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for assistance, please call 1-800-go-fuck-yourself

    by sapphic_sprout

      Summary

      Brad Hammersmith @BHammerRaiders
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @BHammerRaiders
@raidersfangirl26 Uh…what did I ever do to you, random teenage girl hockey fan?

ella @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @BHammerRaiders @raidersfangirl26
you skate like bambi on ice and i find it personally offensive. i can recommend a retirement home if you’d like

Brad Hammersmith @BHammerRaiders
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @BHammerRaiders
What the fuck? I’m 34. And why did you tweet last month that “brad hammersmith looks like he has a not-like-the-other-girls complex but he actually is like the other girls”. What does that mean?!

ella @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @BHammerRaiders @raidersfangirl26
you forgot the part where i said it’s ok to be like the other girls

-

In which a group of unlikely queers terrorizes the whole of the NHL, Boston, Montreal, and Ottawa, but most of all…each other.



      Notes

        Yes, I am back. Yes, I’m aware (in theory) that it has been 6+ months since I wrote the original fic. Time moves differently when in grad school. Also, I took a necessary sidequest to process trauma via Shane Hollander in my other more recent fic. It’s crazy: I wrote the cop slide fic thinking it would be a super niche thing that me and like 3 other people would enjoy. I didn’t expect to turn it into anything longer, and tbh I shouldn’t have prioritized writing more fanfic when I haven’t touched the third draft of my novel since starting grad school in September. BUT I got wayyyy too invested in these characters, as you will see, and I couldn’t let all those headcanons just rattle around in my mind forever.

Last fic, I committed to the bit. Then the bit ghosted me, came back, revealed it had 6 mental illnesses, and looked me in the eye and asked me about my relationship to my mother, and now I fear I am irrevocably in love with the bit. We are married and will be buried together. When y’all said you wanted a spinoff fic about Clara and Ella, you probably meant, like, a one-shot of them going down the slide and getting together. However, since I am incapable of being normal about anything, here’s this! It is far longer than it should be, and I’ve probably only finished my initial writing of like….⅔ of the chapters? Maybe? But it’s the last day of pride month today so I was like, okay, give up the idea that you’re gonna write the whole thing before posting it and just send it already. I don’t have a posting schedule in mind…maybe once a week until I finish writing it and then I’ll post more often as I edit.

I would say that this is also a tad more serious than the original cop slide fic, since there’s angst and discussion of more sensitive topics (please check the tags) in addition to just the shenanigans. But the sheer volume of shenanigans I’ve managed to cram in, I hope, will still make this an extremely entertaining and fun read! My only rule for writing this was: commit to every single bit that comes to mind, and I trust you’ll see that reflected in my work. This fic is also more unhinged than the original. One of my friends recently told me, regarding my own recent lesbian shenanigans: “you are reaching levels of messiness that I didn’t know would be possible for you (complimentary)”, so I’m trying to channel that energy here.

If anyone accuses me of using AI to write this OR puts my work into some kind of generative AI, I will find their location and send all the woodland creatures I know to their house with hate in their hearts.

Alright, I have been keeping these two all to myself for far too long. So now, properly, let me introduce you to Ella and Clara.




  






      

  












      Chapter 1: the wrath of the random teenage girl hockey fan
  



    Chapter Notes

      All differences in Twitter usernames and handles from the original fic are intentional, I didn't forget them, I promise. They will evolve over time.

ALSO, please do NOT assume that just because an opinion is voiced by a character in this fic, it is my opinion. This whole fic is just unreasonable people saying shit, and I love that for them. I am also an unreasonable person saying things many times in life. I love nothing more than to die on stupid hills. But I am not these people, and these are not my hills. (This doesn't extend to "opinions" about people's identities. Those opinions are high stakes.)


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  June 2022
“Hello, this is Ella with customer support from HP, who am I speaking to?” Ella answered the call with practiced ease, trying not to let her voice show the utter boredom she was fighting at the moment, tilting back in her chair and staring out the window at the glowing lights of the 24-hour convenience store across the street.
“Finally you pick up, Jesus,” came a familiar, slightly French-accented voice down the line.
“No,” Ella replied automatically, falling forward in her seat instantly so that her socked feet hit the carpet of her apartment and gritting her teeth in annoyance, which, if she had to be honest with herself, might be more in reaction to the leap of her own heart in reaction to the sound of the other woman’s voice than Clara herself. “Not tonight.”
“Ah, ah, you can’t hang up on me, I know the rules,” Clara’s voice taunted, sing-song, down the line. “Not until you fix my problem.”
Ella sighed and rolled her eyes so hard that her head hurt. “And what’s your problem?”
“Thank you so much for asking,” Clara replied, and Ella could just hear the smug smile in her voice along with a rustling in the background of the line, as if she was getting comfortable. “I have many. One is that I spent 20 minutes listening to that stupid elevator music these lines always play. It will be burned into my brain forever.”
“You’re the one making calling a customer service line into a hobby,” Ella retorted. “Actions have consequences.”
“So rude,” Clara tutted on the other end. “Very unprofessional. You know that there’s a survey at the end of this call?”
Ella was utterly convinced that there was no world where Clara would ever answer a survey at the end of a call, but she still let out something that might’ve been between a gust of air and the growl of an angry tiger, then put on a faux-professional voice that dripped with far more offense than her previous tone.
“I’m so sorry, how exactly can I help you today?”
A sound that could’ve been the beginning of a laugh came through the phone on the other end, but it was quickly cut off, as if Clara was trying to keep up the act of bitchy customer.
“I’m having trouble with my printer,” she said after a moment. “It will not turn on.”
Ella sighed, closing her eyes for a moment, and feeling the beginnings of an unwilling smile beginning to twitch at her lips. It had been a very long day, was shaping up to be an even longer night, but maybe this call wasn’t the worst thing to have happened to her. When she’d collected herself, she finally spoke.
“Is it plugged in?” she deadpanned.
“You think I’m an idiot, do you?” Clara replied with equal attitude.
“Mm, last time it wasn’t,” Ella pointed out in a bored voice, leaning back in her chair again and twirling a pen between her fingers.
The last time Clara had called, Ella had been treated to an auditory tour of Clara’s apartment as she’d “looked” for the cord after having praised Ella’s “genius” revelation that it needed to be plugged in to work. The commentary had been very hard not to laugh at, but Ella had stifled it the best she could, feeling somehow that if she laughed, she would lose whatever game they were playing. And she couldn’t have that.
The time before, Clara had claimed that her printer was jammed, and had Ella listen to sounds that she guessed were probably from a dryer for ten minutes, all while exclaiming worriedly about the printer’s “health.” And, the time before that, Clara had called to ask what Ella’s professional opinion was on whether cleansing the printer with salt and a selenite crystal would make it work better. Ella still wasn’t entirely confident that Clara even had a printer, but, real or not, she’d learned a lot about it, including that its name was Clyde, it was a Scorpio, and it worked better on Tuesdays.
Ella had been clocking in nights on this customer service phone line for the past year and a half, since she’d had to quit her coffee shop job after grad school classes had claimed her daylight hours, and she had to admit that the past months of sporadic calls from Clara had brightened the monotony just slightly. They were certainly more entertaining that listening to 70-year-olds bitch her out as they tried to conceal that they didn’t know where the “on” button of their desktop was. But that was all she would allow.
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Clara replied with all the conviction of a paid actor, making Ella stifle a snort with her hand before schooling her face.
“Of course you don’t,” she responded dryly. “Well, we can try some things and see what works.”
This was always how it went at first. Their strange game (which Em would call “roleplay but you’re not ready for that conversation,” Beau called “foreplay but make it weird,” and just made Lily look at Ella like she was an interesting scientific specimen to analyze) always started with them half pretending not to know each other, with Clara faking an aggrieved customer to varying levels, and Ella dealing with it by going through the motions as if she had a real concern. This would eventually turn the teasing into something softer, more like a conversation they were still pretending not to have and not acknowledging.
Sometimes, they would get into a debate about hockey, which was the only thing that got either heated enough to really drop the pretense of the fake customer service call, but more often, the origins of their strange relationship with one another could be forgotten in the liminal space that was the phone line. Then, eventually, inevitably, Clara would hang up, and Ella would plaster the customer service façade back over herself again to deal with the next person yelling at her over the line.
It had become a thing. A routine within a routine. Something Ella had been loathe to label as a pattern until after the third time she’d heard Clara’s voice on the other end of the line, all innocence in her smooth, low tone with its subtle accent from a lifetime of living in a bilingual country and family—details Ella had learned in bits and pieces over the past few years.
It didn’t even happen that often—so little, in fact, that Ella starkly refused to acknowledge the reason a little piece of her thrummed with electric anticipation each evening when she logged onto work. But still, it was enough. Enough for Ella to perfect her cranky greeting. Enough for Lorna—the other customer service rep Ella knew who worked during her same hours and in the same niche of region, department, and specialty—to have reached out to her delicately over their chat to tell her that she’d noticed that a certain phone number always hung up as soon as she answered the call, but stayed on the line when Ella did. After reassuring Lorna that she wasn’t being stalked, Lorna had begun to forward those calls to Ella without further comment. And, it was also enough for Ella to wonder every single time why in the world Clara was willing to endure elevator music for an extended period of time just to antagonize her over the phone.
And yet…and yet…well, maybe Ella understood. Because maybe it had been her that had started the whole thing, that January. And, years before that, maybe it also had been her who’d actually sent that first DM after so long just subtweeting and baiting one another in Twitter threads. And for even more years before that—no. Ella firmly closed the door on those recollections. She firmly closed the door, too, on any thought of the heat in her cheeks other than to again curse the shittiness of the window A/C unit she and Beau had picked up from the sidewalk a few blocks away after they’d first moved into this place, and dropped twice on the stairs while climbing up to their apartment. Because that was all it was.
Ella tuned back into the conversation to hear Clara say she was going to pick up the printer and shake it to see if it would work then, and, before she could protest to that crazy idea, she heard an unmistakable sloshing sound that made her roll her eyes so hard she could hear her grandmother’s voice in her head warning her that they would stick that way.
“The water sounds might be part of the problem, if that’s your printer,” Ella said in what she thought was a valiant effort at professionalism given the circumstances. The circumstances being the fact that Clara had clearly either just shaken a water bottle in front of her phone’s microphone for effect, or that she had a fish aquarium and had decided that it was worth jostling the inhabitants for the sake of committing to this incredibly weird bit. Really, Clara might as well build her own sound effects studio at this point.
“Vraiment?” Clara replied with such convincing faux-surprise that Ella wanted to bang her head against her desk in frustration and laugh hysterically at the same time. “I just watered it the other day. Maybe it didn’t drain properly.”
The ludicrousness of the statement, and the fact that Clara was able to keep up a serious tone while pretending to Ella that she was under the impression that she needed to water her printer like a house plant, made Ella’s composure actually break, and she let out a loud, uncontrollable snort of laughter, quickly stifled for Beau’s sake as well as Ella’s own dignity.
“You are the most ridiculous person I have ever met in my life,” she muttered under her breath before she could stop herself as she pressed her fingers into her closed eyelids.
“What was that?” Clara asked innocently, with just the hint of a smile in her voice that told Ella she’d heard exactly what Ella had said.
Clara: 1

