jaw. Ilya just holds him gently like that for a moment, pressing down onto the lower lip with his thumb for no other reason than to see Shane’s eyes get more hazy. He’s all relaxed underneath Ilya and he looks pleased. A little bit flushed and maybe still partly stunned, yeah. But there is, first and foremost, so much fucking trust and affection written all over that beautiful, freckled face. For a moment Ilya’s stupid brain can’t believe that Shane is looking at him like this, not at something or somebody else.
This is his now. He’s not giving this back. He ate the receipts, too late, fuck you. 
Shane is patient with him. Something about the silence must suggest the process shouldn’t be rushed, so he just lies there and lets Ilya continue the gentle caress and marvel at the freckles and the line of his dark brows, and how soft the skin is.
It feels like an eternity before Ilya leans down to kiss him, but once he does, it goes from sweet to insistent and all-consuming very, very fast. Ilya pushes their hips together and licks into Shane’s mouth greedily, and it feels so much better now, when there’s no stupid casual rules between them. His other hand sneaks underneath Shane’s t-shirt, and he makes a pleased half-growl again, because fuck, those muscles.
Ilya has his own, yeah, sure. But it’s not the same. 
Shane winces suddenly.
Ilya notices, freezes, then tries to pull back immediately, but Shane grabs his bicep.
“No, no,” he mumbles quickly. “‘s just a bruise from the game, don’t stop.”
Thank god, because Ilya’s ability to stop is currently at zero. He makes a pleased growl and goes back to work, and for a minute or two, or maybe twenty of them, he just takes,
takes,
takes.
“Ilya,” Shane whines into his mouth eventually, trying to catch his breath. “If you want to fuck, I need to go shower first.”
“No.” Ilya says stubbornly and tightens his grip on Shane’s hip, and licks his neck, and squeezes his legs, just to feel a little bit more of everything. 
Shane is so fucking warm and he’s stretched underneath Ilya so deliciously, fuck.
“Yes, I do,” the kitty argues with a frown, because that’s what the kitty does. “I can be quick,” he promises sweetly.
Ilya has a suspicion that the lovely tone and sweet look is a calculated strategy and that is bad, bad news for him. 
“No,” he repeats and lays down fully on top of Shane. Good luck getting him off. “Not worth letting you go,” he murmurs into Shane’s neck between the quick kisses. “I can suck you off instead.”
“Uh.”
Not the enthusiasm Ilya was hoping for.
“What?”
Shane makes an awkward sound in the back of his throat.
“I kind of want it…?” He makes it sound like a question but it feels like he’s unsure about Ilya’s reaction, not his own wants.
“Hm?”
Ilya got a little bit distracted again with mapping Shane’s neck and jaw with his own mouth. It’s a difficult task, but somebody has to do it. Also, freckles should be counted. There’s so much work to be done, damn. Looks like Ilya’s calendar is full for the next few months or years. Maybe even a lifetime. 
Shane’s hands slide up: one onto the broad back, one to scratch Ilya’s scalp gently to get his attention, but at the same time he tilts his head to offer easier access to the neck, so, you know – mixed signals.
“I want you to fuck me,” Shane pants quietly. “It’s been a while and I really want it, and there was no right moment to tell you before, but you look really fucking hot with that new haircut.”
“Ah.” Ilya grins against the warm skin, then steals a kiss before answering. “Would love to fuck you now, kotik, but pills I take during drops ruin my dick. Is very sad.”
“Shit,” Shane sounds a bit embarrassed. As if it’s his dick that doesn’t work. “I’m sorry.”
“Is okay.”
“Yeah. Yes. Obviously!”
There is an interesting note in Shane’s voice. Ilya pushes himself up on one hand to look at his face properly. Then he grins.
“You are disappointed,” he points out triumphantly.
Shane’s eyes widen and his cheeks get red.
“I’m not!”
Ilya’s grin only gets bigger. It’s fucking funny that Shane thinks he can hide from Ilya.
“No, no, this is great! Shane Hollander is sad that he can't get all the cock he wants.”
Shane rolls his eyes.
“Why are you always so gross? I’m not disappointed,” he repeats stubbornly, but then his expression turns more serious. “You’re not just sex to me, Ilya.”
Wow. He is the sweetest fucking thing.
Ilya is not. Ilya is a bastard. His grin turns devilish.
“That’s nice to hear, Hollander, but I think you are also emotionally attached to the way my dick makes you come hands free. Is okay to admit that.”
The little menace is not so little. His knee digs painfully into Ilya’s leg, he finds the leverage somehow and flips them until he’s sitting comfortably on top of Ilya. 
“You're the worst person I know.” Shane announces, but he’s looking a little bit smug up there.
Ilya can’t seem to stop smiling.
“Come here,” he repeats for what feels like a hundredth time today and grabs a fistfull of Shane’s tight, black t-shirt to pull him down into a kiss. “Give me one day and I will be able to fuck you however long you want, da?” he promises when they part again.
Shane hovers above him, looking a little bit drunk.
“Okay,” he agrees, licking his lips. Just like that. Eyes shining, body relaxed, mouth already parted for Ilya to use.
Fuck. Ah, fuck, this won’t get old, which means Ilya will never be using all of his brain ever again. Some of the brain cells will move out permanently and make camp in his cock. There is nothing he can do about it.
“Maybe we need to wait half day only, actually,” he declares, because he could swear his dick is already trying to stir at the current view.
Shane straightens his back, sobering up.
“Well, I have a game tomorrow. I'm not letting you fuck me right before that, you’re huge and I can’t be sore on the ice.”
Bozhe, Hollander struggles to say simple words like “submission”, then casually drops the most obscene declarations like it’s nothing. From this point forward, Ilya’s life is going to be very difficult, huh?
He’s still grinning like an idiot, despite all that. His hands move to rub Shane’s lovely thighs settled on both sides of Ilya’s torso.
“Ah. I see,” he murmurs. “This is how it is going to be.”
Shane narrows his eyes.
“What?” 
“Second spreadsheet, da? With your callendar and right time for fucking marked in nice, olive color.” He winks.
Shane shrugs, pretending to be casual about that suggestion, but he’s definitely considering it.
“I mean… It would be useful,” he points out. “Practical. My schedule is intense.”
“Oh, yes, nothing more hot than useful and practical,” Ilya deadpans.
“I mean, we don’t have to–”
“Shh. We do whatever you want. Just give me kiss.”
Shane looks down at him. Fuck, he looks good up there.
“Wow.” There’s a mix of fond amusement and competitive triumph in Shane’s dark eyes. “So easy.”
Ilya digs his fingers deeper into Shane’s thighs and uses that grip to pull himself up into a sitting position. Shane is settled low enough on Ilya’s body for it to be doable. 
“Hollander,” Ilya murmurs, now face to face with the menace. “Just because my dick is sleeping doesn't mean I can’t make you regret being a brat.”
It is a warning, obviously. Almost a threat. A good one, at that. Which is why it’s extremely rude and inconvenient that Shane’s reaction is to simply smile.
“Yeah?” he leans forward until their noses touch. “You promise?” he asks in a coy whisper.
Oh.
Oh, no.
Ilya accidentally let it slip that all he wants to do is please this man and now the brat has gained the confidence to be even brattier. 
The kitty is learning to be playful.
Ilya falls back onto the mattress with a groan. 
On his gravestone please write that he chose this willingly, but it was not a very smart decision.
Shane smiles, but then uncertainty flashes on his face. He freezes for a moment, processing something, then moves slowly, without the bratty confidence this time. He scoots back, lowers himself and shifts, until he’s resting half on top of Ilya, with his head on Ilya’s chest. 
The silence feels different. Something shifts in the atmosphere.
Shane’s new, hesitantly assumed position is more than sweet. It’s vulnerable and it is hard not to think about the fact that he’s just spent almost three weeks being strong for them both. 
Ilya feels a spike of anxiety and the thoughts that he’s not good enough for Shane threaten to spill all over his brain again.
He pushes them away. It’s his turn to be strong. 
He wraps one arm around Shane tightly and slides the other hand into the dark hair, petting it gently over and over again. He can feel as Shane tenses up for a moment, then melts into him. There’s a sound – a small, barely audible hiccup or maybe a tiny gasp. As if the last thread of painful self-control finally snapped, granting Shane relief.
Fuck, Ilya surely put this man through hell this month.
“Look at you,” he murmurs now, still brushing Shane’s hair soothingly. “So good.”
So sweet for me.
“Shut up,” Shane mumbles, because he’s difficult, but his arms wrap around Ilya anyway.
“No.” Ilya responds calmly, leaning into the more authoritative tone. “I take care of you now.”
They both need for that shift to happen, he can sense it. Ilya is itching to shake off the last of the drop and recentre his control. He likes being able to give this to Shane: the relief, the security and a small break from his high-pressure life. Shane fucking deserves it.
It’s good to be back on the surface.
Shane’s thoughts must have wandered to Ilya’s drop too, because after a moment he quietly says:
“I didn’t mind. You know that, right?” His hand is playing with the string from Ilya’s sweatpants as he mumbles the words into the material of the t-shirt. “You don't owe me anything. I'm just grateful you let me be there for you.”
He doesn’t say anything else, but his grip on Ilya tightens even more. He’s holding on, suddenly in an almost pleading way, as if scared that Ilya will slip away somehow.
Ilya keeps petting his head. 
“Thank you. You were perfect. But now I take care of you, solnyshko,” he repeats.
Now that Ilya doesn’t feel completely insane anymore, he begins to analyse everything Shane said to him in the living room. It’s easier to think about it when the man is resting safely in his arms.
Giving up control and putting yourself in danger used to be the same thing in Shane’s mind. They slowly worked through that at the B.E.A.R.S., but then the determined, almost anxious demand for normal sex only appeared once they collided in the private setting. Ilya kept wondering about it, but never felt entitled to ask questions.
A part of him expected a singular traumatic incident – a bad dom, a horrible hookup, a gut wrenching abuse of power… Anything. But the truth seems to be even more heartbreaking.
What happened to Shane Hollander, as far as Ilya can tell, is the same thing that happens to many others – not one, identifiable suffering, but hurt broken into jabs and cuts so small, they are basically untraceable. They accumulate over the years into deep wounds and thick scars and become visible, but by then there is no right way to explain them, because what happened is, in short: nothing. 
The long version would be: it was the constant, uncomfortable not-belonging and not-fitting-in, the visceral feeling of being different, wrong and less, the hundreds of tiny humiliations dismissed as “just opinions”, the constant invalidation of pain, because everything hurts when you’re too sensitive, the stereotypes built on prejudice and shoved down the throat, the sharp edge of only one right, normal way to be and do things, the fear of being seen, the burden of staying buried and the loud roars of laughter at the things that you find horribly confusing or dreadfully unfunny, but can’t really explain why. 
That’s it and it is so much, but all of it moving, difficult to define and so hard to pin down, that when a demand for a clear, simple explanation comes, there isn’t one. And so it becomes: nothing.
Ilya is certain that not all doms in the NHL are the same or into the same things – Scott Hunter, for one, is different. But he suspects that in some of those locker rooms the subphobia is so thick, they all put on the same, or at least a similar, show. Just in case. 
There is safety in numbers, so individuals form groups, and groups create codes of conduct, which draw lines between being in or out, and suddenly everybody has to make a choice by voicing an opinion, and the choice is obvious, because there is safety in numbers.
Hollander grew up surrounded by toxic misconceptions, and he accidentally absorbed them as truths, because hockey was all he’s ever known. Centaurs are changing that – Ilya is changing that – maybe. Hopefully. But Shane used to have no other hobbies, no other friends, not even a close relationship with his parents. It was just him and his love for the game that never really loved him back.
Ilya won’t cry. He won’t. But he will, later, rage at the world and the humanity as a whole, because how the fuck is it easier to put a man on the moon or make cars drive themselves than fix the fucking lack of basic common sense and manners in the stupid ice aquarium sport with sticks.
Ilya’s other hand never stops rubbing Shane’s back as he silently sorts and files all those thoughts and emotions.
Shane’s eyes are closed and he looks beautiful, sweet and strong at the same time, because he is. Ilya holds him and pets his hair, and rubs his back, and then eventually shifts them both a little so that he can lazily kiss Shane’s face and his jaw and his neck, trying to pour warmth and love into the big, bruised body.
There’s no plan. Ilya is just getting drunk on the proximity, the need to soothe and being allowed to do this. 
Shane melts completely and he might have even slipped into a shallow subspace for a while, but it’s impossible to tell with him so boneless. He’s also been half-hard for a while and eventually his full erection starts pressing against Ilya’s hip. 
They don’t really do anything about it. Shane shifts a few times and gasps into Ilya’s skin at the friction, but that’s it. He doesn't seem to want to push this further, he’s all cuddly and half-asleep. Ilya can’t get hard yet, which is a small tragedy, sure, but he knows endless ways to still get Hollander off. But the thing is, this is not a room booked at the B.E.A.R.S. until a certain hour and there’s also no deadline for their new arrangement.
They can just lie here, in a warm, thick pleasure that’s only faintly connected to arousal, and be lazy about it, because they are, for once, not running out of time.
“Ilya,” Shane yawns at some point, blinking slowly. “What happens next?”
Sleepy kitty. 
It is quite late.
“We shower, change and go to bed. Unless you want food first. Or want me to suck you off. But you stay here tonight. ”
“That’s not what I’m asking.” Shane sounds more awake and a little amused at Ilya’s agenda, which is rude.
Ilya plays absentmindedly with the soft hair on Shane’s nape.
“What you mean?”
“Well. Are we together?”
Oho. Shane’s brain is making another spreadsheet.
“What, do we need to have sex to make it official?”
To be honest, it is quite frightening how… right this feels. Easy, almost, which is fucking crazy, because it took them almost an entire year to get here.
“Fuck off,” Shane shots back. “No. I just– you know I'm not out, right?”
“What? Wow. Is news to me. Since when?”
“Shut up. I’m just making sure you’re aware of what you’re signing up for! You're so annoying, god” Shane grumbles. “I already regret this.”
The puppy whines and the dog growls, and Ilya tightens his arm around Shane.
“No, you don't,” he demands and tries to sound unbothered but…
“No, I don’t,” Shane agrees quietly.
Yeah, this feels easy when they are pressed into each other like this. But the anxiety, the fear, the doubt – it’s all still hiding in Ilya’s mind and he knows it will take a lot of effort to get rid of it properly. He’s got no other choice now, though. There is no turning back from this, this is it for him, so, well, yeah. He’s got some work to do. But maybe he doesn’t have to do it alone.
“You are not out as sub or gay,” Ilya acknowledges, seriously this time. “Is okay. We do this however you need to do this.”
In their tangled state, Shane’s fingers find Ilya’s hip and he squeezes, clearly unable to respond to that statement with words.
“I think Svetlana knows there is something going on between us,” Shane mutters after a moment.
Ilya huffs, amused.
“Sveta is all-knowing. You’ll get used to it.”
“And Rose suspects something too...” 
“Rose is all-annoying.”
“You're such a little shit, Rozanov.”
“Is called charisma.”
“It's called being an asshole.”
“You are so mean to me. Is not how you should treat your boyfriend.”
Shane shifts his head to look at Ilya then.
“Wow,” he says with a weird twinkle in his eyes.
“What now?” 
“I think you’re obsessed with me,” Shane announces and climbs onto Ilya properly to kiss him again.
Ilya has a problem. The problem has freckles, weighs two hundred pounds and is gaining awareness. Ilya would complain, but the only possible person he can blame is himself and where is the fun in that?
* * *
The gods of sex bless Ilya yet again and he wakes up in the middle of the night half-hard. All that it takes to get him fully hard – miraculously – is to roll over onto the almost naked Shane Hollander in his bed, even though the meds should take a bit longer to wear off.
They both went to sleep in just underwear, so Ilya can feel the glorious warmth of Shane’s back on his chest immediately. He nuzzles at Shane’s nape, then pushes his face further into Shane’s neck to place a kiss there.
Shane groans into the pillow, slowly waking up.
Ilya blankets him with his body and rolls his hips slightly, grinding his hard cock shamelessly against Shane’s ass. Everything is dark and hot, and sluggish.
“Colour?” he murmurs, sliding his hands slowly down Shane’s arms, underneath the pillow, until he finds the wrists. He grabs them briefly, just because.
Shane groans again in response, this time audibly annoyed, but doesn’t try to move.
Ilya smiles into his shoulder.
“Give me colour,” he demands in a devilishly amused tone.
Hunger hits differently when you know what your meal is going to be.
“Green but I hate you,” Shane mumbles finally.
Ilya makes an amused sound, grinding into him again lazily.
“You took very long shower before bed. I think you were hoping for this.”
He pushes off Shane, but only to reach the lube, which is waiting in the drawer of the bedside table together with condoms.
“You just woke me up in the middle of the night, asshole,” Shane argues, but sounds half-asleep.
“Is okay,” Ilya assures, settling back on top of his man, underneath the covers. “You can go back to sleep,” he all but purrs into Shane’s neck. “I will just take what I want.”
“Fuck.” Shane breathes, and jerks slightly underneath Ilya as shiver runs through his entire body.
The reaction is so immediate and so extreme, Ilya makes a mental note to revisit and explore that later. For now, he presses more lazy kisses into Shane’s shoulder while working a lubed finger into him.
It’s all very slow, dripping with the haze of sleep and the patience that comes from Ilya’s newfound confidence that this man is his.
It’s a finger, then two, pushed into Shane while he’s in the same position – on his stomach, flat, with his legs together and arms under the pillow. The pressure feels different like this. It’s all tighter, more squeezed. 
Shane relaxes into it, then tenses up when Ilya finds his prostate, and then he’s a mixture of both – boneless and trusting but also aroused and jerking with the zaps of pleasure. 
Ilya keeps him pinned down all the way through it. He rolls the condom on once its time and starts pushing in, not rearranging them at all because he wants it like this – Shane underneath him, almost squished, pushed into the mattress and made to take it.
“There,” he coaxes, gently guiding himself inside even though there’s a bit of resistance at the tip at first.
Shane gasps into the pillow.
“Oh my fucking God,” he complains but doesn’t actually mean it, already opening up to invite Ilya in.
So Ilya slides in. He pushes slowly all the way and settles fully on top of Shane, then wraps one arm around his shoulders and neck, positioning his forearm underneath Shane’s chin. There’s no real reason for it other than the fact that Ilya wants to hold Shane like this and make Shane feel him everywhere. 
“Fuck,” Shane gasps at the first full roll of Ilya’s hips – slow and deep, stretching him out.
“I know,” Ilya soothes, gripping harder and pressing down more, and rocking his hips again. “But you can take it.”
He pulls out only a little bit, rolling his hips more than thrusting, because the second one would require putting more space between their bodies.
The pleasure is syrupy thick, filled with gasps and sweet kisses, and the words of encouragement which are only a little bit selfish, because if Shane really wouldn’t be able to fit it all in over and over again, Ilya wouldn’t make him.
It’s dark in the room and the haze of sleep never fully leaves, so it’s difficult to be sure, but Ilya has a feeling they both go in and out of shallow, lucid subspace and domspace, tangled in each other and the dynamic that is theirs and nobody else's.
It still makes Ilya feel high – the fact that he’s allowed to fill Shane up and make his mind quiet as he surrenders to pleasure and to Ilya.
He knows when Shane is close, because the dull teeth bite down on his forearm.
He hisses on instinct, then grins, because he’s insane – never forget that – and just fucks Shane through the groans and spasms, and the shaking of the legs, until it’s his turn to spill into the condom. 
He ties the rubber and throws it onto the floor, because Shane is not looking and it’s not his house. Then he rolls the big, boneless body into himself. He holds Shane and kisses him a little bit before they can fall back asleep, all sweaty and hot, and sticking to each other. Ilya will definitely get yelled at for that last part in the morning.
“If you permanently fuck up my sleep schedule during the season, I'm going to kill you,” Shane mumbles into his skin after he regains the ability to speak and before he drifts off.
Ilya grins at the ceiling in the darkness.
“Red was an option,” he points out.
“‘m gonna bite you for that.”
It’s the first time Ilya receives a verbal warning. It’s very thoughtful, but he saw the bite coming even without one, obviously. That’s what tends to happen when you take a fully grown lion to bed and pretend it’s a kitten.
Worth it, though.
* * *
In the morning, right after waking up, before Ilya’s brain turns on fully, he has this moment of foggy realisation that he accidentally broke the rules and fell asleep with Shane again. He lets go of the sleeping man and rolls onto his back, leaving one arm trapped underneath Shane’s head. He knows he’s going to get kicked out in a minute or two – pushed out of the bed with a lovely lecture about casualness, delivered full of frustration that should make Ilya feel remorseful, not aroused, but oh well.
He almost groans, blinking up at the ceiling and dreading getting up this early.
Then the body next to him stirs and Shane makes an annoyed noise, reaching around for Ilya. He rolls over, seeking warmth, without even opening his eyes, and settles against Ilya’s chest, cuddling close. The small frown disappears from his freckled face. He nuzzles closer blindly, nips at Ilya's collarbone gently, as if in reprimand, and relaxes fully into the new position, already drifting off again.
Ah. The fog lifts and Ilya realises that he gets to stay. 
He gets to have this.
He watches Shane for a while, irrationally worried that if he goes back to sleep, he’ll wake up alone in a dark room, in the middle of the drop, and it will turn out it was all just a dom-diary induced hallucination. 
The thought alone makes him feel sick. He wrestles with it silently for a while and manages to win. 
Small steps.
Eventually, his gaze shifts away from the freckles.
There is a dog sitting at the edge of the bed. Its teeth are sharp and it’s off the leash. It can still, at any given moment, change its mind and decide that it is easier to gorge than to protect. So Ilya has to keep an eye on it.
He thinks at the dog, just in case – If you hurt him, I’m going to fucking kill you. 
I am you – the dog thinks back.
Ilya is aware. If something happens to Shane, Ilya and the dog will go down together. 
That’s the worst case scenario, though. For now, Ilya just keeps an eye on it.
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  Ilya is in his office at the B.E.A.R.S., working on materials for the next domming class, when the message comes. The notification sound is annoyingly boring. 
Two weeks ago he set up a very nice, personally recorded, quiet gasp to play whenever he receives a text from Shane, but it lasted only two days. Once Shane heard it, he recognised it, obviously, then made a very beautiful angry kitten face and almost murdered Ilya on the spot. Nobody died in the end, though somebody got fucked nice and hard, and almost blacked out while coming, so maybe that counts. 
Later Shane secretly changed the notification sound to the recording of him saying “right”. He strategically waited to do that moments before leaving for the away games, so when Ilya heard it for the first time, he was unable to make Shane face the consequences properly. 
See, Ilya fell for a fucking B.R.A.T. (Biting, Routines & Authority Threats) and this is the kind of appalling behaviour he now has to deal with on a daily basis. 
He loves it and he loves whining about it, thank you very much. 
Either way, the message comes and the notification sound is now back to boring, but Ilya checks the phone anyway.
It’s a picture.
Ilya freezes. 
It's a selfie of Shane, but this is not the same man that Ilya shared the bed with for the past three weeks, every time the Centaurs were not on the road.
He looks different. Perfect skin seems glowy with the no-make up make up look that Ilya spots easily, the dark hair is styled: few longer pieces swooping deliberately over the forehead. He hates pictures, Ilya knows that, but this is a selfie, Shane is taking it willingly, and yet he’s staring right into the camera with a hint of that familiar, provoking defiance hidden underneath the calm politeness. Something about that gaze makes Ilya’s insides burn, because there is– 
Shane is wearing–
Ilya grips the armrest so hard, there’s a faint cracking sound.
Shane is wearing a silky robe and the photo cuts off just below the collarbones, but that's enough for Ilya to see the thick, snake-like necklace wrapped around the pretty neck. Like a fucking collar. It looks silver but must be white gold, because nobody would put this many cut diamonds into silver.
The black dog is right here, pushing its heavy body against Ilya as hunger and rage flood him with equal force, because… Because it's Shane and he looks like this, but Ilya is not there, he's not the one who put this thing on Shane, so who the fuck DARED TO–
His hands are shaking as he tries to rein himself in and types what he hopes is a neutral response. 
Ilya: what am I looking at?
Shane: It's an option for that charity event sponsored by the Centaurs.
The one happening next month, before Christmas. 
I'm doing the fitting for it today, I mentioned that!