Ella: 0
Ella tamped down the knee-jerk “go fuck yourself” that rose the surface and took a few deep breaths. She could almost hear Clara’s triumph on the other end of the line.
“I said that I think you may want to put your printer in some rice,” Ella said in a remarkably steady voice after she’d collected herself.
From the other end of the line, the sound of a full laugh rang out, not stifled quickly enough this time to be mistaken for something else, and a jolt of triumph went through Ella.
Clara: 1

Ella: 1
“Oh, wait,” Clara announced after a moment, and then there were the sounds of a machine whirring to life, though Ella still wasn’t completely convinced that it was the aforementioned printer. “It’s now working! I think the shaking was helpful in the end.”
When the call ended five minutes later, it was all Ella could do to lean back in her chair, stare up at the cracks on the ceiling, and question the life choices that had gotten her into this situation as she cursed the helpless smile on her face and the electric thrum under her skin. Because, well…the unfortunate conclusion she’d come to minutes before was still correct, in that she had absolutely no one to blame but herself.

EIGHT AND A HALF YEARS EARLIER…
September 2013
ella @raidersfangirl26

hello internet i’m here to discuss wtf was going on with that raiders power play in the second period vs the admirals
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

like sorry to whatever midlife crisis hammershit is clearly going through rn but i could literally skate better on a torn acl
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

lmao what? who are you?? it’s just pre-season, not that deep
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

what is that deep is the kidney stone i assume he was passing on the bench after, given his facial expression
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

are you a fan or just a troll, the handle is throwing me off
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

fan. but not of hammershit, he needs to retire
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

wow okay you’ve had your account for like 2 minutes and you immediately came and chose violence
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

i thought this was how twitter is used
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

you got me there


October 2013
ella @raidersfangirl26

absolutely GLORIOUS check of dallas kent. suck it toronto. marley, you have my sword
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl

ok, we agree on something for once
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

side note: you really do like violence, don’t you?
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

this is the entire reason i’m getting back into hockey. i’m not ashamed
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

mad respect for that. also, you terrify me
[EM @masshole21 started following ella @raidersfangirl26]

[ella @raidersfangirl26 started following EM @masshole21]

…
Direct Messages: ella & EM
EM: so are from boston/mass or just a fan of the raiders
ella: i literally don’t know you, what

ella: why would i tell you that

ella: regardless of her other faults, my mom taught me stranger danger just like everyone else’s
EM: oh yeah. but also geez

EM: i swear i’m 17 and not a pedophile. and i’m always looking for more friends who like hockey and aren’t asshole straight men
ella: wow what if i was a pedophile? also you could just be saying that
EM: LOL you’re funny. ok have fun being mysterious then, i guess
ella: i will, thanks
…
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

that goal by roz in the first period!!! i feel like it defied the laws of physics??
beau @puckeater

Replying to @rozanov81forever

i am currently clawing my way towards a pass in physics so i have no leg to stand on but i agree
EM @masshole21

Replying to @puckeater @rozanov81forever

i don’t want to jinx anything but i’m honestly starting to think that we might have a real chance for the cup this year!? is that crazy??
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @puckeater @rozanov81forever

no bad luck!!! but….we have a good chance since hammershit is on IR so second line looks less like toddler bumper cars
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @puckeater @rozanov81forever

rozy better not have to carry this whole thing on his back!! we need him functional to score goals and do violence
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @puckeater @rozanov81forever

@masshole21 ……… 😶this one yours???
EM @masshole21

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @puckeater

….sorry, yeah, this is normal
beau @puckeater

Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @puckeater

@raidersfangirl26 LOL lets be friends
[beau @puckeater started following ella @raidersfangirl26]

beau @puckeater

as much as i like the actual hockey part, i also do love it when they start to punch each other. now let’s play: WHO’S losing a tooth today?
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @puckeater

trick question. it’s rozy. it’s always rozy
EM @masshole21

Replying to @rozanov81forever @puckeater

how many real ones does he even have left, do we think?
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @puckeater

i think at least….five
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @puckeater

never forget the time that one of his fake teeth fell out on the ice apropos of nothing and he just picked it up and put it back into his mouth, then when asked about it after, said: “ah yes, this happens sometimes”
beau @puckeater

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @puckeater 

dentists fear him. imagine thinking you can just put a tooth back in
EM @masshole21

Replying to @puckeater @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

pov: you’re kissing star center ilya rozanov. you feel something hard hit your tongue. you pull back and spit it out. it’s a tooth. the rest of his teeth begin falling out. “ah yes, this happens sometimes” he says
ella @masshole21

Replying to @masshole21 @puckeater @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26

hi hello what the actual fuck. SO glad i didn’t tell you my location now
[hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever started following ella @raidersfangirl26]

ella @raidersfangirl26

i feel like if ilya rozanov skated over me somehow that would fix all of my problems
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

…you’d be dead?
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

maybe, maybe not. never underestimate me
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

my understanding of human physiology is minimal, but i am relatively certain that would kill most people
beau @puckeater

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

i say follow your dreams @raidersfangirl26. don’t let the body get in the way of the soul
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @puckeater @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

don’t even get me started with you
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @rozanov81forever @puckeater @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

i was meaning to ask about the handle @puckeater
beau @puckeater

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @puckeater @masshole21

https://www.reddit.com/r/hockey/comments/wc2kx/would_it_mess_me_up_if_i_ate_a_puck/
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @puckeater @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @masshole21

dank. have you tested it yet?
beau @puckeater

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @puckeater @rozanov81forever @masshole21

some people’s puritanical sensibilities are holding me back. but one day
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @puckeater @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @masshole21

you will put me into an early grave
EM @masshole21

Replying to @rozanov81forever @puckeater @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

this is the most entertained i’ve been in years. @raidersfangirl26 you’re part of the group now and i’m keeping you. don’t bother arguing.
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @puckeater @raidersfangirl26

oh, great, just what beau needed. a friend with even less regard for their own personal safety than him
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @puckeater @raidersfangirl26

i guess i really have nothing better to do these days. why not
[ella @raidersfangirl26 started following beau @puckeater]

[ella @raidersfangirl26 started following hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever]

…
Direct Messages: ella & EM
ella: so you all already know each other?
EM: oh, hi! yeah, beau, lily (hockey addicts anonymous), and i (em pronounced like m) went to elementary school together before beau started private school and lily’s family moved to new york. but we all liked hockey and went to raiders games as kids together
ella: huh

ella: so this really is a whole group thing
EM: yeah but try not to feel weird about us having known each other longer. it’s pretty recent we all started talking over twitter, especially since lily doesn’t live around here anymore. beau and i stayed a bit closer, but it’s been complicated to keep in touch over the years
ella: is “here” boston?
EM: yup

EM: this is feeling very 1-800, you know
ella: fine, fine. i’m ella, i’m also 17, i live in falmouth, i’m a hockey addict. happy?
EM: ecstatic
ella: i feel like your username is misleading marketing
EM: just say you’re a bigger masshole than me and move on
ella: i’m a bigger masshole than you

ella: i also only really recently got back into hockey bc i have suddenly a lot of free time i need to fill, and i don’t have many local friends who are into it

ella: so thanks for including me in your group or whatever
EM: you’re adorable
ella: fuck off
EM: why do you suddenly have a lot of free time to fill?
ella: EH! sorry, time’s up! no more questions
EM: should’ve expected that lol

June 2014
City of Boston @CityofBostonOfficial

Our own Boston Raiders are now the Stanley Cup Champions for the 2013-2014 season!! @BostonRaidersOfficial 
Boston Raiders @BostonRaidersOfficial

Replying to @CityofBostonOfficial

We couldn’t have done it without the support of our fans!!
Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov

Replying to @BostonRaidersOfficial @CityofBostonOfficial

We will bring Stanley cup to every bar in city and I will drink McGillicuddys out of it for all of Boston
Cliff Marleau @CMarleauRaiders

Replying to @IlyaRozanov @BostonRaidersOfficial @CityofBostonOfficial

and then he’ll puke it right back up into it, as god intended
Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov

Replying to @CMarleuRaiders @IlyaRozanov @BostonRaidersOfficial @CityofBostonOfficial

YOU will puke. Russians do not puke, not even when drinking toothpaste flavor rubbing alcohol.
City of Boston @CityofBostonOfficial

Replying to @IlyaRozanov @CMarleuRaiders @BostonRaidersOfficial @CityofBostonOfficial

@IlyaRozanov @CMarleuRaiders We look forward to seeing pictures either way and encourage @NHL to sanitize it well afterwards! Go Raiders!!!

ella @raidersfangirl26

gonna be the biggest stereotype ever rn to say that this! is!! wicked!!! fucking!!!! pissah!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! #RaidersStanleyChampions2014
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

!!!!!!! i will never shut up about this. this is gonna be my personality until at least august!!! 🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉🎉
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

watching roz raise the cup 100000/10. he was so emotional! i cried! HE cried! i died!
beau @puckeater

Replying to @rozanov81forever @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

my mom’s pissed at me for shouting. my dad’s annoyed bc i’m 100x more excited about this than getting into BU. i don’t even give a shit!!!! 🕺🕺🕺
EM @masshole21

Replying to @puckeater @rozanov81forever @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

wait, record scratch - you’re going to BU???? in the fall????
beau @puckeater

Replying to @masshole21 @puckeater @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26

yeahhhh?? why? i literally could not give less of a shit rn i wanna get #whitegirlwasted on nips and run naked in the streets
EM @masshole21

Replying to @puckeater @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26

I’M GOING TO BU TOO. IN THE FALL. WHY DIDN’T YOU TELL ME YOU GOT IN???
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @masshole21 @puckeater @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26

@masshole21 i’m also going to BU in the fall. and @puckeater maybe don’t do the white girl wasted thing, or at least not public indecency
EM @masshole21

Replying to @rozanov81forever @masshole21 @puckeater @raidersfangirl26

hello what???????!!!!! am i the only one freaking out over this!?????????? the reunion tour is happening and you all are just chill?!!?!
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @puckeater @raidersfangirl26

@masshole21 if i tell you i’m also going to BU in the fall, will you let us get back to celebrating the raiders’ cup win?
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @puckeater

AND IT GOT EVEN BETTER?!!!!! HELLO?!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! ARE YOU ALL NOT SEEING THESE STARS ALIGNING??!!!
beau @puckeater

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @puckeater

anddddddd we’ve lost them. i’m gonna go drink until i puke now
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @puckeater @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever

@masshole21 it’s exciting! but lets maybe pick back up this discussion in a week when the rest of us care again

Brad Hammersmith @BHammerRaiders

Congrats to my team @BostonRaidersOfficial, wish I could’ve been on the ice but was cheering on from the sidelines!
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @BHammerRaiders

shout out to hammer for being on IR! couldn’t have gotten the cup without him and the choices he made to get us there
Brad Hammersmith @BHammerRaiders

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @BHammerRaiders

@raidersfangirl26 Uh…what did I ever do to you, random teenage girl hockey fan?
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @BHammerRaiders @raidersfangirl26

you skate like bambi on ice and i find it personally offensive. i can recommend a retirement home if you’d like
Brad Hammersmith @BHammerRaiders

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @BHammerRaiders

What the fuck? I’m 34. And why did you tweet last month that “brad hammersmith looks like he has a not-like-the-other-girls complex but he actually is like the other girls”. What does that mean?!
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @BHammerRaiders @raidersfangirl26

you forgot the part where i said it’s ok to be like the other girls
Brad Hammersmith @BHammerRaiders

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @BHammerRaiders

What?????
Cliff Marleau @CMarleauRaiders

Replying to @BHammerRaiders @raidersfangirl26

😂😂😂my brother, maybe don’t make it a habit to look at random teenage girls’ twitters. someone could get the wrong idea
Brad Hammersmith @BHammerRaiders

Replying to @CMarleauRaiders @BHammerRaiders @raidersfangirl26

@CMarleauRaiders I looked at her account and all she does is make fun of me on there? I don’t understand!
Cliff Marleau @CMarleauRaiders

Replying to @BHammerRaiders @raidersfangirl26

@BHammerRaiders maybe next time don’t call her “random teenage girl hockey fan”....could be part of why

[ella @raidersfangirl26 retweeted this]
…

Text Thread: Ilya & Cliff Marleau
Marley: hahahaha have you seen hammersmith getting into it with a teenage girl on twitter?
Roz: No??? And this is what you do after we win Stanley Cup, Marley? Should be getting drunk and having foursome.
Marley: i’m a taken man, rozy, stop propositioning me. and you know i partied yesterday bc you were with me
Roz: Taken for now, until you start leaving socks on floor and she kicks you out again. And sorry, but you are not my type
Marley: 🖕
Roz: Yes, yes, I know it is hard to be rejected. Alright, tell me about Hammer getting beat up by teenage girl
Marley: [Screenshot of Twitter exchange]

Marley: and honestly i thought he was overreacting, but then i looked at her twitter and he’s totally right that she makes fun of him….a LOT

Marley: some of it’s fucking HILARIOUS though, she’s better at chirping than half the league
Roz: 😂

Roz: Okay, yes, I do like this. Hold on I will follow.
Marley: omg dude don’t follow random teenage girls on twitter, you’re gonna get fucking tarred and feathered at the next press conference
Roz: I don’t know what this means. And you think I am idiot, Marley? I have a burner account.

Roz: And all I want is fresh material for chirps. Teenage girls always have best chirps. Nothing weird.
Marley: ok just don’t fucking blame me if it gets out or something
Roz: 🙄
…
[Scott Hunter Nursing Home @dinosaurhunter81 started following ella @raidersfangirl26]

August 2014
Text Thread: “BU”
Em: sooooo….when are we meeting?!
Ella: i’m about to start driving up now so i’ll probably have to spend more of today moving my stuff in. i think my dorm is like three floors up and there’s no elevator!! i’m going to die basically
Em: do you need any help? i’m living at home to save money, so no moving for me
Lily: you’re gonna commute from dot every day? really??
Em: lol yeah i’m gonna see how it goes this year, might live on campus next year if it’s too annoying
Ella: thanks, but i have a friend from home helping me. she’s flying out to college from logan this evening, too, so i’m planning to spend the rest of the day with her before she goes
Lily: not your parents?
Ella: nope
Em: understandable! lily, i’m also happy to help out with your move if you want! beau……i would help but…..not sure if you want me to
Beau: yeah, sorry, em. probably not the best idea
Em: so your parents are there?
Beau: no, but cam is (that’s my brother, for those who don’t know)
Ella: you can just say my name, it’s fine
Beau: didn’t want to leave you out of the loop
Ella: thanks. although your texts are vague so i don’t really know the context anyway. but it’s fine. i gotta get on the road in a minute anyway
Lily: i’d love the help, em! i’ll be getting there tomorrow morning/midday. my parents would also love to see you again since it’s been like, what? three years?
Em: crazy that it’s been that long! i’m excited to see them again too
Beau: i can also help out & meet up tomorrow! no more family around then
Ella: same, if you also want me!
Lily: that would be great! thanks!