Another picture comes.
Ilya can recognise Shane’s hand in an instant. There’s a snake-like ring on his finger, matching the necklace. It looks fucking beautiful and obscene, and…  Fuck. Ilya bottomed only a few times, years ago, it's not his thing, but for some reason he can suddenly imagine himself sinking onto that fucking finger gladly. 
His head is spinning.
The third picture comes.
This one is the worst – it has been taken by somebody else. It's Shane, all of him, standing in some generic hotel room somewhere here, in Ottawa. He didn't want to meet the stylist at the apartment, Ilya remembers that. Shane is very particular about people he lets inside his home.
He's wearing all white. Elegant trousers in a modern cut and a white tank top. The fucking necklace is still on. He's frowning slightly, focused, arms half-raised as he aims to slide them into the white suit jacket held by some woman who's partly out of frame.
This is the man from the perfume ads and the Speedo ads, but it’s so much worse, because wearing this jewelry is thousand times more indecent than being in just the underwear and the dog is barking so loudly Ilya can't fucking think.
Shane: I think I like the clothes, even though they are a bit odd. 
But the jewellery is a lot.
The ring could be nice, maybe?
I'm not sure about the necklace.
What do you think?

I think you should be tied to my bed.
I think I need to sink my teeth in so deep you will be marked forever.
Ilya gets up so violently, the chair almost falls over. There’s nowhere to go, but he just can’t sit still. He needs a cigarette, ten of them, and to punch something. Hard. 
He starts pacing around the office with his eyes glued to the screen.
God.
Fuck.
What the fuck?!
Ilya: necklace would be risky

He half-expects the autocorrect to change the word “necklace” to “collar”, because that is what’s happening in his head and he’s not the one to blame, there really is no other fucking way to call something this thick and shiny wrapped around such a pretty neck.
Shane: Yeah. I think it kind of looks a little bit like a collar, right?

Oh, oh, Ilya is in love either with the most oblivious, innocent idiot or the biggest fucking brat, and honestly at this point he’s not really sure what would be worse.
Shane: Rose says clothes and accessories do not define a person’s dynamic status, and that people who think so should get over themselves. 
Which is true, I guess.
She says it looks good and she’s the one who got me in touch with this stylist. She’s not even from Ottawa, she came just for this. It feels weird.

Rose fucking Landry. The rage inside of Ilya spikes, finally winning with the hunger.
Ilya: Landry is there
??
Shane: No.
I texted her the same pictures to see what she thinks. She is good with fashion.
I am not, obviously.
I wanted something less boring than a black suit or once. That is all I wore to every event since forever.
But I feel like maybe this is too out there for me?
The stylist said I could also wear the suit without the jewelry.

God, Shane is actually hoping to get advice from Ilya about this, isn’t he?
Ilya is discovering new circles of hell.
His hands are still shaking slightly and his vision blurs at the edges from anger.
He should be there. He should be the only one to ever see Shane like this. 
Fuck.
Ilya: you wear it out, people will say it’s collar
is your choice

Fuck Shane’s choice. Fuck Rose Landry. Fuck this, all of it. Fuck, fuck, fuck. He thought he could be good, but he is losing it. He wants to own and hide, and claim.
Ilya closes his eyes for a second and forces himself to take a breath. 
Shane first. Then Rose. Easy.
Ilya: is okay if you are okay with that
but they will talk
that is fact

The rumours never stopped. Half of the NHL world thinks Shane Hollander is a hot dom born to control everything, the other half accuses him of being a sub, because of the undisclosed dynamic status. If he goes to a public event looking like this, Ilya will die, yes, but most importantly, the tabloids will have a field day. And the other players will surely take notice too.
Shane: Yeah.
You are probably right.
I don't want that, I hate when people talk about my status.
Or anything about me, really.
Except hockey.
Obviously.
Ilya: wear ring
no necklace

He hates to demand it, he hates to be controlling Shane like this, but he has to, he has to, fuck, he cannot have this version of Shane out there, for everybody to devour. Other doms will look and they will see, and they will try to take Shane away. And maybe one of them won’t be as fucked up as Ilya is, so he will succeed.
Ilya stares at the tree dots in the chat while Shane is typing.
His shoulders are so tense it hurts.
He should call, maybe even facetime, and have this conversation live, but he doesn’t trust himself right now.
Shane: yeah?

YES.
IT’S A FUCKING COLLAR, HOLLANDER, YOU BEAUTIFUL, FRUSTRATING BEING.
RED RED RED RED RED.
Ilya: yes 

Ilya looks at the ceiling.
PLEASE.
Shane: all right
Thanks!

Fucking HELL. 
One done. Now onto the Rose fucking Landry.
* * *
“Where the fuck is she?” Ilya snaps at Luca, because the door to Rose’s office is open and he can already see she’s not there, even though it’s her shift.
Luca flinches, surprised by his tone.
“Who?”
“Landry.”
“Um, in the conference room? She and Sveta are trying to get a headstart for the B.E.A.R.S.’ end-year checklist.”
Ilya lets out an annoyed grunt and immediately turns to walk down the hall.
“They asked not to be disturbed?!” Luca calls after him hesitantly, torn between fulfilling his work obligation and not getting in the way of a furious dom.
Ilya ignores him and just moments later he’s storming into the almost empty conference room. His hands are balled into fists and the rage is rolling off of his tense body in fiery hot waves.
He's the dog and the dog has teeth, and he will fight.
“What is wrong with you?” he hisses, glaring at Rose. It’s just her, Sveta and stacks of papers and binders on the long conference table. “How fucking dare you tell him he should wear that thing it in public?! For everyone to see! Who the fuck do you think you are?!”
Both women look shocked at first and both shake it off immediately. Svetlana narrows her eyes while Rose raises her chin proudly, ready to stand her ground.
“Clothes and accessories are for everyone, Ilya,” she announces stubbornly, echoing what she apparently texted Shane. “Dictating who should wear what and how it defines them is outdated and, honestly, a pretty exhausting way to view the world, don’t you think?”
Yes, Ilya is thinking. He seems to be the only one who is fucking thinking. 
“His life is hockey! World full of assholes and old thinking! How stupid are you?! You think for him is same as for you in your stupid fucking wonderland of weird actors and models, and artists?! He is private person! He keeps his status secret, never admits anything and people still talk about it constantly and assume shit. What the fuck do you think will happen when he goes out there looking like that?! You think he wants that kind of attention? You think it would help with anything?!”
Ilya can’t remember the last time he’s been so furious. It must have been still back in Russia, not this country, that’s for sure. He’s spitting out only half of the reasons for this rage, still somehow able to keep the worst of it inside, but it’s threatening to come out at any moment. The black dog is pawing at the ribcage, impatient.
“It’s a choice!” Rose argues, annoyed. “And it’s his to make. Calm the hell down, I just gave him my opinion, because he asked! I’m not forcing him to do anything.”
He and Rose spent years having a fake rivalry but god, at this very moment, Ilya might hate her for real. 
“No, you give him moronic advice because you think every sub should live and act just like you!” he spits out.
“Ilya!” Svetlana snaps, losing patience.
“It’s just a necklace,” Rose says at the same time. “And I’m not even the one who came up with that outfit! You better watch how you talk to me, Rozanov.”
Ilya can’t. He can’t watch anything, it’s all spinning out of control, because he’s so full of anger, there is almost nothing else left.
Just a necklace, she says.
“No, is not.” His voice drops into something colder and more threatening. “You give him false ideas that it is no big deal to go out like that, when it is. Is not safe.”
Another angry half-truth. Ilya is holding onto them, because anger born out of protectiveness is easier to digest and forgive. But he feels it – the real thing rising up, ready to spill out of him.
“So you want him to live in fear and shame forever, because of the NHL? That’s your solution?”
Ilya glares and his hands are still shaking, even though he is squeezing them so hard, his own nails are leaving deep marks in his palms.
“Is not about fear,” he hisses. The more unconvinced Rose looks, the bigger his darkness grows. “Is about being private. He is mine.” 
And there it is – the real thing. The horrible, toxic possessiveness. Ilya can’t hold it back anymore. It comes out and consumes him.
“He is mine. He is mine to see like this and mine to have.” The Russian accent becomes thicker: a horrifying echo of the men in the house where he grew up. One part of him can hear it, one part doesn’t even notice. “Nobody else's. Not yours, not for stupid fashion people, not for dumb crowd at charity or people online. You can’t have him. You can’t take that from me. I will fucking kill you if you try.”
Mine, mine, mine, mine, mine. The words sound like barking in his head.
Rose’s hand hits the table and she shoots up, now furious too. 
“Do not come at me with this kind of bullshit, Rozanov!” 
Her finger points at him in an accusation. 
Ilya bares his teeth while the dog growls.
“You’re a fucking bitch.” That’s not even his voice.
Is it?
“Ilya, you are so out of line!” Sveta jumps in finally, angry as well. Everybody is angry now. The whole fucking world is burining right in front of Ilya’s eyes. “This is your workplace. Rose is your supervisor and so am I! This is absolutely unacceptable behavior. You need to leave this room, now. Go back to your desk, do your work, then go home. Do you hear me? One more fucking word and I swear, I will put you on the disciplinary leave.”
He turns to her and glares even harder, but this time his mouth stays shut. He can’t hear himself think anymore, the barking in his head is too loud. The room is spinning, his pulse is too quick. His heart hurts, bruised from beating too hard in his chest. 
He hates this. He hates it all. 
He hates himself.
Fuck, what is he doing? 
He vowed to never, ever be like this. 
But this is about Shane.
Fuck.
He turns around and leaves. Runs away, kind of.
He digs out a packet of cigarettes from the bottom drawer in his desk. It’s been sitting there for weeks, untouched, because he's quitting. Almost quit already, actually – he switched to the patches completely except for the special occasions.
It’s fucking cold outside in late November. He goes out onto the balcony in his office in nothing but a thin sweater anyway and stays there until his fingers become so stiff, he can’t even use the lighter. Before that happens, he manages to smoke three cigarettes. 
He probably should take his mothers necklace off. She would be ashamed, right?
He can’t bring himself to do it.
The cold seeps into him and shivers run through him from time to time even long after he’s back inside. He doesn’t know what to do with himself, his thoughts are too fast and too loud, and too fucking scary.
He mutes the phone and forces himself to go back to work. It’s a welcomed distraction. So is Boodram’s offer to hit the gym together after work, since their shifts end at the same time today.
Ilya agrees on autopilot. It’s probably impossible to sweat out being a fuck-up from one’s system, but he might as well try. He owes his physique to trying for many, many years now.
* * * 
Shane is sitting at Ilya’s kitchen island with his back perfectly straight and he looks up from the laptop the second Ilya enters the apartment.
“You weren't here,” is what he says instead of a greeting. 
Shane’s voice is suspiciously serious and there’s a little edge to it. Ilya sends him a questioning but also tired look as he kicks off his shoes.
“Hello to you too. I was in gym with Boodram.”
Shane makes a pause. Ilya can hear the frustration in that silence, though it is yet to be determined if that frustration is directed at him. 
So this is just going to be a shitty day all the way through, huh? Great.
“You said you were going to be here after work,” Shane says finally, slowly, almost carefully, and gets off the stool to lean against the island instead. His gaze is focused. Demanding and unsure at the same time. An odd mix, to be honest.
Ilya puts his jacket away and finally turns to Shane fully.
“I am here after work,” he points out, slightly confused.
His head still hurts and he has no idea where this is going.
“Yes I know, but normally you are here right after. I planned to ask you something, you were supposed to be here and– Fuck.” Shane’s gaze slides onto the wall. He takes a breath. “Sorry, nevermind. Forget it.” 
He looks uncomfortable. There’s clearly an issue to be uncovered and solved here. Ilya feels exhausted, but that doesn’t matter, because Shane comes first. Always. Fuck you very much if you think that’s an innuendo. 
Well, fine, it kind of is, but this is a wrong fucking time for it.
Ilya observes the freckled face, searching for clues.
“Where is problem?”
Shane shakes his head, now resigned.
“It’s nothing.”
Ilya sighs.
“Shane, you are horrible liar.” He waits, but nothing comes, so he decides to take a blind guess to nudge them forward somehow. “You do not want to be alone in my apartment?”
It’s only been three weeks since they finally, properly got together, but they already exchanged spare keys and built a rhythm. When Shane is in Ottawa, they split their nights between the two apartments. They end up at Shane’s more often, because he has his precious catering and routines. He's the one deciding on the schedule and he surely has some specific equation for how many days they live where. Ilya doesn’t care. All he wants is to have this man as close as possible. Either bed is fine.
Embarrassingly, when Shane leaves for three, four, days at a time to play in other cities, Ilya often lives at his place instead of his own, because then he misses him a little less.
Right now, Shane is here, but not making eye contact.
“Uh. No. It's not that. It’s… stupid. Nevermind.”
“I am expert in stupid today, actually” Ilya offers bitterly, still haunted by his outburst in the office. “Go on, try me.”
He moves then, because when they are both just standing here, it feels even more awkward. He opens the fridge and grabs the juice, then drinks directly from the carton. Behind him, Shane is probably grimacing at the sight, but Shane doesn’t drink the juice, so he doesn’t get to ban this behaviour. It’s a compromise. One of many, because they have pretty different definitions of safe and tidy when it comes to everyday life.
It’s only when the juice is back inside the closed fridge that Shane clears his throat quietly and finally speaks, making eye contact again.
“I, uh, like to have the day planned in my head?’ he explains slowly. “The changes irritate me more than they should. It's just how my brain works, I can’t really stop it, but it's not usually this bad. We had a lot of travel days in a row recently, I think that’s getting to me.” He shrugs, looking away again. “I’m sorry. I know it’s not your fault. I assumed you would be here sooner based on the other days, but you never actually promised that. I didn’t mean to snap at you the second you came home.”
Ilya frowns, then takes his phone from the pocket and checks the notifications. No unread messages. He puts it on the counter.
“Okay.” He tries to process the new information, but the echo of the barking in his head is making it a bit difficult. “Why you did not text to ask when I come back?”
Shane makes a grumpy kitten face, which is cute and distracting.
“I don’t know. It felt stupid. It feels even more stupid now. I’m overthinking the whole thing. I know, I'm aware of that. It’s not a big deal, but my brain is making it a fucking issue. It’s frustrating. There is no reason to frustrate you as well with the obsessive texting. You have the right to come home whenever you want.”
“Okay,” Ilya repeats. “I am home now. You waited for me to do something, da? Something important?”
“No. Not really. That’s not– can we drop it?”
Ilya frowns.
“Shane.” A soft warning. “Talk, please.”
Shane’s shoulders drop and he looks half annoyed, half resigned, with his elbows tucked into the pockets of the trousers. He takes a deep breath, clearly battling something internally.
Ilya rubs his own neck, a little lost. He can see there is an issue, he just can’t grasp it. Shane is explaining it, yes, but it’s not really making a lot of sense. Maybe it’s the language or Ilya’s headache that make it so difficult. He’s afraid of handling this thing incorrectly, because he’s still out of balance. 
Shane’s gaze wanders to him again.
“I’m really trying to not be… so intense. Clearly, it’s not going very well. There was nothing, like, important or time sensitive. I wasn’t waiting for something. I just don’t like not knowing how the day looks. It makes me fixate on weird stuff.”
Ilya hums, processing, with his gaze still focused on Shane.
“Okay. What do you need for future? I will change plans many times,” he declares, because that’s simply the truth. 
“I know. That's fine.”
“Is not,” Ilya points out easily. “But tell me what you need for it to be fine, maybe?”
Shane blinks at him, surprised. Then a small wrinkle appears on his lovely face as thinks about an honest answer to mirror Ilya’s no-bullshit approach.
“Can you… let me know when something changes about your day?” He asks finally. “I mostly mean hours or places. If it is somehow intertwined with my day, I would like to know in advance. Just… a text with an update would be good. Or if you don’t know how the day will go, I’d like an update that you don’t know. That is also useful information for me. Then I can prepare for a lack of plan, if that makes sense?”
Oh. Well, this one is easy, then.
Ilya nods.
“Okay.”
Shane frowns at him. 
“Sorry, I know it's annoying–”
“Is not,” Ilya cuts in confidently. He shrugs, then moves towards the couch. “It takes three seconds to send text. And then you feel better. I will do that next time. Solved, da?”
The surprise on Shane’s face suggests he was expecting this to be a horrible burden, which is a little bit heartbreaking, but Ilya cannot focus on everything at once, so that part has to wait.
“Oh.” Shane responds, still a bit dubious. “Okay?”
Ilya nods, then sinks into the couch. His hands move to the temples to rub them slowly as he tries to will the tension away from his body.
Shane comes closer, still unconvinced. 
“Ilya, you really don’t have to agree if it’s going to make you feel controlled or–”
Ilya looks up.
“Shanya, is not about that. I don't mind, I will send texts. Is very easy. Today was just… difficult day,” he admits reluctantly. 
Shane’s gaze softens.
“Difficult day, how?” he asks, pressing his knee to Ilya’s thigh gently.
He’s sweet. Too sweet. Ilya is not sure he can take it right now. It’ll only make the guilt stronger, probably.
“I fucked up,” he grumbles. “I was horrible to Rose. Just stupid bullshit.”
“Do you want to talk about it?”
Ilya doesn’t look at the freckles. He needs a moment.
He shakes his head, then lets it fall back against the cushions and fixes his empty gaze on the ceiling.
“No. I am just very in my head right now. Hard to explain.”
“Can I help somehow?”
“I don’t know. Probably no. I need to think about some things. Maybe have small break from English, okay? Is little hard to translate now.”
“Okay,” Shane says patiently.
His hand lands on Ilya’s shoulder and he squeezes it gently, reassuringly. Ilya does not lean into the touch. His head is still too loud.
Ilya is not… an angry or violent person. He's not, he knows that, thanks to the therapy he did when living with Sveta in Boston. But there is still anger and violence in him. There must be – passed down in the shitty DNA. He doesn’t know how to escape it. He’s scared he never will.
Shane squeezes his shoulder lightly the second time, then lets go.
“I will go take a shower and have an early night,” he says softly, recognising that Ilya needs space. “I want to read the book in bed. I’ll be there if you need me.”
He turns around to walk away and Ilya is suddenly overcome by irrational anxiety. He lifts his head and his gaze snaps to Shane urgently.
“Don’t be mad, okay?” He pleads. “Is not about you. I just need to get rid of bad thoughts.”
Shane turns and comes back, even closer this time. He gently puts his hands to the both sides of Ilya’s face and presses a sweet, soft kiss to his closed mouth. 
“I'm not mad, puppy,” he says with a small smile. His thumb traces Ilya’s eyebrow slowly for a reason that must be somehow connected to the admiration in Shane’s dark eyes. “Take your time.”
Shane presses another kiss, this time to Ilya’s forehead, then straightens his back and finally leaves.
That sweet, sweet motherfucker.
Something loosens in Ilya’s body and the warmth fills him, winning against the cold. He sinks back into the cushions, a little bit dizzy from the affection. His gaze wanders to the ceiling again, but this time it’s easier to believe that it will be okay, eventually.
The sentiment from earlier is still here, though: Shane is his, his, his. 
* * *
Ilya sits and stares at the ceiling, listening to the soothing sound of the running water. Shane's shower lasts a curiously long time, but eventually Ilya hears him leave the bathroom. Silence follows, suggesting he has settled in bed with his book.
Ilya planned to slowly, patiently analyse today’s fuck-up and come up with a strategy for the future, but now he can’t bring himself to do it. Darkness has already sunk back down into him and he has no energy to try and drag it up to the surface again, simply to have a closer look. It might have something to do with the soft kisses Shane pressed to his face and the knowledge that he is right there, just around the corner, all cozy and warm in Ilya’s bed.
Ilya is an addict. You can’t expect him to quit nicotine without replacing it with something else and as far as addictive substances go, Shane Hollander seems like a pretty healthy choice. He’s reusable. Organic. Good for the planet. Pretty packaging, too.
Ilya doesn’t notice when he begins to smirk at the ceiling, but it happens. Bad sign, probably. 
He gets up slowly, stretches his limbs, ponders his life choices for thirty more seconds and walks towards the bedroom.
He stops in the doorway. He leans against the doorframe, crossing his arms over his chest and stares. It’s beginning to feel like Shane’s mission today is to surprise him at every turn.
Shane is reading his little book, yeah, sure. But this is not his usual position. He’s not sitting up straight with his back supported by the headboard and legs hidden underneath the covers. Instead, he is lying on his stomach, on top of the duvet, in just a t-shirt and a fresh pair of underwear. The perfect swell of his ass is on display, as is the soft, inviting skin of his meaty thighs.
It looks delicious and feels deliberate. Which is really, really fucking curious turn of events. 
Ilya can’t look away.
“Hollander,” he murmurs, suddenly in a much better, very different mood. “Are you being a tease?"
Shane fucking Hollander looks over his shoulder – freckles, glasses and all – and says:
“It’s not teasing when you have full access.”
Something or somebody growls. The hunger which felt so toxic and wrong back at the office now seems like something that belongs. It has a place here. It’s suddenly right and perfectly fine, and – oh, yes, Ilya is getting high on this already.
“And do I?” he asks in a low voice, pushing off the doorframe and stalking closer until his knees hit the edge of the bed. “Do I have full access?”
He doesn’t stop there. He climbs on top of Shane, smoothing his hands up the naked legs as he moves up, up, up to place the kiss on the nape.
Shane shivers underneath his touch, but clearly fights to seem unbothered.
“I know my colours,” he declares, keeping his gaze on the book, so Ilya can’t see the stubborn expression.
Lvionok wants to play, huh?
Ilya wonders if there’s a small, smug smile dancing on those soft lips.
Fuck, he needs this. Only know he realizes how fucking badly he needs this exact kind of destraction and escape. Away from the doubts and noise in his head. He takes all his previous, dramatic comments about Shane’s intellect back. He is in love with a sexy genius. 
Ilya wants to say something, but only a low, pleased hum falls out of his mouth. He puts his weight on Shane and grabs his hips, enjoying how sturdy the body underneath him is. 
It’s easy to push the hem of the oversized t-shirt up to expose the naked back. Ilya leaves a trail of kisses down Shane's spine, lower and lower, until he gets to the back dimples and makes a detour to lick them.
“What do you want, solnyshko?” he murmurs into the warm skin. It smells like soap, freshly cleaned.
Shane stays still, but the goosebumps betray him.
“I want to read my book, Rozanov.”
Ilya laughs quietly. 
This fucking menace, god.
Heaven.
He grabs the edge of Shane’s underwear next and shuffles to the side to slide it all the way down and off.
“Okay,” he agrees, dropping the clothing item onto the floor, then climbs right back up where he belongs. “Read your book, then, Hollander. Out loud.”
He slides one hand down Shane’s right thigh and starts pushing, forcing Shane to bend the knee and move his leg up, to the side. It creates a tiny arch in Shane’s back and spreads him lovely, giving Ilya a nicer view and a better access. 
“It’s in French,” Shane argues, but his voice hitches slightly. 
In French. Oh, Ilya is finally getting rewarded for all his suffering.
“Good,” he says, dragging his finger between Shane’s butt-cheeks. The pretty hole twitches at the featherlight touch, a little bit puffy and wet. The length of Shane’s shower makes sense now, huh?
He spreads Shane more with his hands and leans in. He places a kiss on the tailbone, then his lips wander lower and lower. He drags his tongue against the sensitive, usually hidden skin, once, twice, until the tip catches on the opening and Ilya finally moves his mouth there.
The small ring clenches as the muscles in Shane’s thighs tense up.
“What are you– Wait,” he breathes, clearly not expecting that.
Ilya’s mouth wandered to his asshole a few times during foreplay or a blowjob, but it was never like this – so obviously spread out, with his tongue digging in boldly and insistently.
Shane squirms a bit, looking back over his shoulder. His cheeks are pink and he looks slightly embarrassed.
“You don’t have to–”
Ilya gives him a few more, insistent licks before he detaches his mouth to speak.
“Read, kotik. Out loud, in your pretty French.” He drags his palm up the naked back soothingly. “I already said that.” A soft warning.
Shane goes quiet and  Ilya goes back to eating his ass, because having his particular treat has been long overdue. Then words, read out loud, start floating through the air and after a moment Shane relaxes under Ilya’s hands and mouth, opening lovely. Ilya dives in, hungry.
Soon, everything is soft and wet with saliva, while the French words fall apart into gasp and eventually stop coming. Ilya loses himself in it, licking, kissing and prodding with a finger from time to time. He is unable to recall what his problem today was or if there ever was a problem to begin with. It’s just this and this is fucking glorious.
Shane makes pretty noises and Ilya pushes his tongue in over and over again, feeling all the tiniest shivers. He loves how sensitive this man is. 
“Ilya,” Shane whines eventually and of course there’s a little, frustrated edge to it, because he’s a proud, proud creature. He’s squirming, holding fistfulls of sheets, trying to get some friction on his cock by rocking the hips slightly against the mattress. “Come on. Fuck.”
Ilya could live forever buried between Shane’s legs, so it takes him a moment to stop sucking on the rim and actually respond.“What do you want, baby?” 
He sounds high and drunk on pleasure and satisfaction, but there is an unmistakable authority in his voice too. Shane’s surrender fuels him, spreading all over his mind and body and pulling him deep into the joy of domspace.
Shane shivers.
“Fuck me,” he demands, doesn’t ask, because he’s a brat.
Ilya smirks and slides a finger into him. It goes right into the loosened hole easily, everything dripping with saliva. 
“No,” he declares, while Shane gasps and rocks desperately into the mattress again. Ilya uses the other hand to push his hips down firmly. “No,” he repeats, pressing a quick kiss to the tailbone again. “You are my very strict boyfriend on a very strict diet, and you have morning skate tomorrow before home game, don’t you? No stretching you on a cock tonight, kotik. Is your own rules.”
Shane goes completely still, then groans, clearly recognising that this is a power play and it won’t be easy to escape.
“Fuck you,” he mumbles, still breathless and a little bit desperate, then looks over the shoulder again to catch eye contact.
The expression on his pretty, freckled face says clearly: I want you, but I'm mad about it.
Ilya just laughs and smirks, and goes back to rimming his bratty boyfriend until the bratty boyfriend comes, and then comes again, and then finally is reduced to a pretty, moaning mess of pleasure, overstimulation and begging, all the bratiness gone, pushing Ilya even deeper into the domspace.
“Fuck, Ilya, please,” Shane says, all breathless and lovely, losing other words and using only those over and over again.
“Is okay,” Ilya soothes, kissing and touching and licking, unsatiated still, even though there’s a dull ache in his jaw and neck by now. “You’re doing very good for me.”
He slides a finger in and rubs Shane’s prostate until the third, dry orgasm rips through the sweaty, exhausted body, forcing the man to bite down onto the pillow. Only then Ilya feels like maybe he’s done enough and can move on, though he’s still a little bit sad to pull away.
He presses wet kisses to Shane’s shaking thighs, smiling against the hot skin, because he did that. This is by his design. He’s in complete control here, while Shane can’t even stop the trembling of his used body.
Ilya is not sure how much time exactly has passed, but it feels like he’s been hard in his underwear for an hour. He finally straightens up and shuffles to kneel right between Shane’s thighs. His dick is leaking all over, so sensitive it twitches when he takes it out and wraps his hand around it.
“Can I come on you?” he asks, rubbing Shane’s butt-cheek.