Lily: also someone needs to think of a better group chat name stat
Ella: agreed
Em: well i’m open to ideas 🙄
Beau: i got you
[Beau named the conversation “raiders groupies”.]
Lily: new rule: beau is never allowed to name anything

Lily: being publicly online friends with someone whose handle is “puckeater” is bad enough. please don’t embarrass me in real life, too
Beau: and yet you don’t seem to have a better idea
…
Em was practically bouncing on the balls of their feet as they stepped off the subway and onto the Boston University campus for the first time as a student the next day. It felt different, somehow, to view the students getting out of cars and lugging boxes up to the stairs in front of old brownstones, wiping sweat off their brows, when Em was now one of them. Of course, they were still living on the other side of the city with their parents in their childhood home—the top floor of a triplex in Dorchester—instead of moving into the dorms like so many other freshmen, but it was the thought.
Still, the walk through campus was only half as exciting as what waited for them outside one of the large dorm towers at the center. It was the old sedan parked outside that Em saw first, identifiable with its scratched paint and a faded blue bumper sticker that still proudly read: “Obama ‘08” on the back. A bubble of warmth expanded in Em’s chest as they remembered climbing into the back of that same sedan to squish in next to Lily and Beau as an eight-year-old after watching hockey games at TD Garden. They could almost smell the lingering scent of vending machine hot chocolate that always clung to their clothes as the three would talk over each other in giddy excitement in response to Mr. Song’s questions about the game from the driver’s seat, Mrs. Song smiling from the passenger seat and not correcting their poor recap as she took her husband’s hand over the console.
Em didn’t realize that they’d stopped in the middle of the sidewalk until someone cleared their throat pointedly behind them, and they glanced around to quickly slide out of the way of a girl rolling two large suitcases. Em couldn’t help but snort quietly to themselves, wondering if the dirty look the girl threw at them as she passed was meant to be cutting, or if she was also from a place where a glare like that could almost be termed neighborly behavior.
“Em?” a voice broke through their thoughts, causing them to jerk their head upwards, their pulse immediately leaping at the familiar tone, eyes latching onto the person attached to it.
And…well. Em had been expecting a change. That was a bit inevitable when they hadn’t seen their friend in person since both had been awkward fifteen-year-olds still valiantly trying to securely ducktape their assigned gender labels to themselves, though they’d never seemed to stick properly, leading to both throwing them out the window in the time since. But while Em knew that Lily was Lily now, and while they’d gotten spare details as she’d mentioned growing out her hair and starting to wear makeup and feminine clothing, they’d never tried to form all these facts into a picture in their mind. Em had honestly been more self-conscious about what changes Lily or her parents might see in them, from the wavy blonde hair that had darkened to a light brown over the years and then been cut short, with just a hint of an emerging mullet in the back, to the muscle they’d gained recently to broaden their shoulders and fill out their biceps a little. Still, Em thought that it might’ve been good after all that they hadn’t thought to picture Lily, since any picture they’d have come up with would’ve been a poor imitation.
Lily’s hair had grown into a silky sheet of black locks that fell to her shoulders and caught the light when she moved. Her cheeks seemed to have rounded more, but maybe that was just because the grin splitting her face was wider than Em had seen it since childhood, pink lips parting to reveal the slight gap between her two front teeth far more than her previously shy smile had ever allowed. And her eyes, well…they looked larger than life in her face, more doe-eyed than ever before, framed by thick and darkened lashes.
Em swallowed, willing the slight heat in their cheeks to disappear. So Lily had gotten pretty. They could handle that.
“Hi, Lily,” they said, a beaming smile breaking across their face and revealing a dimple as they stared at their friend.
“Hi, Em,” Lily returned, smiling even wider, if it were possible.
It was unclear who ran forward first, only that, in an instant, they were hugging one another hard enough to suffocate, with neither seeming to care. When they released one another, Em stepped back and asked, in only a slightly disgruntled tone:
“Did you get taller?”
Lily laughed. “No, you just stayed short,” she said. “I’m only 5’6”. That’s not tall. If you want someone to be mad at, look behind you.”
Em spun around, and immediately let out a groan loud enough for the pale, gangly boy with his signature floppy brown curls to hear from where he was bounding across the street towards them.
“It has been less than a year since I’ve seen you last!” Em shouted to Beau, cupping their hands around their mouth despite the shrinking distance between them. “How have you turned into a tree?!”
Beau laughed, loud and bright, and didn’t hesitate to wrap his arms around both of them, Em hiding their wide smile against his chest as they squeezed back, all the while grumbling aloud about his excessive wingspan.
“I’ve missed you, too,” Beau returned as he pulled back, joy dancing in his eyes alongside just a dash of pain, Em giving a tearful smile in return.
“I’m not interrupting anything, am I?” came another voice from behind them before Beau could properly greet Lily, and the three turned in unison to see who’d spoken.
The girl that stood there was nearly as tall as Beau, though while Beau had the awkward posture and gait of someone who’d grown a lot in a short period of time and didn’t know quite what to do with his limbs yet, this girl held herself high, almost like a dancer. The elegance of her posture didn’t translate to her outfit, though, as she was wearing a bright red BU t-shirt with a hole already forming in one of the sleeves, denim cutoff shorts, and sneakers. She sported a full ponytail of long, only-slightly-unruly chestnut locks, and had a dense smattering of freckles covering her fair skin, with the brown eyes framed below thick eyebrows conveying what Em thought was probably her default challenging look. Combined with the arms crossed loosely over her chest, the smile that lifted one corner of her mouth higher than the other, and her stance that mirrored it, with more weight resting on her left leg than her right, she was all bravado. Only the curious black brace that encased her right knee and the slight tension in her expression hinted at any vulnerability under the surface. All in all, Em had absolutely no doubt in their mind who this newcomer was.
“Hello, Ella,” Em greeted with an affectionate roll of their eyes, their smile widening again into something that they knew would make their face hurt in the days to come. At the moment, they didn’t care.

September 2014
Text Thread: Ella & Em
Ella: you didn’t tell me beau has a summer home on the cape
Em: oh yeah i forgot

Em: is that a problem?
Ella: 🤮
Em: taking that as a yes
Ella: why are we friends with an econ major anyway? don’t you know that math is the devil’s sacrament??
Em: lily’s planning to major in biochem, and you’re literally in sargent college so i think i’m the one who’s probably going to encounter the least amount of math here as a psych major. remember what they say about glass houses?
Ella: lily and i women in STEM, not the same

Ella: and beau went to private school 🤮
Em: you’ve known him for like 5 seconds, can you be chill and not turn into the attack dog we all know and love from twitter just yet?

Em: also, tough words for someone who currently goes to a private school now
Ella: college is different
Em: you tell yourself that

Em: now stop texting me, we’re both supposed to be paying attention to the lecture
Ella: fine, but if i devolve into psychosis via too much freud and stab out my own eyes oedipus style, you’re gonna be responsible
Em: at least i’ll have peace and quiet then
Ella: as if that could shut me up

October 2014
ella @raiderfangirl26

boston is great so far. there’s no fucking parking anywhere but at least everyone is an asshole
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

knew you’d fit right in
beau @puckeater

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

welcome to the city
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

i’m not usually right about this but i’m pretty sure this isn’t even sarcasm??
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26

you’re right

City of Boston @CityofBostonOfficial

Suggestions for how to improve the city? Come to our open City Hall meeting this Friday at 2pm!
EM @masshole21

Replying to @CityofBostonOfficial

i have a class then but you should make a version of the T that doesn’t break down twice on the way from dot to BU
beau @puckeater

Replying to @CityofBostonOfficial

lower the drinking age to 18
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @CityofBostonOfficial

make it legal to molotov any car that parks over the lines
City of Boston @CityofBostonOfficial

Replying to @CityofBostonOfficial

Added note: if you’re unable to make it to City Hall this Friday, you can fill out a suggestion form on the Boston Mayor’s Office website instead! Please refrain from asking us to overturn federal laws in our Twitter replies or anywhere else.

Boston Raiders @BostonRaidersOfficial

Our first game of the regular season is against the Montreal Metros, this Saturday @7pm, at home in our very own TD Garden! We’ll show them why we’ve got a banner in our rafters from the last decade and they don’t. Don’t miss it!
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @BostonRaidersOfficial

@masshole21 @puckeater @raidersfangirl26 👀
EM @masshole21

Replying to @rozanov81forever @BostonRaidersOfficial

oh FUCK yes!!
beau @puckeater

Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @BostonRaidersOfficial

sign me the fuck up! i can get us tickets!! @raidersfangirl26 you down?
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @puckeater @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @BostonRaidersOfficial

literally where else would i be, are you kidding??????!!

…
Text Thread: “Jane” & “Lily”
Lily: So, you arrive in Boston on Saturday, or before?
Jane: Saturday midday. Why?
Lily: And you leave when?
Jane: Sunday midday. And you didn’t answer why?
Lily: I can come over to hotel room after I beat you Saturday? Will you have a room to yourself?
Jane: After I beat you, you mean. Hope you’re ready to lose on home ice.
Lily: In English I think they call this “denial”

Lily: But do not worry. After you lose, you will have my dick as consolation prize 😏
Jane: I fucking hate whoever taught you to use emojis.

Jane: Fine. Saturday after the game. I’ll get my own room.
Lily: 🍑🍆
Jane: 🔪🍆
Lily: 😭
…
Text Thread: Hayden & Jackie Pike
Hayden: hey babe, do you know what it means that ilya rozanov told me on the ice tonight that “it’s okay to be like the other girls”??