There is no answer, because somebody is fucked out. Shane’s body is boneless, sinking into the mattress as he cools off and tries to remember what the normal pulse rate is. That might take a while. Ilya won’t wait so long. 
He slaps Shane’s ass gently to get his attention.
“Words, kotik,” he orders, stroking himself slowly above the exhausted body. “I’m gonna come on you.”
“Yeah,” Shane mumbles. “Yeah, green, whatever. ‘m done. Can’t move.”
Ilya grins and starts jerking himself off faster, now with only one goal in mind. He feels so fucking horny and turned on from the meal he’s just had – so, so, so in control of the sub – it doesn't take very long for him to reach the peak.
With a satisfied grunt he spills all over Shane’s perfect ass, adding to the already existing shine from the saliva. Ilya is an addict and an artist. This work belongs in the fucking Louvre.
“I like it when you’re covered in me,” he praises in a low murmur, admiring his masterpiece.
Shane makes a quiet noise muffled by the pillow, then another one when Ilya pushes himself off. He doesn’t move, though. The perfect hockey machine got reduced to a warm pile of muscles, all sticky and spread out for Ilya to do as he pleases.
Subspace is about surrendering control. Domspace is about gaining it. Ilya’s mind is not foggy, he’s not actually high on pleasure right now. The opposite. His senses are sharp, his mind is clear and – what is the most important – his doubts and insecurities are gone. He is filled with confidence that he is capable of handling all that needs to be handled and provide what should be provided. He feels invincible in the good, not cocky, way – he is in control of not only Shane, but also of himself: of his emotions, reactions and desires. 
In the domspace, Ilya trusts himself, because his selfcontrol is a fucking given – unshakable, uncorrupted. Always just right. 
It is exhilarating.
“Stay like this,” he demands, climbing off the bed.
Shane often calls him messy – with the angry kitten face, usually – and he’s not exactly wrong, but Ilya does actually know where most of his things are, even if they aren’t organised. It takes him only a moment to take out of the drawer the stupid polaroid camera which Rose gave to everybody at a party once. The film pack is still inside, unused. 
Ilya does not question his sudden need for a souvenir. He just acknowledges that using a phone is a bad idea, because digital photos can be hacked and stolen and they multiply endlessly, which is out of question, because this is only his, his, his.
The flash is bright enough to catch Shane’s attention. He makes a questioning hum with his face still pressed into the sheets.
Ilya tosses the camera onto the mattress and shakes the small rectangle a few times, hoping it will motivate the image to appear quicker. It’s basically anonymous – back dimples, ass and part of the thighs fill the frame completely. No face or tattoos, or easily recognisable beauty marks. But you can see clearly the shine of saliva and the streaks of sperm, which is also still drying on the real thing.
He grins, extremely proud of himself.
Back on the bed, Ilya slides into the free space next to Shane and pushes the polaroid into his line of sight, like an excited puppy who just fetched a stick.
Shane is a pretty mess: lips swollen from biting, salt gathered in the corners of his eyes from the tears, dark hair, not so short anymore, sticking in all directions. His cheeks are still red and his freckles are still beautiful. He opens his eyes slowly like a cat – lazy but still focused, somehow – and looks at the picture.
“You’re the worst,” he decides, reaching out to take it.
Ilya snatches the polaroid back, still grinning like an idiot.
“I’m putting this in my wallet.”
“You are not.”
Ilya just winks. Then his focus shifts to Shane for real, and he just… stares at him, because this face, all lovely and ruined at the same time, is a masterpiece too. 
Shane shifts slightly, turning his head properly to look at Ilya more carefully. He must have noticed something – the blown pupils, maybe? – because his expression changes.
“Fuck,” he breathes quietly. “How deep under are you?”
Ilya smiles at him again.
“So fucking deep,” he confesses immediately, happy and proud.
“I wanted to talk about something,” Shane sighs, resigned, acting like this is all very inconvenient, but his eyes are shining bright and he seems a little bit proud too.
Shane either did not slide into subspace this time, or entered a shallow one and managed to go back up already. Ilya doesn’t mind. This was for him.
He reaches out to fix Shane’s hair. Then he brushes the thumb against the salt near Shane’s eyes and brings it to his own mouth to lick it off.
Shane sighs again.
“Wow, you’re so gone.” It’s not a question.
Ilya is not gone, not exactly. He is buzzing with something similar to adrenaline but rooted in control, not risk or danger.
“Give me moment,” he decides. “We will talk, but I need moment, da? You got me so nice and deep under, solnyshko. You’re so fucking good for me,” he praises and the same thumb that has just been in his own mouth now slides against Shane’s lower lip, demanding access. Just because. “You let me take whatever I want, hm? Just fucking mine, all of you.”
Ilya watches, transfixed, as Shane allows the thumb to slide into his mouth. The hot, wet tongue swirls around it only twice, though, before the teeth bite down softly in a gentle warning.
Ilya huffs, amused, but leaves Shane mouth alone.
“Go shower,” Shane suggests in a slow mumble, sleepy. “And come to bed.”
It’s still early in the evening, Ilya wouldn’t normally end his day at this hour, but it feels like a fantastic idea now.
“Be careful with those demands, kotik,” he says anyway, as he gets up. “I still have another round in me, if you need to be reminded how to say please.”
“Pretty please,” Shane shoots back with his eyes closed again. It does not sound like pleading at all. It’s actually the exact tone he uses to tell Ilya to fuck off. 
* * *
Ilya cleans Shane with a towel first, then takes a shower, washes his face and brushes his teeth, getting fully ready for the night, despite the early hour. Just a few years ago, at this time he’d be getting ready to go out to some dark, sweaty club. It feels surreal, when he thinks about it now.
Waiting made the big kitty cuddly and when Ilya sits in the bed with his back against the headboard, Shane wraps an arm around him, rests his head against Ilya’s naked chest and tangles their legs underneath the covers.
Ilya is almost fully out of the domspace now, not buzzing with it anymore, and he threads his fingers through the dark hair lazily, pleased. Shane is clearly tired – Ilya will take the full credit for that, thank you – but Ilya isn’t, not really, so he grabs his phone, content to read and scroll for a while. 
It doesn’t take long for Shane’s hand to start wandering, but there’s no provocation behind it. He traces made-up shapes on Ilya’s chest with his finger aimlessly and lazily, clearly pleased with having him as a new pillow. He’s blinking slowly like a relaxed cat again.
All this feels a little bit surreal as well, to be honest. Ilya has never shared time or space like this with anybody before and he knows Shane did not either. It shouldn’t be so easy, right? But they fit, despite the many differences. 
Shane touches Ilya’s gold cross gently, almost hesitantly, before going back to tracing the abs. Eventually his hand stills, though. He shifts against Ilya slightly to press a kiss to a mole on his chest, then tilts his head to look up.
“Do you miss it?” he asks quietly, curious.
Ilya’s finger never stopped playing with Shane’s hair. Now he tugs on some strands gently.
“Miss what?”
“Putting a collar on me.”
Well. Ilya’s eyes narrow.
“Rose snitched,” he guesses, displeased. If not the spectacular fuck, he’d probably feel angry about this.
“Uh. Maybe. She was equally mad and worried, I think,” Shane admits. “Answer me, though. Do you miss it?”
Ilya takes a second to think about it.
“It was hot. But everything you do is hot, so.” He shrugs. “If you don't want it, I do not miss it.”
“That’s not… I don’t want you to change for me,” Shane says quietly. He sounds and looks serious now. “Or to hide what you like just because I might not be into it. That’s not how we should do this.”
Ilya almost laughs.
“My needs are met, if that is what you are asking. I think we have good proof of that.” He glances at the nightstand, where the polaroid is.
Shane wrinkles his nose and digs his nails into Ilya’s chest a tiny bit, in a silent reprimand. Ilya tightens his grip on Shane’s hair in response. They battle each other silently with gazes for a while.
“I kept the one we used at the B.E.A.R.S.,” Ilya reveals finally. “It’s here in the apartment, if you want it.”
He still did not actually answer the question and Shane surely notices, but he lets it slide for now.
“You don’t reuse those kinds of items at work?”
“We do, sometimes. But I did not want to see it on anybody else,” Ilya admits a little bit reluctantly, because… emotions. So annoying.
Shane blinks, surprised. Then he pushes himself off Ilya’s chest, but only to climb onto him properly and steal a kiss. Ilya takes charge easily and deepens it, always hungry for all kinds of affection. It’s lazy and a little bit filthy, but not threatening to develop into another round. They both sneak hands all over each other’s bodies, simply to touch and feel.
It takes a while for the kiss to break.
“We could try it,” Shane whispers, catching serious eye contact again.
“The collar?”
“Yes.”
“Do you want to?”
“I…” he hesitates.
That’s enough for Ilya to shake his head disapprovingly, while his hands tighten on Shane’s hips.
“If you lie to me, I will know and I will sleep on the couch,” he warns sternly. “I don't want you to change yourself for me either, Shane.”
Shane nods faintly, then goes quiet, chasing a thought.
“I’m not yet sure what I want, to be honest,” he admits finally. “The collar from the B.E.A.R.S. reminds me of the paid sessions and this isn’t that. We are more now and–”
He’s clearly not done, but Ilya has needs after hearing something so sweet, so he coaxes Shane into another kiss, curling his fingers around Shane’s jaw.
Shane gives him a look once the kiss ends.
“Are you done now?”
“Da.”
“Can I maybe finish my thought?”
“Sure.”
“Oh my god,” Shane mutters, pretending to be annoyed again. 
Ilya can tell Shane loves to make it all seem like such a chore. It’s cute. 
“So,” Shane continues firmly. “I was going to say that the idea of the collar itself also feels a bit… too theatrical, maybe? I’m not sure. What I do like is, I think, the fact that wearing it is a clear statement.”
Ilya frowns.
“You want to come out?”
“What? Oh, no. Not that.” Shane’s gaze drops and he pushes his fingers deeper into Ilya’s bicep. “This is ours. I don’t want to have the whole world here, in bed with us. My dynamic status is nobody’s fucking business. I think maybe I’d like to come out as gay one day,” he muses. “It would be hell in Montreal, but, well… The Centaurs are pretty fucking gay, to be honest.”
Ilya blinks at him, then bursts out laughing.
“I am telling Harris to use this as quote for social media.”
“Please don’t,” Shane deadpans. “You know what I mean. And, well, I’m talking about the future, obviously. I don’t want that kind of attention now. I don’t want my personal life to be a public thing. I wouldn’t want that even if the NHL was all nice and accepting. Which it isn’t.”
Ilya only hums in agreement. Shane watches him carefully, still seated comfortably in Ilya’s lap. He somehow manages to make it seem very manly and commanding, instead of fragile and sweet.
“Does it bother you that we are a secret?” he asks quietly after a while.
Ilya considers the question carefully, while his thumb is rubbing circles into Shane’s hip. It’s a difficult question.
“I will tell you if it starts,” he promises eventually and means it.
Shane nods slowly. 
“Okay. Thank you.”
Ilya squeezes his hip affectionately.
“You did not finish about collars and statements,” he points out. “Talk to me.”
Shane leans forward, resting his forehead against Ilya’s shoulder with a sigh.
“I don’t want marks, because I share locker rooms with people and it's nobody's business what I do in my bedroom,” he admits quietly with his face hidden. “And I don’t want to make this public and official, because then it’s interviews and comments, and everybody is talking about something they don’t know shit about. And they would never let me just focus on hockey again.” His teeth graze Ilya’s skin, showing frustration. “And wearing the collar all the time is too… loud.” He mutters. “That’s not me. But I do like feeling like I’m yours and sometimes I wish I could feel like that in public too. Just without the theatrics and gossip, and the fucking media circus.”
Ilya takes a moment to silently consider it all, the analytical part of his brain turning on. The best he can come up with right now is: Shane Hollander would like to hide in plain sight. That’s understandable.
“You’re mine either way,” is what Ilya says and possessiveness slips into his voice against his will.
Shane moves. His forehead lifts off of Ilya’s shoulder only for the teeth to graze said shoulder gently. He hides his face in the crook of Ilya’s neck next, inhaling quietly and nips at the skin there too, before he places one, two kisses, moving his lips slowly to Ilya’s ear.
“You’re getting hard again,” Shane whispers then, and rolls his hips demonstratively. 
Ilya’s hand slides from Shane’s hip to his ass shamelessly. 
“Not my fault. You are sitting on me.”
“You are impossible.”
“And you are a brat.”
Shane bites harder this time.
“I can jerk you off or I can not jerk you off,” he warns.
“You are big, sexy, strong professional athlete, is what I meant. Obviously.”
“Yeah, right.”
Shane gets a loving smack on his ass and Ilya gets a very dirty handjob.
* * *
If you ask Ilya, the best thing about dating a hockey player is the muscles and the worst thing about dating a hockey player is the fucking hockey. 
He briefly considers asking Kip how the fuck has he survived it for so long, but then remembers Kip and Scott did long distance for two and a half years before Scott joined the Centaurs and moved to Ottawa, so the current schedule might look like luxury to them.
For Ilya, the schedule is torture. It was kind of exciting for the first few weeks – the deep, long fuck to say goodbye and the hot, hungry sex once they reunite. But the reality is: Shane is gone for one, two, three or sometimes even four days of the week, because half of the games he plays in the season are not in Ottawa. So second month in, it’s not that fun anymore.
Ilya has to sit and wait – like right now, sprawled on Shane’s couch and staring at the perfectly organised bookshelf – and there is nothing else to do than analyse the feelings he’d much rather ignore and conceal.
He touches the cross and thinks about his mother. 
Then he thinks about Shane again.
It’s becoming more and more clear: the difference between him and his father or brother. Or maybe he’s simply finally ready to let himself notice it.
In many ways, his toxic need to own and possess is intertwined with the gut wrenching fear of being, yet again, left behind by the person he loved unconditionally. He's scared of that. He’s really fucking scare of that and this fear, buried beneath the confidence, independence and strength, fuels an almost primal need to sink the teeth and the claws as deep as possible and keep, keep, keep something that makes him happy. 
Anger is a reaction. When the rage comes, it is possible that Ilya is raging against the solitary darkness which is always just one step behind him, ready to reach out. After all, dogs only bite when they are scared or when you try to harm something they want to protect.
So here it goes.
The dog is the puppy and the puppy is the dog, and Ilya is carrying animals inside his head because he desperately, desperately does not want to be alone.
An explanation is not a justification, though, and if he wants to keep Shane, he needs to learn how to do it without the teeth, the claws and the rage. And he needs to learn fast.
Well, isn’t this a good fucking character development, huh? Ilya deserves a reward.
Still fuck Rose Landry and fuck Troy Barrett, though. Just in case.
* * *
Ilya’s reward comes, unexpectedly, ten days before Christmas.
Shane’s apartment is fancy enough to have an office and that’s where Ilya is, skimming psychology articles on his laptop. He’s trying to choose what should be the focus of the next domming class. The faint sound of the front door being open surprises him. He glances at the time and frowns. 
“Ilya?” 
“In the office!”
His frown shifts into a piercing kind of interest when Shane walks into the room, still dressed in the white suit and the tanktop, with his hair perfectly styled and a pretty, snake-like ring on his finger. 
He’s holding a box in his hand.
Ilya shifts in the office chair.
“That was fast,” he comments casually, but his gaze is focused.
Shane shrugs.
“It was boring.”
“You like boring.”
“Not the crowded kind.”
“Ah, but it was charity, Shanya. Good cause, no?”
“Da.” Shane’s smile seems dangerous. “I gave them a lot of money.”
Ilya raises his eyebrows slowly. He’s sensing a threat. He’s gotten very good at that ever since he started sharing home with a lion. 
“You said you will leave clothes back at hotel first, before you come home. Because stylist rented them.”
“I decided to buy them instead. It’s useful to have one good suit like this.”
Ilya’s gaze slides to the ring deliberately slowly.
“And the jewellery?”
“I will return it tomorrow.”
“Sudden change of plans, Hollander? Is not like you.”
“Maybe I wanted you to see it.”
“Ah. Very pretty ring, solnyshko. Pretty everything right now, hm? Is that what you hoped to hear?”
“Yes. Thank you. I also have this.”
Shane comes closer, places the box on the desk and slides it toward Ilya. 
Ilya watches him for a long moment, before he finally shifts the gaze to the big jewelry box. He knows what’s inside before he opens it. 
The fucking snake-like, thick, diamond necklace reflects the light from the desk lamp. It feels like it’s winking at Ilya. 
Ilya goes very, very still.
“You wore it?”
“No. But I asked to take it with me once they were done with getting me ready in the hotel. In case I changed my mind and wanted it for the photos.”
“You’re getting better at lying, huh?”
“I was motivated.”
“And now it's here for tonight.” 
“Yes.”
Ilya’s gaze is stuck on the necklace. He’s got a lot of filthy ideas in his head, one for each of the diamonds.
“How much does it cost?”
“A lot.”
“Mhm.” Ilya’s gaze finally shifts back to Shane. He drags it slowly up the pretty body, making his appreciation obvious before they make eye contact. Then he leans back in his chair and lets his leg fall apart a bit more, radiating confidence. “So is this for you?”
“It could be for me. But it could be a dog collar too. I guess it depends.”
Oh. Oh, kitty is reckless tonight. They both know Ilya will not let this type of bravery slide in the end, but he will indulge for now. Out of curiosity.
“Depends on what?”
Shane shrugs. He’s feigning indifference and is doing a pretty good job, except that Ilya can read him. He used to be an enigma, but now? Now Ilya can fucking read him just fine.
“Depends on who wins,” Shane declares. “I think we should arm wrestle for it.”
Ilya’s lips stretch in a wolfish grin.
“Ah.” 
Some things do not change, he supposes. Shane’s submission still has to be earned. There are many ways to go about it. Ilya earns it with trust, affection, respect and listening, with buying groceries, going to the home games and remembering to put his socks into the fucking laundry basket. He earns it by being strong and decisive, but also soft and understanding. He earns it, too, with filthy words, rough touches and smartly applied pressure, when needed.
It looks like it might be needed.
He takes Shane in again – doll-pretty, in expensive clothes, with professionally styled hair, back from a gala full of rich, powerful people. All nice and confident, and ready to be ruined.
Ilya nods.
“All right.”
Shane wins the arm wrestling, but Ilya wins wrestling him to the ground and pinning there until the obscenely expensive necklace is locked in place. He feels almost sentimental about it, his mind wandering briefly to the way they fought at The B.E.A.R.S. They both still enjoy a good rivalry from time to time.
But Shane surprises him now, because of course he does. Once the collar is on, he stays on his knees willingly and looks up sweetly, with a spark in his eyes.
“Can I have you in my mouth, please?”
Ah, fuck. Shane gets like that sometimes – needy and pliant, and sweet, sweet, sweet. Getting off on pleasing Ilya, nothing more. 
He says please, and the collar is on, thick and sparkly, and worth an insane amount of money, so Ilya has no other choice than to give into the hunger and drag them both into the depths of desire.
Ilya feeds Shane cock and then fucks his mouth, then bends him over the desk and fingers him thoroughly, and then moves them to bed where they fuck raw. The tests came clean weeks ago – as clean as they were a year ago, because there was nobody else since.
The ring ends up on Ilya’s finger halfway through and when he gently wraps his hand around Shane’s throat, the snakes meet.
“I want to be yours,” Shane whines, breathless and a bit silly, because who else’s could he be when Ilya cum is dripping out of him.
“You are.”
“And I want you to be mine.”
“I am,” Ilya promises and licks clean the mess he made. It’s only fair.
The polaroid camera made its way to Shane's apartment last week. That night Ilya Rozanov creates the most spectacular Serpenti Jewellery campaign and it will never, ever see the light of day.
* * *
Shane wakes him up before sunrise, insistent and impatient in a way he sometimes gets when he hyperfocuses on one thing.
“Ilya. Ilya.”
There are fingers on his shoulder, shaking him gently, then a hand on his chest, then on his jaw.
“Ilya.”
Ilya reaches out blindly, hoping he can just wrap an arm around the menace, or better yet: roll on top of him and make them both go back to sleep. It was a long, long night of fucking and Ilya earned this rest. Unfortunately, his hand hits Shane’s chest instead, because Shane is clearly not lying next to him anymore, but looming over Ilya instead, probably propped up on an elbow.
Fucking fine. Bozhe.
Ilya opens his eyes and blinks a few times to focus his gaze. The menace is lucky he is pretty to look at. 
“What you want, Hollander? Is middle of the night.”
Even in the faint moonlight, it's easy to notice that Shane is determined. His thumb moves along Ilya’s jawline.
“Ilya. I think I never said that I love you before. It became so obvious that I forgot to actually say it. I realised that and now I can't fall asleep. Ilya, listen, please. I love you.”
This is excellent news. Still, Ilya groans, because it's also such a horrible hour. Why is he being punished with love?
“Can you love me enough to let me sleep?” he shoots back, his voice raspy.
Shane tries to grimace but he is clearly unable to stop a small, fond smile.
“You're an asshole.”
“Da,” Ilya agrees easily and reaches out to brush his knuckles sleepily against Shane’s freckled cheek. “Say it again, please.”
“You’re an asshole.”
“Not that one, kotik.”
“I love you.”
“Good.”
“Hey!” Shane swats his chest lightly. “You’re not gonna say it back?”
“I think you heard me say it before. More than once.”
“Ilya. Say it now.”
“I love it when you are annoyed," Ilya says instead. Close, though, right? “Is very cute.”
That earns him a very cute glare.
“Uh. Mad kitty. Come here.”
He drags Shane onto himself and into a slow, sleepy kiss, while the words, THE words, buzz pleasantly in his head and spread warmth all over his body.
The kiss turns into gentle nosing, with Shane slowly settling back half on top of him.
Ilya plays with the dark hair.
“I will marry you one day,” he says softly. 
Grass is green, sky is blue and he will, one day, marry Shane Hollander.
Big, dark eyes blink at him.
“Oh.”
“Yes, oh. Go back to sleep, kotik.”
Fingers dig into his shoulder again. Bozhe, why does he have to be into the difficult ones?
“Ilya. Ilya. Come on. I'm sorry I woke you up, but come on.”
Ilya still has a bad habit of hiding behind the dry, slavic humour and deadpan comments, because the jokes land on the surface instead of sliding in deep, and what can’t reach you, can’t hurt you. He’s working on it. 
Now, he shifts onto his side and makes brave eye contact, brushing his thumb over the freckles that are surely there, but can’t be seen in the dark.
“I did not think I was able to love someone as much as I love you. Is sometimes like it is more than I can contain.”
“Is that a bad thing?”
Ilya glances at the black dog. It’s sleeping, blending into the dark corner so well, it’s almost like it’s not even there.
“Not anymore.”
Shane kisses him first this time, needy and slow, pushing Ilya onto his back to settle on top of him again.
“You are my favourite person I have ever met,” he mumbles after a while, with his face pressed into Ilya’s shoulder.
“Does that mean biting will stop now?”
He can almost feel the teeth before they actually sink into the skin – a phantom sensation acquired from this exact thing happening many, many times before.
He sighs and wraps his arm tighter around the big, needy body.
“Okay, then,” he murmurs, already half-asleep again.
* * *
Shane has some sponsorship meeting or he’s watching tape – or who the fuck knows, that man just can’t sit still – and he leaves early the next day. Ilya goes back to sleep and wakes up properly a few hours later, still alone.
He drags himself to the kitchen, severely dehydrated and smug about it, because of the events that caused it.
There’s a jewellery box on the kitchen island. He pauses. Opens it. Stares. 
A matching set he is now intimately familiar with after last night: the necklace, the ring. Fucking Serpenti. He goes to grab his phone, snaps a picture and sends it to Shane.
Ilya: you forgot to take it back?
Shane: I bought it