Hayden: shane thought you might know
Jackie: …….what?
Hayden: that’s what i’m saying!! i was so confused
Jackie: [mp3 attached]
Hayden: uh….why did you just send me an 10 second audio recording of you laughing? and why does it sound like you were choking at the end? are you okay?!

Hayden: and does this mean you know what it means??
Jackie: Sorry, I inhaled some water while I was laughing. I’ll tell you later 🤣

Jackie: I know you hate Rozanov, but everything you tell me about him just makes me want to meet him and shake his hand
Hayden: jackie NO
…
Text Thread: “Jane” & “Lily”
Lily: Ready for consolation prize?
Jane: Fuck you. I still outscored you

Jane: We’re at the Marriott. 1226
Lily: On my way
…
Text Thread: “raiders groupies”
Em: lmaooo the boston raiders instagram included jumbotron footage of ella swearing aggressively at the ref’s penalty call for marley in their video about the game last night
Lily: kinda perfectly encapsulates boston fans so i’m not that shocked lol
Ella: it was a bad call and i stand by that

Ella: now i’m famous and right
Beau: hahahahhahahahhahahahaha

Beau: now if we were real groupies we’d slide into someone’s dm’s about it
Lily: ugh i really need to think of a better name for this chat
Ella: don’t tempt me…….i heard marley’s single again 😏

Ella: and he already sort of knows who i am
Em: i really don’t think him having replied to his teammate as you were bullying him on twitter counts as knowing who you are
Ella: well, not with that attitude

Ella: will i really have a true college experience if i don’t get to fuck a professional sports player?
Lily: i’ve watched a lot of movies but i really don’t think that’s a trope??

Lily: also personally i’d go rozy over marley, but that’s just me 🤷‍♀️
Ella: hey, i’ve got two hands and four years
Beau: 😂😂😂
Lily: 💀💀💀
Em: two hands, four years, and a dream 🫡





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Yes, you read that right. We’re taking down the fourth wall from both sides now.

I’m gonna be so honest, I don’t know how Twitter works and I never really have. I just never got one, and I’m certainly not going to do it now lol. Tried to clarify a little who is talking to who with the format, so slightly different than in the original fic, but I still didn’t want to use one of the skins since when I read socmed or texting fics I personally prefer just plain text, so didn’t really think it was worth it (not saying it’s better, just my own preference).


  


      

  












      Chapter 2: hayden pike has a stink problem
  



    Chapter Notes

      So this week might just have me fully believing in the ao3 author’s curse. Not very data-driven of me, but when your estranged father finds a way to communicate with you despite being blocked on literally everything for almost 5 years...you gotta make exceptions. And yet here I am again, posting another chapter. Let me never be accused of having a self-preservation instinct.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  January 2015
Text Thread: “raiders groupies”
Em: okay, i am officially fed up with commuting every day for class

Em: and lily’s probably sick of me sleeping on her floor after nights of drinking since she’s the only one with a single
Lily: due to the autism
Em: yes, due to the autism

Em: thus i probably wouldn’t be able to get a single myself next year and i really don’t wanna live with people i don’t know

Em: pretty pretty please would you all wanna consider getting a suite together next year??
Lily: yeah, i think that would be good! as long as i can get one of the singles in the suite. again, due to the autism
Em: of course!!

Em: ella? beau?
Ella: yeah i’d be down for that, if we can snag one

Ella: living in a room with three other girls is…….not great

Ella: especially bc one of my roommates thought no one would notice her trying to sneak her boyfriend in to have sex with if we were all asleep
Lily: what the fuck??? ew!!
Em: they had sex while you were in the room??!??
Ella: lol nope, i turned my phone flashlight on them as soon as i heard kissing noises

Ella: i’m not listening to that

Ella: long story short, i’m not as welcome in the dorm as i used to be
Beau: that’s bullshit!!

Beau: i haven’t had that happen yet but i’m also not thrilled with my quad. it stinks, literally

Beau: would love to get a suite next year if we can! i’ve heard they can be hard to get though
Lily: lucky for you all, my accommodations get me a good number for selecting housing

Lily: and then i can add you all as my roommates so then it’s OUR good number for selecting housing
Beau: 🙌🙌🙌 thank you lily!!!! our savior
Em: lily really said “it’s OUR autism” 🙏💕bless!
Ella: conn smythe trophy winner of the friend group!!
Em: you could just say MVP like a normal person
Ella: excuse me, i thought we had a fucking brand to maintain

Ella: oh also if we can get in a building with an elevator that would be wicked helpful

Ella: i fucking hate stairs
Lily: you know that you could get housing accommodations too, right?

Lily: for the thing with your knee that you refuse to talk about…??
Ella: not sure what you’re talking about. i don’t have knees
Em: and the award for world’s most absurd deflection goes to…..
Beau: i snorted out loud

Beau: how’s the view from that stone fortress you’ve built around yourself, ella?
Ella: great, thanks for asking

April 2015
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

the metros are pissing me off this season. they’re too good and i don’t like it
EM @masshole21

Replying to @rozanov81forever

if they win the cup i will boo so loud they will hear me all the way from boston
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever

this fucking game is pissing me tf off too. someone’s gotta score. and hayden pike needs to stop buzzing around like the gnat he is, getting in people’s way and being mediocre about it
beau @puckeater

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @rozanov81forever

hahahaha looks like marley felt the same
ella @raiderfangirl26

Replying to @puckeater @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @rozanov81forever

one day i’m gonna blow that man like he’s never been blown before
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @puckeater @masshole21 @rozanov81forever

oh my god ella, i hate to sound like human resources again, but please remember what we’ve talked about regarding boundaries in parasocial relationships!!!! vague posting is one thing, this is too far
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @puckeater @masshole21

sorryyyyy i got too excited
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @puckeater @masshole21

some day we HAVE to talk about your reaction to violence……………

ella @raidersfangirl26

all i’m saying is that if hayden pike didn’t want to be punched he shouldn’t have had such a punchable face
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

ok this take is fair. the only acceptable use of the [insert person] “was asking for it” argument
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

LOL is there anyone you don’t have beef with
beau @puckeater

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

rule no. 1 of ella is that there’s no one she doesn’t have beef with
beau @puckeater

Replying @puckeater @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

also hayden pike is objectively the funniest person to have beef with. he’s so dumb, it won’t even hurt his feelings, it just bounces off
…

Text Thread: Beau & Ella
Beau: so…..i’ve had an idea. inspired by your recent one-sided feud with hayden pike on twitter
Ella: aren’t you in econ lecture rn?

Ella: also why are you texting me and not the group chat
Beau: wow, so rude. we’re friends, aren’t we?
Ella: yeah sure, we’ll go with that
Beau: you’re lucky i’m not easily offended

Beau: anyway, you’ll like this idea. and i need your help for it, since you’re the queen of chirping
Ella: what’s the idea
Beau: i noticed that @haydenpike35 isn’t a claimed handle on twitter. similar to his actual handle (@HaydenPike). and you know, you can put your name as whatever on twitter
Ella: …..i’m listening
…
Hayden Pike @haydenpike35

hey folks! hayden pike from the metros here for the first time on twitter, anyone have any questions for me?
Susan @metros_enjoyer5006

Replying to @haydenpike35

Huge fan!! Can Metros fans like me expect to see a Stanley Cup soon? So excited for playoffs this year!
Hayden Pike @haydenpike35

Replying to @metros_enjoyer5006 @haydenpike35

we’re all doing our best out there, hoping to bring it home! i’ve even taken time out of my busy schedule of impregnating my wife
montreal hockey supremacy @montrealmetros4life

Replying to @haydenpike35

who’s the funniest player on the metros?
Hayden Pike @haydenpike35

Replying to @montrealmetros4life @haydenpike35

hmm….maybe jj? but i think i’m pretty funny, too. crowds are always laughing with me whenever i have the puck. i think it’s great sportmanship
hayden pike stan @pikelicker69

Replying to @haydenpike35

how is your ass so fat? 🥵
Hayden Pike @haydenpike35

Replying to @pikestan35 @pikelicker69

great question! it just looks that way. i have a condition where i shit myself whenever i try to score, so i wear adult diapers on the rink at all times just in case 👍

[Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov retweeted this]
[Scott Hunter Nursing Home @dinosaurhunter81 started following Hayden Pike @haydenpike35]

…
Text Thread: “Jane” & “Lily”
Jane: Why did you retweet a tweet from someone pretending to be my best friend and claiming to wear adult diapers?
Lily: I also followed account. But on burner, so no one would see and think I actually follow real Hayden Pike, because that would be embarrassing
Jane: Delete your retweet, asshole.
Lily: No, must be seen by all since it is funniest thing I have seen all week. Including Marleau trying to hide his red ass in locker room showers after having too much fun with his girl
Jane: I didn’t need to know that.
Lily: Make you curious? 😏
Jane: Fuck off.
Lily: That is not answer 😈
…
Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike

hey…so there’s someone impersonating me on twitter. i’ve now changed my handle. and i don’t wear adult diapers
JJ Dagenais @JJDagenais