Ilya swallows, because that thing probably costs as much as a small house.
Ilya: because you wanted
or because you are scared there is cum on it?
Shane: why are you like this?
Ilya: you love me
bought it for who?
Shane: we can keep it at your place

It took Ilya an embarrassingly long while to figure this particular part of Shane’s kaleidoscope out, but he did, eventually: Shane Hollander is a freak. 
Ilya is not complaining.
Ilya: mhm
for special occasions only?
Shane: yes.
Only in private. 
Is that okay?

Ilya responds after a moment, with a picture of himself wearing the diamond collar, shirtless and still in the kitchen. 
He will not be out-freaked in his own relationship. That is where he draws the line.
* * *
The filthy expensive collar is all fun and games, but Ilya can’t get Shane’s words from last month out of his head: about being claimed outside of their apartments, somehow. Hiding in plain sight. 
Christmas is in just a few days, and though Ilya has never celebrated much – not the Canadian one, not the Orthodox one, because he’s not religious and without it both are just a family thing – he falls victim to the giving spirit this time and does something stupid. 
It feels like too much pressure to actually wrap the thing in paper and hand it to Shane as an official gift, because he might not like it and then it’s going to be horribly awkward, and Ilya will die from embarrassment. 
Playing it casual is a defense strategy they have tried before and it failed miserably, but Ilya can’t be fucking perfect all the time, so he will use it again and he doesn’t want to hear shit about it. Thank you, love you, fuck off.
It’s a box. It’s a small but pretty box, so there is no point in wrapping it in paper anyway. It almost disappears completely in his big hand and he comes close to smashing it accidentally, because his palm is sweaty and he’s gripping it too tight from anxiety.
Shane is kind enough to look curious, not amused.
“Is that for me?”
Nah. It’s for Ilya’s other boyfriend.
Fucking hell.
He waited until after dinner. They are on the couch and they will fuck tonight, because Shane leaves tomorrow morning. Four days: Utah, Colorado, St. Louis. Then a few days off after Christmas.
“Well, can I have it?”
Now Shane is amused.
Fuck this.
Ilya gives him the box.
“Is okay if you don’t like it,” he says lamely, looking like a puppy. “I just thought… You will see. Is just an idea. Is okay if you don’t want.”
Shane opens the fucking box.
It’s a necklace again, but has nothing in common with the diamond snake. The small, gold chain is almost identical to the one Ilya is wearing, but instead of the cross, there is a tiny, simple, sun pendant. It’s very subtle. Innocent. 
Ilya is pathetically in love. 
Shane takes it out and examines it up close carefully while his smile slowly widens. When he finally looks at Ilya, his eyes are shining bright and the knot of anxiety in Ilya’s chest loosens a bit.
“I asked Sveta about the word,” Shane admits quietly. “I know this is what you call me.” He sounds very, very warm. 
Ilya is surrounded by traitors. 
Shane puts the box neatly on the coffee table, then gently hands Ilya the necklace and turns around, clearly expecting Ilya to put it on him. 
Ilya does, though his hands are shaking a little bit, so it takes a moment to fasten the small clasp. He’s never taking the cross off, so he doesn’t have much practice.
Shane turns back around while his hand moves automatically to the small chain. He feels it against his collarbones curiously. He’s still smiling suspiciously wide.
Ilya stares. The black dog is sleeping soundly again, so it’s just him – his desire and his love, quieter this time. Calm. Easy.
“If I am the sun, what are you, then?” Shane asks and he sounds so fucking happy.
I’m the darkness.
“My moon?” Shane teases lightly, unaware.
Oh. Maybe that one makes sense. Shane is the sun and Ilya could try to reflect his light, instead of consuming it.
He can’t say any of this out loud, though – not yet, maybe not ever. Luckily Shane kisses him, all sweet and fond, so he doesn’t have to.
"It's perfect." Shane whispers against his lips. "I love you."
The kiss becomes more intense as they lay down on the couch, Shane spread out below Ilya, hands wandering onto the ribs and the back, and into hair, just to tug the other person even closer. It remains slow, though. Lazy. They have time.
“What about you?” Shane challenges once they take a break and just hold each other, fingers caressing whatever they can reach.
“I don't need one,” Ilya points out.
Grumpy kitty expression makes an appearance.
“What, only I get marked because you are the dom?”
Ilya almost rolls his eyes.
“Oh, yes. That is why,” he deadpans and pushes himself up so that he can take his t-shirt off. Once it’s gone, he sends Shane an expectant look.
Ilya is covered in marks. Fresh and faded bitemarks, hickeys and scratchmarks decorate his shoulders, collarbones, neck, back and chest. It’s obvious what they are and how they got there, so it looks absolutely obscene and kind of immature, but also scary, when you focus on the ones that clearly broke the skin.
It’s been happening for weeks now. A never ending cycle of new ones replacing the ones that have finally healed. The permission for Shane to leave marks on Ilya has been noted in their boundary spreadsheet the moment it got created. It was the only thing Shane insisted on, apologetic, because it does not go the other way.
Ilya fucking loves it. Seeing those marks does something to him. It hits even harder than when he sometimes accidentally leaves a small bruise on Shane.
He’s a slut about it, too. He takes his t-shirt off at the gym, wears clothes with low cut collars, and tank tops when the marks are on his biceps. He shows it off with a smug satisfaction, like a teenager who thinks broadcasting his sex life makes him cool. Yeah, he’s doing exactly that, what about it? It's proof that he is wanted. He wants the world to know.
So no, Shane does not need to put a necklace on him to mark the territory. Ilya is a walking information pamphlet: I have a partner, my partner is a wild animal, stay away or he will scratch your eyes out.
It’s the best.
See, Ilya is slowly figuring some things out. There is an important but not always obvious difference between wanting to own somebody and belonging to each other. One is toxic, the other one is love. He’s got 50-50 chance to not fuck it up.
He’ll take it.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    My sense of humour is making Ilya spiral endlessly because he said something too possessive while in the background Shane calmly, shamelessly, regularly marks his entire body, absolutely unbothered.

Sorry for the long chapter, I really wanted to keep all the jewellery inspired character development in one, ups.

 

I encourage you to show some love to the lovely art linked below, the podfic & the Russian translation!

Up next: they leave the apartment for once and maybe even socialize (wow). But also generally a long as fuck epilogue.

Thank you for still being here. ❤️


  


      

  












      Chapter 22: heading home
  


    Chapter Summary

    Shameless display of endless desire and brazen demand for constant closeness.