Replying to @RealHaydenPike

we don’t judge you about the adult diapers, pike. only when downwind do we mind. no need to hide
Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike

Replying to @JJDagenais @RealHaydenPike

man, from the bottom of my heart, fuck you. were you behind this??
JJ Dagenais @JJDagenais

Replying to @RealHaydenPike @JJDagenais

don’t have the free time for that, but i would if i did
Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike

Replying to @JJDagenais @RealHaydenPike

i’m going to tell on you to shane
Jackie Pike @JackiePike35

Replying to @RealHaydenPike @JJDagenais

Babe, that sentence really sounded like it was written by a man who wears adult diapers.
Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike

Replying to @JackiePike35 @RealHaydenPike @JJDagenais

jackie what the hell?!
Jackie Pike @JackiePike35

Replying to @RealHaydenPike @JackiePike35 @JJDagenais

Should’ve taken more time out of your busy schedule of impregnating your wife if you wanted me to be nice to you on the internet.
Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike

Replying to @JackiePike35 @RealHaydenPike @JJDagenais

You wanted more kids too!?!
Jackie Pike @JackiePike35

Replying to @RealHaydenPike @JackiePike35 @JJDagenais

Yes, and I am also the one resisting the urge to eat dirt from our yard while I wait for you to get back from a road trip. So maybe I don’t care whose decision this was right now.
JJ Dagenais @JJDagenais

Replying to @JackiePike35 @RealHaydenPike @JJDagenais

incroyable. phone call that followed this was even funnier, fyi
Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike

Replying to @JJDagenais @JackiePike35 @RealHaydenPike

stop listening to my phone calls

Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

i’m actually crying. there are tears in my eyes. who tf are you @haydenpike35????
Georgie @teamhollander11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

So sorry to Hayden but this is so funny!! Seems like someone who isn’t a Metros fan but so funny I don’t even care. Adult diapers LOL
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @teamhollander11 @dagenaisforprimeminister

yeah i can excuse the slander for just this once because “my busy schedule of impregnating my wife” made me actually choke. and jackie pike’s response lollll
Hayden Pike @haydenpike35

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @teamhollander11

i don’t know what you mean, i’m hayden pike. can’t you tell from my average looks and big sperm count energy?
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @haydenpike35 @dagenaisforprimeminister @teamhollander11

if we ever meet, i will kiss you on the mouth. then i will propose marriage
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @haydenpike35 @teamhollander11

unless ☝️you are a man
[ella @raidersfangirl26 started following Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister]
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Georgie @teamhollander11

Metros forever!!!!!!!! Shane Hollander, I never doubted you for a second!! Bring the cup home to Montreal! #MontrealMetros2015
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @teamhollander11

what a fucking beautiful game!! jj’s block at the end of the second period? inspired! what i wouldn’t do to play like that. légendaire!!
Georgie @teamhollander11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @teamhollander11

I’m feeling another cup for the Metros next spring!! 👀👀Maybe they’ll even win at home this time and we can go and watch in person?!
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @teamhollander11 @dagenaisforprimeminister

don’t jinx it!! but i’ll start saving for tickets now if we want to made that happen haha

EM @masshole21

everyone boo the metros
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21

booooooooooooooooooo
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

boooooooooooooooooooooooooooo!!!
beau @puckeater

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

i mean….shane hollander did look pretty happy lifting the cup, i was a little moved by it. i don’t know if i’ve ever seen him express emotion before
EM @masshole21

Replying to @puckeater @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

ok now everyone boo beau
ella @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @puckeater @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26

BOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @puckeater @rozanov81forever

BOOOOOO!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
beau @puckeater

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @puckeater

that’s fair

…
Text Thread: “ella will kill us if she finds out about this chat”
Em: beau mclaughlin, you are such a traitor

Em: i know you really meant that he looks hot lifting it
Beau: i mean……you said it not me

Beau: lily, back me up here
Lily: no comment
Em: traitor

Em: also, beau, you know ella has always been super chill about me and lily, so i feel like life might just be easier for you if you came out to her? i’m sorry, but i don’t understand how she hasn’t noticed yet anyway. i’ve seen you shamelessly checking out guys at parties more than once in her eyesight. you’re pretty gay
Lily: em, don’t be insensitive

Lily: beau gets to come out on his own time
Em: well, yeah, of course! i’m just saying
Beau: i don’t know if you’ve noticed, but i’m pretty sure ella isn’t chill about anything when it comes to me
Lily: she kind of hates everyone though?
Em: no, beau’s right. she hates him more
Beau: thanks, em. very supportive
Em: i feel like you’ve been making progress lately though, with the whole fake twitter account idea? she definitely had fun with that

Em: you’re both gonna be on the cape this summer at some point, maybe hang out? maybe she’ll thaw a bit?
Beau: honestly i think the fact that we’re both gonna be on the cape this summer might be the entire problem, but i’ll try, i guess
Em: also maybe tell her you’re only an econ major bc your dad wanted you to do business and this was a compromise. could help
Beau: how can anyone who’s heard me talk about my econ classes think that i chose this major of my own free will???
Lily: ella can sometimes have blinders on when she’s on a warpath
…
Hayden Pike @haydenpike35

so happy to have won a cup with my team! now i can get back to my real life’s work: testing how many kids i can have until even an NHL salary isn’t enough to cover their & my own diaper costs. so don’t expect us to make the playoffs again for another nine years!
Jackie Pike @JackiePike35

Replying to @haydenpike35

Please do not put this energy at my door. I’m currently nursing a newborn.
Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike

Replying to @JackiePike35 @haydenpike35

babe, you replied to the fake account. this isn’t actually me
Hayden Pike @haydenpike35

Replying to @JackiePike35 @haydenpike35

sorry, jackie! i love and appreciate you for letting me knock you up! every time you don’t kick me out of bed i’m filled with joy and gratitude
Jackie Pike @JackiePike35

Replying to @haydenpike35 @JackiePike35

Thank you.
Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike

Replying to @JackiePike35 @haydenpike35

@haydenpike35 please stop talking about getting my wife pregnant and @JackiePike35 please stop replying to the fake account! i love you and will be home soon
Hayden Pike @haydenpike35

Replying to @RealHaydenPike @JackiePike35 @haydenpike35

@JackiePike35 is this guy bothering you?

…
Text Thread: “raiders groupies”
Beau: have i redeemed myself, em?
Em: i figured that was all ella
Ella: only half, surprisingly
Beau: i can’t win 🥲
Lily: i appreciate you, beau!