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Ilya expects to spend Christmas alone.
He never visits his nieces in Russia on holidays, because it would mean also seeing his brother, and he doesn't feel like going with Sveta to the Boston side of her family this year. He's fine with not celebrating at all. It wouldn't be the first time and if he stays in Ottawa, there will be a man in his bed every night, at least.
What he does not expect is an invitation to Christmas dinner with Shane’s parents. At their house. 
Shane doesn’t really ask, but rather informs Ilya about the plan once it has already been put into all the calendars and spreadsheets. Ilya could find it annoying, but if he wanted to date a sub who wasn’t a control freak, he could have done that. It would actually be much easier to get that model. It’s the basic one. You have to pay extra for the biting feature. 
So Ilya just goes with the plan, helplessly, embarrassingly whipped – enough to ignore the anxiety of meeting (and disappointing) the parents. 
“Do they know you are gay?” Ilya asks when Shane and him are getting ready to leave. The question only now comes to his mind.
“I told them I’m bringing my boyfriend,” Shane deadpans. “I hope they took the hint.”
Ah. Kitty is a comedian now.
“But they knew before?” 
“I think so?” Shane says, this time honest and a little pensive. “We never really talk about it. I distanced myself from everyone when I left for Montreal. There was just… too much noise in my head.” He sighs. “For a long time the only thing we talked about was hockey. And even that not very often. I think I’m not very good at staying in contact.” There’s guilt in his voice.
Ilya looks at him carefully.
“You miss them.” Not a question.
“They are right here,” Shane argues. 
Ilya shrugs.
“It is still possible to miss someone who is right there, I think.”
Shane is silent for a moment.
“Maybe,” he offers eventually. “I guess I'm working on it.” He sighs. Then his gaze softens and he moves closer. “I’m really sorry you never got the chance to come out to your mom.”
Fucking hell. They should be leaving, but now Ilya’s eyes are wet. It’s not only sadness. He still gets overwhelmed sometimes by the amount of care and kindness offered by Shane. He does it so easily, too, as if loving Ilya was the simplest thing in the world.
“Da,” he mumbles, looking away.
Shane is right there. He presses his lips softly to Ilya’s neck, then underneath his jaw.
“Shchenochek,” he murmurs quietly, with a bad accent, then holds Ilya’s face and presses another kiss to Ilya’s forehead.
Ilya gets goosebumps.
Shane is learning the wrong words in Russian. He should know things like dick and thank you, and get on your knees. Not puppy.
* * *
“You are dating my son,” is what Yuna Hollander says after the awkward introductions. 
It is not a question and her tone is a bit cold. Ilya isn’t exactly surprised. There isn't a more protective combination than a dominant mother.
“I will marry him,” he promises, tense but determined, with his hands folded politely in front of his body. He spent years living like a fuckboy and his brain immediately associates her reservation with doubts about his commitment. “But is just dating for now, yes.”
Next to him Shane makes a weird, a little bit pained noise. Meanwhile, Yuna just narrows her eyes slightly, suspicious. The sight is familiar: she is beautiful and terrifying at the same time, like a lioness.
The thought prompts Ilya to glance at David then. He’s staying a step behind, reminding him of a big, patient guardian dog and… Nope. This will not be addressed.
Ilya gets a mountain of food and by the end of the meal, parents’ wary looks turn into pleased, warm glances. He must have done something right. He’s not exactly sure what it was, but it feels nice. 
“It was great to meet you, son,” David says when they are on their way out.
The last word comes out of David’s mouth smoothly, with no hesitance or awkwardness – honest, kind, not disappointed at all – and it hits Ilya right in the chest.
He belongs. 
Maybe. Probably.
* * *
“You're doing it again,” Ilya murmurs softly, watching Shane on the video call.
The sun pendant disappeared in Shane’s mouth a moment ago. It’s becoming a habit for him to subconsciously tug at the necklace gently and play with it in his mouth when he’s deep in thought or stressed out. 
Shane pauses, notices and lets the pendant slip out from between his lips with a grimace. That kind of behaviour definitely breaks some of his rules about hygiene. 
“Fuck,” he grumbles. He called in a bad mood, tense and stressed out. It eased only a little bit. “Fuck everything! It was our worst game yet, Ilya,” he complains. “We’re halfway into the season, we’re supposed to get better, not worse! It was going well in November, but the rhythm is so off now. We’re out of sync and every game is so fucking difficult. I can’t figure it out. I can’t fucking fix it! And I’m so fucking tired of the hotel beds and the shitty hotel gym equipment,” he rants, clearly overwhelmed. “I hate this.”
Ilya leans in, more focused now. It’s annoying he can’t reach out and touch his stressed out man through the screen.
“You hate hockey?” he asks carefully, a little bit concerned. 
“I love hockey: the game, the ice. Not the fucking constant traveling, the league bullshit and all the noise.” Shane makes a grumpy face and pulls on the necklace absently. “I hate noise.”
Yeah, Ilya gets that. The Christmas break lasted only a few days and then Shane went back to his crazy schedule. January seems to be especially grueling so far. More social media bullshit, more sponsorship meetings, more training, because Shane doesn’t like losing. And the fucking traveling.
Oh, the fucking traveling.
Ilya is convinced nobody in the world hates hockey more than he does right now. Every time Shane is back in Ottawa to play home games, it feels like it lasts only a few hours, and then he’s gone again, out of Ilya’s reach. 
The Centaurs lost in Salt Lake City today. Then it’s Denver, St. Louis, Dallas. A short break and fucking Washington next. Ilya is exhausted just thinking about it, and he’s not the one who has to live through it. 
“At least you will always be prettiest team,” Ilya offers with a small smirk, trying to lighten the mood. “Nowhere else all three people on first line are hot. Usually it is one or none.”
On the screen, Shane’s eyes narrow.
“You think Troy is hot?” His tone is odd.
Ilya shrugs.
“I know he is.”
Shane mumbles something and he looks even more frustrated now. 
Uh-oh. 
“Well, I don't want to point fingers, but your hot boy Troy is really fucking dragging,” Shane hisses. “I have no idea what happened, but he’s not passing like he used to. He seems totally distracted on the ice.” The losing is getting to Shane, that is clear. He looks at something above the camera for a while, trying to compose himself, then shifts his focus back to Ilya. “Is he still taking your domination classes?”
“Eh, no. Last time was early November. Hockey takes too much time, I guess. But he also did not seem very excited there after the first few meetings. Maybe got bored.”
“Ugh.” Shane scrunches his nose. “Maybe he should buy a session instead. To decompress or whatever,” he grumbles. He is very noticeably tense and annoyed.
Shane should be here, with Ilya. He’d help Shane relax. He’d take him apart, then put him back together all nice and rested. 
Great. Now they are both getting restless.
“Not everybody is like you, Shane. B.E.A.R.S. can’t fix every hockey player with a good fuck,” Ilya provokes to distract them with something.
“Shut up.”
The angry kitten face is back.
“Barrett is odd dom,” Ilya adds more seriously this time, for no particular reason. He probably shouldn’t share too much, but it’s not like Troy is his client. “Wants control because it feels safe, I think. Is probably not about sex, just… Control as condition for comfort.”
“Well, if he wants comfort, he chose the wrong fucking sport,” Shane snaps. He really is wound up tonight. “He should know that! He is fucking up and that stresses me out, so now I am playing like shit too. Scott is all nice and patient, and he says we should go easy on ourselves, but maybe we fucking shouldn’t! Maybe the team should try harder and Troy should focus more, and then we would fucking win something.”
Ilya lets the rant ring in the silence for a moment. God, he needs to put his hands on that tired, frustrated, lovely lvionok. 
Fuck hockey. Fuck it to death. Worst sport ever invented. 
“You miss being captain?” he asks eventually, because of Shane’s criticism about Hunter. 
Nobody is safe from Shane Hollander’s judgement today, it seems. It’s kind of hot. Or maybe Ilya is just in love. Whatever. Mind your own business.
“No,” Shane denies immediately, almost on instinct. Then he frowns. “Maybe. I don’t fucking know. I miss winning. I miss being on a team that matters.” He deflates slightly after that confession and sighs heavily, sinking lower into the couch. “I knew where Centaurs stood when I got transferred. I know it will take years to get them to the same level as the Voyagers. It might even never happen. But I guess I just thought… I had this naive hope that I will be able to turn things around, if I work hard enough. I hoped that maybe we would miraculously qualify for the playoffs, at least.”
Well. This kind of regret was bound to hit eventually. 
“You still have chance to qualify, no?” Ilya points out gently.
“Don’t pretend you’re rooting for us,” Shane grumbles, but there is no real anger behind the words this time. “You would be thrilled if we didn’t make the playoffs, because then we start the off season early. You want me free as soon as possible to fuck me as much as you want.”
Ilya grins at the camera.
“Ah. So that is your plan for off season?”
“I was quoting you, asshole!”
“No, no. I am supportive boyfriend. I would never wish for my lvionok to lose.”
On the screen, Shane stares at him for a moment with furrowed eyebrows, clearly considering something in his head intensely. Then he shifts and leans in closer to the phone.
“How is your work? Very busy?”
“Nyet.”
Ilya never got back to having clients. He actually resigned even from the non-sexual appointments. Shane never asked him to, it just… felt wrong. He’s sticking to the audio guides and domination courses, with Sveta’s blessing.
Shane gives him a look.
“Hey, come on. Tell me more. I want to hear about your day too.”
Ilya sighs and falls back onto the bed. He holds the phone above his face and watches the freckles.
“I agreed to join that new B.E.A.R.S. project,” he admits a little bit reluctantly. “The one about preparing dynamic education classes for schools. It will be long journey. Year, maybe more, before we are done, da? We have many things to figure out with this. Plan how it should look like. Write all educational aids. Collaborate with many other experts.” He shrugs a bit awkwardly, feeling weirdly shy about it. “I will take another psychology course, I think. About growing up. To prepare more and make sure there is no… how you say? Gaps in knowledge.”
Haden came up with the idea, which is a tragedy, because it’s a good one. He probably stole it from Jackie. Anyway, Sveta picked it up immediately and she’s already networking. They want to offer dynamic introduction courses for schools in Ottawa. Maybe scale it up, if it goes well. 
The thing is: dynamic presents in teenagers, which is the worst fucking moment, really. You’re fighting for a position in high school social hierarchy, you’re riddled with anxiety and insecurities, you’re unsure who you are and trying to figure out what the future should look like. That’s already a lot of pressure, and they this fucking thing hits you. In the world that loves labels, a dynamic status is just one more thing that seemingly defines you against your own will.
Teachers usually suck at talking about it. Parents often suck too. In teenagers, it’s a grey area – a not yet sexual thing that, in many cases, will eventually develop into sexual kinks. The biological need that was quietly taking shape over the years finally makes itself known, affecting not only the organism, but the self-image too.
It’s a complex craving. A deeply personal thing, manifesting differently in everybody. A taboo topic, for some. Even in the modern day there still are schools that teach basic dynamic regulations, instruct the students how to fill out the obligatory dynamic forms in the system and call it a day.
Ilya hated his status when it first presented itself, because it felt like a sentence to become a monster, like his father. Shane hated his own as well, because of the hockey culture. They were stuck in that turmoil for many, many years to come. Maybe they would have handled it better if somebody was there to guide them through it properly. Professionally, without prejudice or stereotypes. Safely.
Maybe Ilya could become that person for someone else, if he works hard enough. He knows monsters and demons, yeah. He’s seen them in the mirror and outside of it. Maybe that makes him the right person to help fight them. He is… how you call it? An inside man.
He used to think that domming clients was the only thing he was good at. It is possible he was wrong about that. A little bit dramatic, maybe. Whatever. Fuck off. 
He blinks, realising his mind drifted. He focuses on the phone again. Shane is watching him with a soft expression.
“I’m really happy to hear that, Ilya. You will be great at it.”
“I will be suffering, forced to brainstorm and workshop with stupid Pike,” Ilya shoots back. Just because Shane makes being vulnerable easier doesn’t mean it is easy. “But is just research for now.”
“You secretly like and respect Hayden, and I know it.”
“Do not annoy me, Hollander.”
“Or what?”
Ilya’s hand twitches. So does the corner of his mouth. But that half-smirk is gone as soon as it appears, because Shane is not here. There is a screen and over three thousand kilometers between them.
Shane must be thinking about the same thing, because his gaze drops to Ilya’s mouth moments before he grimaces. Then he scowls. Then he looks at something out of the frame.
“Fuck it,” he announces finally with a new dose of determination. “I’m flying you to Denver. You can get there tomorrow at about the same time as we do.”
The Centaurs don’t pay Shane nearly as much as the Voyagers, but he invested his fortune wisely and the money makes itself by now, with all the properties and stocks, and sponsorships.
“Maybe if you ask nicely,” Ilya suggests slowly.
“Please,” Shane throws at him, almost mocking and the camera gets closer to his face as he begins to type something on the phone.
“Nicer than that,” Ilya corrects him. A authoritative note slips into his tone. 
Shane shifts, swallows, then sends him a frustrated look.
“Right.” 
“Hollander.”
“Shut up.” Shane keeps taping on the phone, determined. Then he pauses and glances at the camera again, suddenly a little hesitant. “But… can I actually? Can you work remotely for a few days? Uh. Do you want to…?”
Ilya smirks.
“You know I want to. You are soft kitten under all that biting and hissing.”
The glare is back.
“I'm buying you economy for that, asshole.”
Ah. So Shane is ordering himself a punishment – delivered by plane, from Ottawa all the way to his hotel room. Rich, spoiled kitty. 
His, his, his.
* * *
Hollander’s desperation is showing. He doesn’t book Ilya a separate room, but instead tells the team’s travelling manager that he will book his own room, and pay for it, instead of taking the double with Troy, because he feels tired and wants more privacy. It would be suspicious if anybody else announced it, but because it’s Shane, known for his small quirks, nobody bats an eye.
The flight is first class after all. Would you look at that?
There is a second card key waiting for Ilya at the reception.
Shane almost collides into him the second he enters the room. Ilya is wearing a black cap backwards and so the visor bumps awkwardly into the closed doors when he’s forced to take a step back. Shane grabs him by the biceps and clearly wants to bury his nose in the crook of Ilya’s neck, but the big, black headphones are blocking the access. He makes an angry noise that could be called a growl and tries to glare at Ilya, but Ilya is also wearing dark sunglasses, so real eye contact is impossible. It only frustrates Shane more.
“Why do you wear all this? And what the fuck took so long?!” he hisses pushing away. He’s practically vibrating with annoyance.
Ilya stays quiet. He drops the duffle bag onto the flor, shrugs off the black leather jacket, revealing an equally black tank top underneath, nothing else, despite the cold January weather. Unbothered, he slowly takes off the headphones, then the glasses, placing both on the small drawer near the door and finally, finally focuses on Shane.
Still deadly silent, Ilya circles him, moving closer. His body language – not threatening, but definitely dominant – forces Shane to take a step back, then another, until he becomes the one with his back against the door.
They are having the kind of eye contact that threatens to create a black hole and consume everything else, shrinking the entire world to just this. 
Ilya’s strategy is the exact opposite to Shane’s. He does not crash into him. There is no rush. He moves almost lazily. His fingers curl around Shane’s hip and his tightly squeezed jaw and Ilya massages some of the tension out of it before he presses his body into Shane’s properly and leans in for a kiss. It’s slow but demanding. Possessive. A little bit mean.
Shane melts into it with a small gasp, his strong body yielding on instinct.
Ilya breaks the kiss only to make Shane’s mouth chase his own. He smirks, tightens his grip on Shane’s jaw, and gives him more, sliding the tongue lazily back in. Then eventually breaks it again and pats Shane’s cheek lightly.
“Hello. Not a hard word, da? Is rude to forget proper greeting,” he scolds.
“Sorry,” Shane mumbles and with a sigh of relief finally buries his face in the crook of Ilya’s neck. “‘m sorry,” he repeats. “I’ve just been feel so fucking angry for no reason recently.”
Ilya’s attitude shifts from punishing to providing seamlessly and it’s a natural reaction, not a calculated choice. He wraps his arm around Shane tightly, while his other hand slides into Shane’s hair and scratches the back of his head, just above the neck, where the big kitty likes it the most.
“You're not angry, baby. You are tired.”
A barely audible whine escapes Shane’s lips. It’s almost like an exhale, pressed right into Ilya’s neck.
“I hate hotels,” Shane declares, clinging to Ilya shamelessly. “I sleep like shit.”
“Mhm. Is it because of hotels or is it because you have nobody to sink your claws into at night?”
“Shut up,” Shane squeezes him even tighter, shaking slightly. “Don't mock me right now. I just can't right now.”
Ilya rubs his back soothingly. 
“Is okay. I never mock you. Come here,” he moves, still wrapped up in Shane, hoping to lead them further into the room. “Come. I missed you too.”
“Fuck off.” There is no bite behind the words. Just exhaustion and reluctant relief.
“Mhm,” Ilya hums again. “We take a nap before your game. Is in five hours, there is time.”
He expects at least some mild protest, but it doesn’t come, which is kind of alarming. Shane goes willingly and all but climbs on top of Ilya. He pushes his nose into his neck again, shifts, paws at him awkwardly, shifts again, trying to get closer, even though it is physically impossible. He’s restless despite the exhaustion – searching for something. A sensation, a specific position, a smell, Ilya can’t tell. 
He wraps his arms around the big, strong body melting into him again, trying to soothe.
“I’ve got you.”
Shane makes a needy noise again.
“Ilya. Ilya. Thank you for coming,” he says, his tone quiet and needy, but somehow still forceful. 
It seems like maybe Shane Hollander, subjected to all the recent pressure and stress, was too stubborn to ask for help at the appropriate time and got a little bit too deprived for Ilya’s liking.
They’ve been through a lot and many things have changed along the way, but everything suggests that the man in Ilya’s arms will forever remain difficult. 
“You will thank me later,” Ilya promises. “On your knees first maybe, and then we will see. I think I should wake up tomorrow with my dick in your mouth, also.”
Shane huffs.
“You’re a fucking asshole.” He bites whatever part of Ilya his teeth reach first.
“Da. You still missed me.”
Shane shifts again. Still restless, still searching for something. Ilya goes back to rubbing his back slowly, while he racks his brain, trying to figure out what’s missing. His instincts tell him it’s something physical.
A cold nose pokes his neck once, two, three times, while the fingers tighten and release their grip, over and over again, insistently. Unsettled. 
“You want tickets to the game?” Shane whispers, his brain not turning off. It’s racing instead. Ilya can almost hear him thinking ten different things at once.
“No. I have laptop. I will work here.”
“Okay. Good, good. Okay.”
Shane is squirming again. He can’t seem to fucking settle.
Ilya goes with his gut. He shifts his grip and gently begins to push Shane off himself to rearrange them. Shane makes a confused sound, then another, whiny one, trying to come back.
“Shh,” Ilya murmurs, his grip remaining firm. “Roll onto your side, Shanya. Come on, like this.”
He guides Shane onto the stomach, then moves to blanket him completely with his own body, letting the weight apply pressure and push Shane into the soft mattress. Ilya is everywhere now, heavy and restricting the man in a thorough way a simple hug never would.
And finally, finally the restlessness disappears. Shane makes a soft noise of relief and Ilya can feel the tension bleed out of him. He worms one arm underneath Shane’s chest, where Shane has his own tucked in, and tangles their fingers together, gripping tightly
“There,” Ilya praises and tries to squish Shane even more, wrapping the other hand around him as well. He’d compress Shane into the size of a cat and take him back to Ottawa in his bag, if he could. “All mine.”
Shane makes another sweet sound, but it gets lost in the sheets.
They stay like this for a while. Eventually Ilya can feel that Shane starts moving a little bit again, this time not restlessly and urgently, but more like he’s trying to correct a slight discomfort. His limbs are getting numb, probably.
Ilya scratches his scalp gently, then rolls off to the side and onto his back. Shane hums happily, grabs the corner of the duvet and rolls with it as well, towards Ilya, to settle against his chest. Ilya ends up wrapped like a fucking burrito, with a whole ass NHL player stuck to his side, radiating heat. 
Shane looks half-asleep now, with one arm and one leg thrown over Ilya possessively. Big, cuddly, freckled kitty. He gets like this, because he feels safe enough to shake off all the important responsibilities and turn off his brilliant, overthinking brain, even if only for a moment. It’s the ultimate proof of trust. His eyelids drop and his breathing slows down, and he slips under, into the subspace, with no care in the world.
Ilya might never get used to the emotions swelling in his chest when Shane surrenders to him like this – softly and with an almost ridiculous ease. 
The black dog settles on the bed on Shane’s other side, while the puppy curls between Ilya’s legs. It quickly turns into a sauna – all of them pressed together, wrapped in the duvet, in a room where the thermostat was already cranked up. Ilya might get boiled alive.
That’s fine.
That’s perfect.
Leave his gravestone empty. There are no words good enough to describe how much he fucking loves everything about this.
* * *
The Centaurs win. Barely, in the overtime, so Shane will still bitch about it, but they win. 
Ilya watches the game with one eye, working on the script for the next submission guide. That’s his man out there, checking assholes into the boards and tearing through the ice while Ilya lounges on the couch and eats room service. 
Everybody is brought into this world with a purpose and Ilya’s purpose is to be a WAG. 
He takes back that thing about hating hockey completely. There are a few good aspects to it. 
Because the team wins, there will be a celebration. But nobody wants to go out into the January cold and Hunter actually runs a tight ship when it comes to partying and drinking, so it’ll probably be a room hangout. Ilya knows almost everything about hockey life by now, because somebody likes to decompress by ranting about it into his ear. So be it.
He doesn't check his phone now, even though there surely is a message from Shane informing him whether he’ll be back soon or stay with the team for a little while and come back later. It’s a little bit odd, maybe, but Ilya kind of enjoys not knowing. There is something thrilling about the fact that he was brought here to sit and wait until Shane finds the time for him. Especially because once Shane does find the time, Ilya will take charge and collect the payment for all that patience and sacrifice he’s currently exhibiting. 
Not for the first time it is very clear that he and Shane are locked in a cycle of give and take. They both play each other skillfully, action fueling reaction even in the smallest of subtleties. It continues to thrill Ilya and he cannot imagine ever getting bored of it. That kind of dynamic is addictive – lively and always shifting, adapting to their needs. 
He will marry that man. He will. Fucking watch him. 
But for now? He waits.
It might be a while. Shane admitted once that he kind of likes the Ottawa hotel hangouts, because they are actually chill. Voyagers, meanwhile, apparently often enjoyed celebrating by bringing in submissive escorts. There was, allegedly, alcohol and drugs, and fines for the damaged hotel rooms.
Ilya now knows Shane was present in rooms like that a few times during his first year in the team. He was not captain yet – just a rookie. Still a kid, basically, afraid that saying no will make everyone point at him and yell: look, look, this one does not belong here.
It probably would have.
The fucking issue is, Montreal Voyagers are not the exception. The Centaurs are. The NHL is crawling with assholes who are enabled by the league: from a shitty comment to a horrible assault, it all gets reinforced, not punished, by the culture of doms just being doms, letting off some steam. 
Scandals come and go, but criminals stay on the ice. As if putting a fucking puck into a fucking net is an act so globally important, it demands an utmost praise and protection, even when that means an occasional sacrifice of rights, rules and morals. And people.
Blyat. 
Okay, so maybe Ilya still hates hockey. Maybe he just tolerates the stupid Centaurs and is inconveniently in love with a hockey player. What a fucking hardship. 
Boo-hoo. 
He checks the phone afterall, to see when Shane will be back.
* * *
Ilya is covered in fresh marks and ready to fall asleep with his arms wrapped tightly around a thoroughly fucked man, when the knock comes.
He groans while Shane tenses up against him.
“You ordered more food?”
“Nyet.”
“Then what the hell,” Shane grumbles.
“Hollzy!” Somebody calls on the other side of the door. “Hollzy, ‘s an emergency!”
“Is that Barrett?” Ilya frowns. Then his eyes narrow. “Hollander, you better have a good explanation why Barrett is knocking on your hotel room in the middle of the night.”
Shane glares at him, already up and pulling sweatpants on.
“How should I know?! He never did that before!”
“Well, don’t you usually share a room?!” 
Ilya sits up, not sleepy anymore. 
What the fuck?
“Don’t say a word,” Shane hisses, turning on the side light. Then he opens the door, but leaves only a small crack. It’s enough to see what’s going on in the corridor, but he’s blocking the view of the room. “What?! It’s the middle of the night, Troy. Are you okay…?”