Lily: also, the funniest part of this to me is that he could easily get the account taken down for impersonation and yet he hasn’t
Em: lollll i know. which means 1) he really is that dumb, and 2) everyone in his life finds it entertaining enough to not tell him how
Lily: jackie pike definitely has fun with it
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Beau had always wondered how he’d die. Now, staring down Ella with a look in her eyes that was probably the inspiration behind the phrase “don’t poke the bear” belying the polite smile plastered across her face, he thought he finally knew. He wondered if it would happen now, in the middle of this upscale restaurant on the edge of Buzzards Bay with quiet instrumental music playing in the background, or if she would wait until later.
Beau could’ve sworn that he’d felt the danger when he’d gotten up that morning, but, to be fair, he usually woke up with a sense of impending doom in his parents’ house, whether it be on the Cape or in Boston. The relief from being just half a city away in a college dorm that year had almost completely made up for the stink that wafted from some of his roommates’ beds, and he was hoping for better still from the suite he’d be sharing with Em, Lily, and Ella starting in the fall. And yet, the feeling of finally being able to breathe (bad odors notwithstanding) while being away from home had perhaps made returning to it feel all the more oppressive. So maybe his dread at rising that morning hadn’t been a portent of his fast-approaching demise, but it sure felt like that now.
Dressed in a stuffy polo, khaki shorts, and loafers that made Beau feel as though he’d been cast as Frat Douche #5 in some Hollywood coming-of-age movie, Beau had felt a rush of recognition as soon as he’d stepped into the restaurant, just at the sight of the back of Ella’s head from afar, her long hair in the signature ponytail she always wore when working at the Dunkin on the BU campus. Before she even turned to walk towards them, he’d known it was her, and the irony was: for a second, his heart had leapt at the prospect of seeing someone he could even remotely be himself around. And then, reality had settled in, and his heart sunk down as far as it would go in his stomach again. Because if there was anything that wouldn’t make Ella thaw to Beau, it was serving him and his family at a fancy restaurant on the Cape during the summer.
He’d watched as if in slow motion as her eyes had slid over Beau’s parents and landed on him beside his brother, hunching slightly in on himself in a failed attempt to make himself smaller. The only change in her carefully held expression was the slight narrowing of her eyes on him for half a second longer than the rest, but Beau felt as though he’d been lit up in an accusing spotlight. And maybe the worst thing was: he couldn’t even blame her for it. Here he was, standing in his stupid loafers with his conservative parents and brother who constantly sported resting dickhead face, waiting for her to serve him in a place where his family owned a summer home and her family lived year-round, and looking like the worst kind of entitled asshole.
But it was the polite smile that she hitched onto her face as she greeted them in a false chipper voice that was maybe the biggest sign of danger, in Beau’s opinion. Beau had never heard or seen Ella be this polite before. Maybe that was why she liked Boston so much—at the Dunkin she worked part-time at on campus, Ella certainly hadn’t plastered on any kind of smile as fake and shiny as the one she was wearing now any time Beau had visited her there with Em and Lily, nor would any of the students coming in for late-night caffeine to fuel their studying have appreciated it. Beau found it very unsettling to see her face do that, somehow.
The glare came later, though. After they were seated, after Ella had introduced the specials and taken their drink orders, pointedly avoiding looking at Beau all the while. It was after she’d left and come back to take their food orders that the other shoe really dropped. Beau had seem it develop like a storm as his father’s eyes carted across Ella quickly, perfunctorily, after he’d handed back his menu, as if he was examining a new car one of his colleagues was showing off.
“What’s a pretty girl your age doing working a job like this, then?” he asked, his grin wide and showing off brilliantly white teeth. “I bet the tips are good, but I’m sure someone would pay a lot more for your time somewhere else with a lot less small talk.”
Beau felt a ripple of disgust go through him, his skin crawling and hot shame and anger settling deep in his stomach at the comment. Across the table, his mother’s smile had grown fixed, while Cam’s smirk had only deepened.
“Dad,” Beau said, his tone as admonishing as he dared to be, low with barely leashed anger. “Don’t.”
“Oh, come on, Beau, it was just a joke,” his dad replied, letting out a loud laugh and clapping a hand on his youngest son’s shoulder, fingers squeezing tight in quiet rebuke. He looked up at Ella and flashed another jovial smile. “This one’s too sensitive. But I know you know I’m just kidding, nothing meant by it, right, sweetheart?”
The corners of Ella’s lips tilted upwards in a compressed smile. “Of course,” she said. “I’ll be back soon with your orders.”
It was then when she flashed Beau the glare, the look in her eyes all warning even while her face still held that fake smile even though none of the rest of his family was looking, right before she walked away and disappeared behind a corner in the restaurant. Beau heard the message loud and clear, just the same as he’d said to his father: Don’t.
Maybe Beau wasn’t that great at heeding warnings, though, because within five minutes of Ella’s departure, he was making an excuse to stand from the table and weave through the tables towards where she’d disappeared. When he rounded the corner, he found three doors waiting for him: two were bathrooms, one looked to be something like a storage room. Both bathroom doors had the green “Vacant” symbols next to their handles, so Beau made a bee-line for the storage room, rapping on the door lightly with his knuckles.
“Ella?” he called quietly, glancing around him to make sure no one was looking.
There was no answer, but Beau was almost positive that she had to be in there. Was she upset from what his father had said? Beau couldn’t imagine anyone not being upset by a comment like that, but neither could he picture Ella truly upset. Maybe she’d just channel it into anger, which Beau thought might make more sense for her. Either way, it was Beau’s cross to bear. If she needed a shoulder to cry on, he’d offer his. If she needed to hit someone, well…he could turn the other cheek, too.
Beau twisted the handle of the door, glancing around himself furtively again, then slipped inside. When he turned and got a good glimpse of what was inside, though, he stopped dead in his tracks.
Ella was leaning against a wall behind a metal rack a few yards away, to the left of the door, but she wasn’t alone. Leaning into her space was another girl, probably only an inch shorter than Ella and wearing the same uniform, her blonde locks tied up in a ponytail that Ella’s fingers were tangled in the ends of, seemingly saying something teasing. Far from the anger or pain Beau had imagined, there was a giddy smile on Ella’s face that Beau had never witnessed there before. The other girl was smiling, too, as she leaned in, her hands rested casually on Ella’s hips, whispering something that Beau was very glad he couldn’t hear. For a second, he wondered whether he could make an escape, but it was too late—the sound of the door swinging fully closed behind him made both girls start and turn.
The look on Ella’s face in that first second, before the anger set in, was the kind of fear that Beau could almost taste. He could almost see the dream his mind would conjure later, one where he would stand exactly in her place, someone from his own family barging in on him. He could feel it already, the cold washing down his spine.
“I’m sorry,” he said, but not so quickly that Ella’s eyes weren’t already beginning to narrow, taking on the angry tiger look he’d expected to greet him immediately when he’d come in. “I’m—fuck, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to—”
“What the fuck are you doing here?” Ella bit out, her face contorted in a rage far greater than she’d held in the look she’d given him at the table.
“Do you know him?” the other girl asked, her face still holding all the fear and confusion that Ella’s had lost as soon as she’d recognized Beau, her gaze flitting back and forth between the two.
“We go to college together,” Ella bit out, her gaze softening slightly as she turned to face her—girlfriend? Beau wasn’t sure, and he was trying his hardest also not to be hurt by the fact that Ella hadn’t called him her friend. Given the circumstances, though, that shouldn’t be a surprise.
“I’m not going to tell anyone,” he said quickly, raising his hands in surrender, trying to reassure the other girl as much as Ella. “I won’t say anything, I promise. I wouldn’t do that.”
Ella spared him a glance, then looked back to the blonde, giving her a single nod. “Go on, Liza,” she said. “It’ll be fine. I’ll be back out in a minute.”
Liza met Ella’s eyes, glanced at Beau once again, then nodded, and scurried towards the door. Only once it had closed again with another sharp snap did either of them speak. Or, more accurately, both of them.
“Don’t even think—”
“I’m gay.”
Ella’s eyes, which had been narrowed in anger, blew wide, and she stopped mid-threat. Her mouth hung open in a show of shock that honestly would’ve immensely flattered Beau back in early high school, when he’d been deeper in the closet. Now, it mostly just pained him.
“Wow,” he said, scratching the back of his neck awkwardly. “I didn’t think you’d be that surprised. I must be better at playing straight than I thought.”
“I’m just—” Ella started, then squinted at him again. “No, I see it.”
Beau couldn’t help but let out a surprised laugh. Nothing but tact with her. He became serious again quickly, though, realizing that time was ticking and that he should probably be getting back to his family soon.
“I’m not going to tell anyone,” he reassured her again. “Even if I wasn’t gay…but I thought you should know. I mean, fair’s fair, right?”
He gave a sheepish smile. Something flitted across Ella’s expression, small and vulnerable and younger than he’d seen her look—except maybe in that stolen moment he shouldn’t have seen between her and Liza, with her face open and happy.
“I’m not—” she started, her arms falling to her sides, looking away from him around the room then back again, as if trying to find her words. “I’m not fully…y’know. I still like men. That wasn’t a lie. But…well, I also—”
She gestured her hand helplessly towards the door where Liza had gone, as if that was answer enough. Beau nodded.
“Is she your girlfriend?” he asked.
Ella snorted and shook her head, the vulnerable look immediately vanishing from her face, apparently at the ludicrousness of the idea to her. “Nope,” she said. “Nothing like that. We couldn’t.”
“Why not?”
“First of all, I’m not out to anyone, okay? And neither is she. She’s…” Ella turned her gaze to the ceiling, then back to him, sighing. “Look, she’s my best friend from high school. And we…we’re complicated. But she’s got a hockey scholarship at the University of Minnesota and she’s going to try to play professionally after that, and I’m not a part of that picture, so we stopped, y’know, before the fall. Now she’s dating some asshole business major guy and—don’t judge me.”
She pointed a finger at him accusingly with the statement, clearly having seen his eyebrows shoot up involuntarily.
“I’m not,” Beau said, raising his hands in surrender and trying to school his features back to indifference.
“Why are you even back here, Beau?” Ella asked, defensive again, crossing her arms protectively over her chest.
“It isn’t obvious?” Beau asked, giving a rueful smile. “I wanted to say sorry for my dad. For both prior and future assholery.”
Ella snorted. “I’ve heard worse. For future reference, I need your pity even less than I need you butting into my private life,” she said. “But thanks, I guess.”
“I’m not trying to pity you,” Beau said. “I just…I know this is awkward. And I don’t want it to be.”
“Me being the help?” Ella asked, rolling her eyes. “Yeah, very awkward for you, I’m sure.”
“That’s not—” Beau let out a breath, then shook his head. “I mean that I know you hate me a little bit for being here. And I get it, I probably would too in your shoes. But I also really don’t have anyone around here I even remotely like, so I spend more of it cooped up in my house feeling sorry for myself, and seeing you here was kind of a breath of fresh air. So even if you don’t like me, I just wanted to see if there’s even a little bit of a chance that you’d want to hang out while I’m here this summer.”
There was a pause where Ella seemed to consider. Beau, restless and fidgety, couldn’t help himself but to fill the silence again, though, realizing what the crucial detail he’d failed to mention.
“I’m not out to most people, either, for the record,” he said. “My family—” 
He winced, thinking of the almost full year he’d only been able to communicate with Em virtually before college had started, after they’d come out as nonbinary. Of the fact that they’d only discovered they liked being called Em after Beau had had to change their contact name in his phone to their initials, EM, and they’d changed it, too, on Twitter, so his parents wouldn’t know who he was talking to. 
“Well, let’s just say they wouldn’t be good about it,” he finished, his gaze flicking to the ground then back up again.
Ella eyed him warily, but it seemed that her hackles had finally fallen again. Perhaps the part of her that always seemed like a cornered animal—something that Beau had always related a bit to—had been pacified by him offering a chunk of his own flesh in response to hers, and by the scent of blood in the air. She hesitated for a moment, then sighed.
“Fine,” she said. “If only because I also want to stay out of my house as much as possible this summer, and there’s only so long I can hang out at Liza’s before her parents start giving me weird looks.”
She paused, then made a petulant face and added in a near mumble: “And maybe I’ve judged you too hard and should probably apologize for that later, too.”
Beau smiled and gave an easy shrug. “Hey, I’m a Boston-rich private school kid who studies Econ and goes to the Cape for the summer,” he said. “I’d judge me, too.”
The flicker of a smile passed over Ella’s face. Then she glanced at her watch.
“I’ve got to get back out there,” she said. “I’m not getting fired for you, truce or not.”
“Is that what this is?” Beau asked, his smile growing wider. “A truce?”
“We can call it starting over,” Ella said in a put-upon voice. “That’ll make Em and Lily happy, too, I guess.”
Beau’s heart leapt, and the aggrieved look on Ella’s face told him that his grin bordering on goofy at that point, but he didn’t care.
“Leave before me,” she said, shooing him towards the door with flapping hands. “Oh! And I don’t care how shitty your parents tip for me is, if you even think about paying me personally, I will stab you with a fork. I don’t need your charity or for you to be my white knight, got it? I can handle myself.”
Beau could only smile and nod. Really, it was just a relief to hear her talk like Ella again, especially as he was beginning to get the sense that her love language was threats of violence.
So that was how the unlikely duo ended up spending half their time together that summer, sometimes on the beaches, sneaking onto the sand after dark and just talking, sometimes driving around aimlessly—Ella always insisting on being behind the wheel—at times with destinations in mind but mostly just to get away. Perhaps it was because, in those spaces where the wind rushed against the open window and the sea lapped the shore, the words they otherwise wouldn’t speak aloud felt less consequential, as if they would soon be carried away on the breeze or the tide and drowned among the whitecaps in the bay. They never repeated what was said to anyone else, but a quiet understanding solidified between them in those weeks, a realization of just how similar two very different lives could make people. By the time August rolled around and Beau went back up to Boston for the last few weeks before classes started, things were remarkably changed between them.
So, the first day that Ella tromphed into the double room that Em and Beau would be sharing in their new suite, she immediately kicked off her shoes, hoisted herself up onto the bed Beau was sitting on, plopped her legs into his lap, and laid back to rest her head on his pillow, demanding he turn the fan to point at her. Sitting on the bed opposite, both Em’s and Lily’s mouths fell open at the display, but Beau just huffed out a short laugh and did as she said.
“Where’s—” he started, but she interrupted before he could finish.
“Liza decided to go back to school early to be with Brett,” she said. “As you can imagine, that conversation didn’t go well. Anyway, I drove up alone. My car’s A/C broke a week after you left, so it felt like I was literally sitting in the devil’s ass and my knee fucking ached the whole way up. Turn up the fan.”
“Graphic,” Beau said, but again, did as she said, then gave her ankle a pat, careful to choose the left so as not to risk jostling her aching right knee. “Sorry about Liza.”
“Shut up,” Ella grumbled. Then, after a few seconds, she added, more quietly: “Thanks.”
“What the fuck is going on right now?” Em piped up from across the room, and Ella let out an aggrieved huff of air.
“My best friend from high school was going to help me move in again, but she decided to go back to Minnesota early to be with her boyfriend instead,” she said, still addressing the ceiling. “Maybe because she felt guilty that we were hooking up all summer. And before you judge me too hard, know that not only did I have her first, but he’s also in a frat, studies business, owns a yacht, and loves Ayn Rand! Oh, and I’m bisexual.”
There was a stunned silence, then it was Lily who shrugged and made a face.
“You honestly had me at Brett,” she said.
Beau burst into surprised laughter, but Em still gaped at the two of them.
“You two are friends now?” they asked finally, voice still incredulous, as if this was the most shocking thing revealed in the past five minutes. At that, Ella draped an arm over her face and began to laugh, too, her shoulders shaking as she did so.
…
Text Thread: “raiders groupies”
Lily: it’s been a year but i FINALLY came up with a better name for the chat
[Lily named the conversation “the suite life (of zack & cody)”.]
Beau: hahahahhaha ok ngl that’s pretty good