As it turns out, drunk Troy Barrett is strong. Also, maybe most importantly, the element of surprise is on his side. He basically collides with the door and manages to push them completely open, despite Shane’s resistance. He stumbles into the room, looking horribly sad.
“Hollzy.” He hiccups. “’m so in love. ‘s so baaad. It will never, ever work... But ’m so in love!” He declares dramatically, swaying slightly.
Well, it would be such a shame if he fell over, no? There’s a black dog in the corner of the room, baring his teeth, ready to jump. Ilya needs to know who exactly this love declaration is about and he needs to know now.
Troy’s unfocused gaze finally lands on the bed. He blinks, processing everything with a slight delay. 
“Why ‘s Rozy here…?”
“Because he's mine,” Shane snaps, sounding annoyed instead of panicked. He shuts the door with more force than necessary. “What are you doing here?” he demands next, scrunching his nose slightly.
There is something particularly attractive about a bitchy Shane Hollander.
There is also a distinctive lack of freaking out in the room, which is… interesting.
Troy sighs, already moving on from discovering Ilya Rozanov – covered in bitemarks and lovebites – in Shane Hollander’s bed.
“Can’t do it anymore, Shane. Jus’ can’t. I want Harris so baaad,” he laments and manages to make a few steps forward without falling over. He sinks heavily into a chair in the corner. “But he’s a dom. ‘m a dom. It won’t work! Why am I so in love if it can’t work?! Fuck, it hurts. Hurts so bad…”
The dog lays back down, curling around the puppy again. Ilya feels his muscles relax. 
Shane stares at his teammate in disbelief.
“Wait. Is that why you’ve been playing so horribly?”
Ilya can’t help but grin at that. 
“Kotik, you can't think about hockey when your friend needs emotional support,” he scolds softly, then looks around, searching for any clothes in his reach. He’s currently stuck in the bed, naked underneath the covers. Normally, there would be joggers or underwear lying discarded on the floor nearby, but somebody is a neat freak.
Troy nods somberly.
“He’s right.” His gaze drifts to Ilya. “Uh. Why are you here again…?” 
“I'm his,” Ilya offers innocently, pointing at Shane with his thumb.
A wrinkle appears on Barrett's forehead.
“'m still not sure what that means…”
“Is not my problem and is not your business,” Ilya supplies. “Talk about love issue. You said in dom class you met nice sub.”
One of Shane’s eyebrows twitches, suggesting he’s battling his own annoyance. 
“Excuse me, what is happening now?”
“Therapy, I think.” Ilya explains politely, then pats the mattress next to himself. “Come back, kotik. We can listen from bed.”
Shane looks appalled. Troy just nods again, mostly to himself. A part of his brain that is responsible for feeling shock is clearly offline right now. Or maybe he’s too drunk to process more than one thing and he is clearly busy processing his heartbreak. 
“I lied about the sub,” he confesses somberly. “I signed up for the classes to see if I maybe can… Get onto the other side, somehow. Was dumb, I know. I just… I want to ask Harris out. So much! I want it sooo much. But what ‘s the point when we are both doms…?”
“Ask,” Ilya says simply. “Maybe is no problem. You never know.”
Troy blinks.
“What?”
“Is possible,” Ilya points out. Then pauses. “You are aware is possible, da? You can separate romantic relationship from dynamic. You can find third person and dom together. You can use dom diaries, together or apart. You can do sessions, professionally. Sexual or not. Or maybe even you can find way to give each other what you need. Depends who is into what and if it fits together somehow, without throwing you both off balance constantly. Maybe. There is many options, yes? Many things to try.”
Troy blinks again.
“What…?” he repeats, slower this time, his focus now fully on Ilya.
Wow. It feels like Ilya has been here before – in October, with Shane. He needs to tell Sveta to plan a dynamic education course for NHL players instead of high schoolers, because they are clearly all being morons about it. They’d get very rich very fast from a service like that. 
He makes an annoyed sound with his tongue.
“Is simple. You like who you like. If they like you back, you talk. You figure it out. Maybe it won’t work, but maybe it will. You have to ask. Is stupid to be miserable before you ask.”
Ilya is a hypocrite, yes. Blah, blah, blah. Get a life. 
Troy keeps staring.
“Also, you are ruining Shane’s sleep schedule right now,” Ilya points out. “That is reckless behavior. Do not do this.”
“Shut up,” Shane mutters, but it’s very quiet. Then he adds, to Barrett this time: “I think they have, uh, consultations for couples at The B.E.A.R.S. And it doesn’t matter what kind of couple it is. Right, Ilya? So if Harris is into you as well, you could go and figure out how to navigate it properly.”
The room falls silent. Troy’s drunken mind is slowly processing all the information, it seems.
“You really think so?” he whispers finally, with a hopeful shine in his eyes. 
“Sure,” Shane offers. “Will you play better now?”
“Shanya,” Ilay scolds, but he’s grinning. He has a bitchy boyfriend and it delights him greatly.
“What?!” Shane hisses quietly, turning away from Troy. “I will literally pay Harris to date him, if that gets us back on track.”
Ilya has a bitchy, cunning boyfriend. It’s the best.
“You should go to sleep,” Shane decides, addressing Troy again. “We’re supposed to leave at nine tomorrow. I’ll walk you to your room, okay? We can talk more about this on the plane, if you want.” He winces slightly as he says it. Offering dating advice is probably Shane’s version of hell. “We’ll make a plan for… whatever you want. Come on, dude. Let’s go.”
He helps Troy up and wraps an arm around him to keep him steady.
“You need help?” Ilya asks, still a little bit amused.
Shane shakes his head, guiding wasted Troy out of the room. 
“I’m good. I’ll be back soon.”
About fifteen minutes passes and then he is, indeed, back.
“I did what I could to make sure he will not choke on vomit in his sleep,” Shane announces, mildly annoyed and mildly concerned at the same time. 
“Very nice of you,” Ilya praises, stretched comfortably in the middle of the mattress, with his arms folded underneath his head. “This is an interesting night.”
Shane shoots him a warning look and disappears in the bathroom for a moment to wash his hands. After that, he turns the lights off and crawls back into bed, but doesn’t cuddle against Ilya this time. He just lies next to him, also on his back.
They both stare at the ceiling in the darkness.
“He saw me,” Ilya says finally, keeping his tone neutral.
“Yeah.”
“He might remember it tomorrow.”
“Yeah.”
“He might tell somebody.”
Shane is quiet for a few long seconds.
“I… That's fine, I think?” He hesitates. “I’m beginning to believe this is actually the only decent team in the entire league,” he jokes awkwardly, but neither of them laughs. “I think… I think I trust them to be cool about it. If they were to find out. And our friends too.”
“Find out about you being gay, da?”
“Well, obviously. My dynamic status is still my business, nobody else's."
“It is also little bit my business, I think.”
“Shut up.”
“Always so rude, kotik.” Ilya sighs theatrically. “You said you don't want to be out,” he points out next, in a much softer tone. He glances at Shane’s profile.
So fucking pretty. 
Shane keeps his gaze on the ceiling, but his hand moves. He’s playing with the necklace again. Ilya is pretty sure he’s not aware that he’s doing it.
“I don't want it to be in the media. Or online. Or, like, a public thing,” Shane admits. “I don't want to make it a thing at all. I’d feel stupid announcing it. But Troy knows now and if, dunno, Scott finds out… If they see you in the hotel… That’s okay, I guess.” He turns his head to look at Ilya and they catch eye contact in the dark. “I’m not as scared as I used to be,” he confesses quietly. 
Ilya belongs in Shane’s life and Shane belongs with his team, and because of that, some things seem much easier than before. Funny, how different the world looks when you are not facing it alone.
“Solnyshko, I am a dom–”
“Wow, really?” Shane interrupts him. “News to me.”
Ilya swallows a grin.
“Quiet! I am dom,” Ilya repeats. “Openly. Is even on B.E.A.R.S.’ website. It will make people who know about us assume things about you.”
“What happened to ‘you like who you like’?” Shane asks then, with a faint note of sarcasm, quoting what Ilya told Troy just moments before.
Ilya will give Shane Hollander three strikes. One more bratty response, and they will not go to sleep anytime soon. That seems fair, right?
“Was true. And very smart of me to say. But many people are idiots. Is not my fault.”
“Right.”
“Okay, Hollander,” Ilya says with a quiet sigh and then rolls onto all fours to loom over a surprised Shane. “I think you like it when I am mean to you.”
“I don't,” Shane assures him immediately.
“No, no, I think you like it,” Ilya argues casually while he guides Shane's arms up and then equally casually, very nonchalantly pins them to the mattress above Shane's head.
“What are you– Oh. Fuck.” Shane's pupils widen slightly and he squirms a little bit. “No, Ilya, I meant: you are right. Because what you said was correct. That was it, I promise.”
“Sure,” Ilya agrees, not giving a fuck. He tightens his grip on Shane's wrist and leans down to scrape his teeth against Shane's neck.
Shane's pulse quickens. Ilya can feel it.
“No, Ilya, wait. I’m travelling in the morning. Wait, wait, wait!”
Shane's beginning to sound deliciously desperate. So many words and none of them was: red.
“Colour?” Ilya asks conversationally, just to be sure.
The more unbothered he acts, the more concerned Shane becomes. It is a learned reaction. They've been here a few times before.
“Fuck,” Shane breathes underneath him, already slightly flushed. “It's green, but come on. Don't be like this…”
Ilya's mouth moves lower, to the naked collarbone.
“Too late.”
“Wait!” Shane begs. “I will fly you to St. Louis with us!”
Ilya pauses. 
He hasn't even done anything yet. Shane is just very good at predicting what comes next. And what – or who – will not be allowed to come next. Shane is predicting that one as well. 
Last time when Ilya decided to edge him, it was hours of tender touches and eventual denial. Maybe a small part of Shane still did not recover.
“I am listening,” Ilya allows.
Shane lets out a shaky breath.
“We have a free day tomorrow. The game is a day later. We could spend some time together. See the city. Fuck. Whatever you want. There's no practice.”
Ilya flexes his fingers on Shane's wrist.
“Hmm.”
“I will be very good to you,” Shane adds quietly. “I promise. I'll do whatever you want, just not now. I'm already tired and it's so, so late. Please. Ilya. Later, not now.”
Unfortunately for Ilya, Shane is very pretty when he begs.
“Okay.”
He sighs theatrically and rolls off his man, onto his side. He settles with his back to Shane, because Ilya needs to preserve some parts of his dignity.
It takes only a moment for Shane to press himself against Ilya. A strong arm sneaks around Ilya's waist, tugging him closer.
“I love you,” Shane purrs, then presses a soft kiss onto an angry red, fresh bitemark on top of Ilya's shoulder.
The menace is learning tricks, fucking hell.
“Ah. So now he is all cuddly and sweet,” Ilya says out loud, seemingly to himself, and does not move.
Shane's fingers dig into his skin.
“You always do that, asshole. Say it back.”
“I love that some of my cum is definitely still inside of you.”
Shane kicks him underneath the covers. It's light, of course, but also pretty bold, coming from a man who just begged his way out of an immediate punishment.
That's okay. Ilya is a patient man.
Meanwhile, Shane's teeth scrape against the back of his neck in a silent warning. 
“Say it back,” he demands again.
Ilya smiles, taking advantage of the fact that Shane can't see his face.
“Ya tebya lyublyu,” he says quietly and means it. “Now sleep, solnyshko, da?”
“Yeah.”
Shane doesn't try to push Ilya onto his back again. No, instead he fucking climbs right over him, to the other side of the bed. Two hundred pounds of a pretty idiot, acting like he's a small cat. He's not. It's absolutely graceless and his knees and elbows dig into Ilya painfully in the process.
Before Ilya comes up with anything to say to that, Shane crawls into his arms, insistent and slightly frustrated until he manages to push his own back against Ilya's chest, wrap Ilya's arms around himself and settle comfortably in the forced, or at least stolen embrace.
It's absolutely fucking ridiculous but also so horribly cute, Ilya suddenly feels an urge to bite too.
He doesn't. He tightens his arms around the menace, more and more, squishing him almost painfully until the urge passes.
Shane just makes a pleased noise.
“I spoil you,” Ilya mutters. There's a note of accusation there, as if it was Shane's action, not his own.
“It's okay,” Shane whispers sleepily and yawns. “I spoil you back.”
* * *
Somewhere between Denver and St. Louis, Ilya gets in a mood.
That evening, in another hotel room, he pushes Shane into the mattress by the nape of his neck and fucks him hard and deep, untill the bedframe groans dangerously and the fingershaped bruises threaten to appear on the hip. It’s a dirty, selfish fuck. From Ilya, for Ilya, thank you very much. 
Then he teases Shane until he’s all wet and sloppy, dripping with saliva, precum and tears, choking on sweet whines and frustrated groans. And it’s all for nothing. Shane goes to sleep still hard and wakes up too pissed off to beg, which leads to him getting absolutely nothing before the game. He chews on the sun pendant furiously on the bench, in full gear, ready to murder.
On the ice, his turns and stops are sharper, his shots are meaner and he checks a guy into the boards so dirty, it almost starts a fight.
“We don’t know what has gotten into Shane Hollander,” the commentator says, “but I'm sure the Centaurs’ fans love it!”
Ilya – sprawled on the hotel bed, with laptop in his lap – smirks at the TV. 
* * *
It escalates, because of course it does. Shane takes Ilya to Dallas directly from St. Louis. Not even to fuck. Just to cuddle. 
Washington is impossible, because there are meetings that require Ilya to be in Ottawa in person and he’s needed in the recording studio. 
Then it’s a home game.
Then a business class ticket for a flight to Tampa Bay appears in Ilya’s inbox, even though a certain menace didn’t say a word about another joint trip.
It continues like this. Shane doesn’t ask or demand. He doesn’t inform either. Plane tickets – or for a bus, or train, occasionally – just keep coming and Ilya can use them or not. They are always non-refundable, no matter how fucking expensive, so he can make the choice even in the very last second.
What it does to Ilya’s brain and dick should be studied. He could swear some fucking chemistry somwhere in there is being altered forever. It’s fucking ridiculous, obscene and possesive. Half of the games are still home games, it’s not a month-long separation, so Shane is such a little shit for doing it – a bitchy, impatient, spoiled only child. Fuck.
Fuck.
It is a shameless display of endless desire and brazen demand for constant closeness, all directed at Ilya. 
He is wanted. 
Somebody wants him. 
Somebody wants him stubbornly and unconditionally enough that the crippling fear of losing it or ruining it, or not meeting expectations just… stays back. A black dog in the shadow. Almost as if it’s not even here.
Somebody wants him and Ilya, for the first time in a very long time, allows himself to fully trust that and enjoy it, instead of pretending it is not true, not important and not needed at all.
See, growing up is a tricky thing. Things shift and come together at the wrong angles sometimes. An armour built for protection by a child can accidentally become a heavy burden for an adult to carry. Not fair, that, but nothing really is.
Still, Ilya is now maybe being repaid for at least some of that past bullshit. He has a boyfriend and his boyfriend is pretty and rich, and he is addicted to Ilya’s dick, which is actually a requirement to become Ilya’s boyfriend, so it’s all working out perfectly. 
That was profound and he is very romantic, yes, obviously. Go fuck yourself, pretty please.
The thing is… Well, the thing is, it escalates. 
“Rozanov? You’re in Columbus…?” LaPointe does a double take in the hotel corridor before he stops.
Ilya – in slippers, relaxed – simply nods. 
And then it e-sca-lates.
Tanner Dillon spots him in the hotel gym in Seattle, where Ilya works out shirtless, showing off fresh scratches.
“Rozy…? Woah. Okay. Cool. Can you spot me?” 
Hayes is in the elevator, in Vancouver.
“Ah. Hello, Rozanov.” 
Chouinard, the ice machine, Boston.
“You again, huh, Rozy?” 
Hunter. New York.
“Rozanov.”
Pittsburgh.
“What’s up, Rozy.”
Buffalo.
“Roz!”
It all plays out in the hotels, always brief, in passing, but not exactly hidden. 
From the very beginning, the players who encounter him remain oddly calm. They also very clearly fight to keep their expression neutral, even though shock would not be offensive in these circumstances. It is only when they think Ilya is not looking anymore that they gawk comically.
Ilya realizes, giddy, that they must be terrified of getting on the wrong side of Shane Hollander.
Some people (Rose Landry) say that for the Ottawa Centaurs, Ilya Rozanov becomes the human equivalent of a phone charger: there is a general assumption that it has been packed, but sometimes it gets left behind. Which is not the end of the world, but a certain deadly machine then seems to be running out of battery faster than usual.
Or, to summarize it all:
The tickets keep coming and the tail keeps WAGging.
* * *
“Wyatt finally asked why are you everywhere.”
Ilya's head is in Shane's lap and he's been getting head scratches for the past half an hour, so his brain feels a little liquid, but he does manage to process the information eventually.
“Mm?”
“Yeah. He did it in our locker room, so everybody was listening. I think maybe they planned it or something. He looked like he lost a bet.”
“Ah. And?”
“I told them you are mine.”
“Is that direct quote, Hollander?”
“Maybe.”
Ilya’s grin is dangerous.
Shane glares.
“Shut up.”
Ilya grabs his other hand and places a mollifying kiss on the knuckles.
“So is media storm coming now…?”
A small frown appears on the freckled face.
“I don’t think so. Scott runs a clean locker room. And they are decent guys, mostly.”
“Okay.” Ilya tries to balance his love-dumbness with rational thinking. “And if it comes out anyway?”
Shane shrugs and his gaze drifts to something further away.
“Weird rumours have been following me around since forever. Especially the relationship stuff and dynamics bullshit. I guess this will fit right in.”
No statement. No confirmation. Hiding in plain sight. A one, big fuck off to the public.  
“And if they ask on the record?” Ilya prompts and closes his eyes, because the paused scratches are back and fuck, he's addicted to them, maybe. A little bit. 
“Then I will say no comment.”
Well. That is as subtle as keeping one's dynamic status private in a subphobic sport known for bragging doms. But Shane knows this and Ilya knows that Shane knows, so there is no point making a comment.
“Okay,” Ilya allows with a quiet hum.
For a while there's nothing, just head scratches. If Ilya shifts his position, maybe he'd get gentle back scratches too.
Wow. For a reason difficult to name, he feels like crying. Not from sadness, just… This. All of this. 
Can you see me, mama? 
Ilya has a home again.
“Ilya,” Shane asks softly after a moment. “Is that enough for you? I don't want you to suffer because of my job.”
Oh, this sweet, silly boy. 
Ilya opens his eyes and pushes himself up to crawl into Shane's lap. He pulls at the collar of Shane's t-shirt and silently presses a kiss to the sun pendant, before making eye contact. There is pure love in his eyes. He knows, he's fine with it. He's gone, down bad, whipped, yeah. So what? You're just jealous.
His thumb brushes over the freckles and he watches Shane's concerned expression shift into fondness.
“Perfect for me,” is all Ilya can say. The rest is too big to fit it into silly little words. 
When he kisses Shane, it's feathery light – all gentle and sweet, almost careful, as if not to ruin the tenderness of the moment. It lasts a small eternity and once they finally find the strength to part, they are lying on the couch, tangled in each other.
“The guys also asked why you don't come to hotel breakfasts with us,” Shane admits eventually.
Ilya keeps running into the Centaurs accidentally, but he is yet to meet them during the away game on purpose. That's why. Obviously, Shane knows that.
Ilya leans back a little bit to be able to observe Shane's expression more carefully. It looks like jokes could be allowed right now.
“What, they miss me?” he mocks lightly. “I am very hot, yes, but I can't be everybody's boyfriend. You told them this, da? Scott Hunter probably cried.”
The teeth sink deep into Ilya's shoulder before he even finishes talking.
* * *
The next time Ilya finds himself staying at the hotel full of hockey players, he comes down to the hotel bar in the morning to have breakfast at the same time as them. They occupy a few of the bigger tables, already fucking loud. 
Shane is there already, because Shane is a freak who gets up earlier than he has to. Ilya comes over and drops down into an empty seat next to Hayes.
“Hello,” is all he offers, before he shoves a piece of a waffle into his mouth.
The team pauses and it's awkward for about three seconds. Then breakfast resumes as if nothing happened.
Shane is staring.
He's staring a lot. Shane sometimes feels like he hasn't stopped staring from the day he saw Ilya Rozanov for the first time, almost a year and a half ago. Because this man is a fucking miracle. 
Ilya is currently surrounded by the professional hockey players and they are all big but he seems the biggest, and they all laugh but he laughs the loudest, and they all chirp but his chirps are the smartest, and it should be called arrogance – it looks like arrogance – but it is actually just authority and he feels safe.
Shane used to believe the only way for him to feel truly safe and comfortable was to be in his own space, alone. He’s got a difficult brain and he’s kind of an introvert, so it made sense. He was very wrong about that, obviously, but that’s not his fault. It took twenty four years for him to receive information that it is possible for somebody like Ilya Rozanov to exist. That feels like a system flaw, not a user error.
He got lucky. He knows he did. Nobody else could be this for him. Nobody else would be so patient and lovely, but also comfortable and confident in a pack of NHL dudes after being flown around the country like a boy toy.
Shane has never met a stronger or kinder man. He used to think you can choose only one.
He is often so overcome with the amount of feelings he has, the only way to dull that buzz is to bite down on something.
Uh-oh.
He can feel the urge again.
It feels pretty justifiable, though, and not really Shane’s fault either. Ilya has–
 He’s so– 
And the abs.
And the biceps.
And the– 
Everything.
Yeah.
Shane is still staring. From across the table, Ilya winks at him, because Ilya is a bastard, and then grins when the angry kitten face appears. He’s still a big fan of that one. 
Barrett kicks him underneath the table.
“Dude,” he whines, glancing at Shane. “Don't piss him off. He skates like crazy then, and Hunter and I can't keep up.”
Ilya processes the information, then waits to catch eye contact with Hunter and winks at him next. Because Scott Hunter is pretty hot for a dinosaur and because fuck Troy Barrett. Affectionately. Then he leans over to steal a piece of toast from LaPointe’s plate, because he can't be bothered to get up and get his own.
LaPointe gawks at him and calls him an asshole.
Ilya tells him to fuck off.
It seems like this whole thing will work out just fine.
* * *
Mid March it becomes clear the Centaurs won’t qualify for the playoffs. There is still time, there are still games to be played, but the current scores clearly show it would have to be a miracle after miracle for them to make it, which is just not realistic. But it is still their best season in almost a decade and, most importantly, they win a home game against the fucking Montreal Voyagers.
Ilya is watching it from the bleachers. Work has kept him in Ottawa recently, so he has to compensate somehow. 
The win is a huge deal, for many reasons. Everybody comes out to celebrate, B.E.A.R.S. crew included. Those are the perks of playing on the home turf. 
“Yo!” Something huge almost collides with the bar next to Ilya. “You’re the guy who got Hollzy stoned once!”
Ilya is the guy who got Hollzy to do a lot of things, actually. 
He turns his head slowly and is met with Marlow’s huge grin.
“You are in wrong bar,” he informs him, because this is the Centaurs’ territory and fuck the Voyagers, really. 
“Yeah, yeah. I begged and Hollzy allowed me to come. Losing sucks a dick, but I missed that grumpy face of his.”
Ilya briefly considers murder. 
Shane mentioned, though, that Marlow was mostly okay and maybe the only decent dude on his old team. So he gets to live. For now.
“I’m Cliff,” the guy offers and flags down a bartender. 
Keith is a way better name.
Ilya’s eyes narrow slightly.
“Ilya,” he introduces himself shortly and with no enthusiasm. 
“So what are you, dude? A fan or a friend?”
It’s a pretty useless question. Marlow just stands there and waits for an answer, either not noticing Ilya’s lack of interest or not bothered by it.
Ilya watches as the thoughts load behind the man’s eyes and it makes him think about Svetlana. She’d be into that – tall, broad, dark hair, stubble and just the right amount of dumb and energetic to do whatever she says. 
She’s somewhere here too. He could introduce them and see if something catches fire.
“Well? What’s up with you?” Marlow presses.
He suddenly reminds Ilya of the specific type of subs he used to do sessions with: all confident and loud for attention, but underneath it secretly eager to be used or humiliated.
That’s a curious thought, hm?
And here is another one, totally unrelated: he wonders how many young, desperate, rich hockey boys found a way to use money to have their dynamic status falsified in the system. It surely can be done. Shane would do it too, probably, if he had wealthier parents and wasn’t allergic to breaking rules. 
“I am with team,” Ilya responds finally, not so hostile anymore.
“Woah. Should I know you? You play…?”
“No. I am like emotional support dog. I look hot and they play better.”
Marlow grins again.
“You are weird, man. I respect that.”
All right. Ilya needs a beer.
A few drinks later he slides into the booth next to Harris.
“You got into group chat,” he accuses.
“What group chat…?”
Ilya makes an annoyed groan.
“WAGs,” he explains, impatient, like it was obvious from the beginning.
“Ah. That's correct.” Harris blushes visibly. “Things with Troy are working out…”
“Okay.” Ilya doesn't care. “Add me,” he demands and takes out his phone as well.
“I mean…” Harris hesitates.
“For Hollander,” Ilya says, annoyed. “Add me. I earned it.” A proud note slips into his tone at the end.
They never came out officially to their friends. The circle of people who have seen them together just kept growing, even though they leave most of their affection behind closed doors. That's private. Except for Ilya's body being covered in marks. That one is a little less private, maybe. 
“Why didn't you tell Kip to do it?” Hunter asks from across the table.
Ilya just waves him off, too focused on his phone screen to talk.
you renamed the conversation “whipped and gorgeous”

Harris laughs at the notification, then looks around.
“I'm going to need you to tell Shane it was your idea to join. And maybe that you physically forced me to agree.” He seems to be only half-joking.
Ilya blinks. He steals Hunter's beer.
“Why?”
“Your boyfriend can be a little bit scary sometimes, sweety,” Harris informs kindly and then waves at Ilya to get up, because he wants to leave the booth and Ilya is blocking the way.
Ilya spots his man on the dancefloor, dragged there by Rose fucking Landry. He might be a little bit tipsy too, because he's actually moving his body in a way that could almost be called dancing.
That's nice. He deserves to have fun. Ilya will later properly reward him for winning, of course. For now, taking advantage of the fact that kitty is distracted, Ilya sneaks outside.
He's not smoking anymore. Really, he’s not. It's just sometimes, when he's drinking. Special celebrations only.
Sveta is leaning against the brick wall. He joins and gestures for her to hand over the cigarette. She gives him a look.
“So you like when he’s mad at you, huh?” She obviously means Shane. 
Ilya rolls his eyes.
“Give.”
“Your funeral,” she shrugs and obliges. “I don’t mind. It’s very entertaining to watch him scold you like a child.”
The smoke hits his lungs and Ilya lets his head fall back against the wall. It’s getting warmer again. Spring is just a few days away. 
He can’t wait for the summer that will follow. No fucking hockey. More sun, darker freckles, shorter shorts. What more can a man need? 
“He does not scold me.” His response comes a little late. 
Svetlana laughs out loud at that.
“He’s keeping you on a very short leash, Ilyushka.” Her eyes are shining with mirth, but there is relief and love there, too.
“Fuck off.”
“Ah. Sorry. So are you flying to Florida later this week or not?”
Well. 
What is it called when a leash has two collars and no handle?
“No comment,” Ilya shoots back.
She smirks.
“You scheduled three studio recordings in one day and pushed forward the expert meeting for our high school project to make that trip possible. Luca has been crying about the calendar again.”
Ilya looks away.
“I dislike you.”
But he also ows her one. A big one. She could have assigned Shane to Boodram, when he first got admitted to the B.E.A.R.S. 
He looks back at her. They are silent for a while. 
“Short leash, Ilyusha.” Her smile is pleased. She steals the cigarette back. “A very short leash.”
Okay, whatever. Ilya doesn't need the leash to be longer. He is exactly where he wants to be. Shane is bossy and controlling, and he’s a serious, stern, big hockey player, yes. What people don’t know and don’t see is that Ilya gets to make him all sweet and messy, and that’s just for him. It’s actually more satisfying this way. 
Ilya is the black, hungry, guard dog and the excited, needy puppy. 
Shane is a grumpy kitty and a cuddly kitty, and the strongest, bravest lvionok.
They fit together in many ways, over and over again, at every angle. Endlessly. It’s a layered, multidimensional, alive dynamic pulsing with love and shifting with desire, and that’s how it should be.
Nobody is ever just one thing.
Later that night Shane gets annoyed with the smell of cigarettes and Ilya gets annoyed at Landry’s hands on Shane’s chest, and they stumble out of the bar together, a little bit tipsy and a little bit horny. Shane’s apartment is not far from here, so they decide to get back on foot and their fingers get tangled together somewhere along the way. It must be the wind.
Ilya will marry Shane Hollander one day. Soon, probably. He’s been trying to explain this for almost five months now and if you still don’t get it, that’s a you problem. He can’t keep wasting his time on this. He’s busy having a man. 
So that’s that.
Thank you, love you. Now fuck off.
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