Beau: also now that’s who i’m gonna tell my parents i share a suite with as a cover bc they’re asking questions
Em: yessss troll the homophobes
Ella: yeah kudos to you, lily, i actually like this name too
Lily: 😇
Ella: i’m never gonna stop being a raiders groupie though
Beau: 😈
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Text Thread: “the suite life (of zack & cody)”
Em: hey quick question, assholes, why did i just get jumpscared by a lifesize cardboard cutout of a man standing in the doorway to my dorm room? and who’s about to pay for the iced coffee i just spilled on myself?
Lily: sorry that’s just brett
Em: excuse me??? did you get a lifesize cardboard cutout of ella’s unethically non-monogamous ex’s boyfriend to put in our suite?
Ella: no, we just named him brett, he’s actually printed from a stock photo
Em: ok but why is he in my doorway???
Beau: my fault, sorry em. my parents were asking about my roommate and so i said his name was brett, then we got the cutout for me to take a picture with and lily used her photoshop skills to make it believable. forgot to move him when i left
Em: ….you actually think your parents are going to be convinced by a picture of you standing next to a cardboard cutout of a fratty-looking guy that you’re not living with a bunch of queers?
Beau: they already did 😎so between brett, zack, and cody, i now have a full cover story
Em: cool….can i get rid of him now? he’s freaking me out
Lily: no, he’s the patron saint of our suite now!! also, i don’t know where we’d recycle him and we can’t return him, ella already took a bite
Em: wow, so i guess those really are teeth marks. horrifying
Ella: better mouthfeel than i thought it would be
Beau: we really need to test you for rabies one of these days
Lily: just be glad that i made her spit it out
Em: i live with a bunch of crazy people

Em: beau, you’re paying for my coffee

Em: how did i think that being your beard for two years in high school pre-coming out was the worst thing i’d have to endure for our friendship?

Em: and brett is not sleeping in our room!!
Beau: aye aye captain, whatever you want i will provide 🫡

Beau: what i lack in secure attachment style i make up for in parents’ money
Em: yeah honestly i should’ve expected this but when you said you would take care of buying things for the dorm, i thought you just meant the mini fridge. not brett
Ella: if there’s one thing i’ve learned it’s that you always gotta expect brett
Lily: wiser words never spoken





  
    Chapter End Notes

    The homoerotic girlbestfriend situationship CAN and WILL kill you. I don’t condone cheating, and Ella doesn’t feel great about it either (which is why she’s so defensive), but my girl has feelings even when she pretends not to, and feelings, while lovely and beautiful, can also people do dumb things. She's messy and flawed and I love her.


  


      

  












      Chapter 3: if you or a loved one has been exposed to lesbianism, you may be entitled to financial compensation
  



    Chapter Notes

      Hiiiiii, I’m back! Thank you for all your lovely comments :) This chapter will focus primarily on Georgie & Clara rather than the suite life crew, and I’m excited for y’all to read more about them!! Hint: I will be putting the hockey and lesbian more heavily into this “hockey lesbians” story haha. I started out with two chapters focusing on the Boston crew because I felt like there was more to establish with their friendship at the start, but in future, I’ll more or less be switching off focusing on Clara and Ella more explicitly every other chapter. Sort of POV, sort of not, since most of it’s posts and texts anyway, but you’ll get the vibe.

In a later scene at Clara’s house, all the dialogue in italics is in French :) Not gonna try to use my clumsy high school French skills to put together a whole scene of dialogue or make y’all go through putting said clumsy dialogue into a translator app haha.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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McGill Martlets @McGillMartlets
Get to know our new starting goalie and second-line defender for this 2015-2016 hockey season! https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_-fM8SKaCp0 
[Description:
Video opens onto a shot of two women, sitting side by side on stools, both in red and white jerseys. The woman on the right is tall, with olive skin and short black hair in something of a pixie cut. The woman on the left is slightly shorter, with warm, dark brown skin and hair in many long braids, a few of which fall to frame her face, but most are gathered into two buns atop her head. Both women smile at the camera. Captions appear in French.
Right: “Hi, I’m Georgiana Li, but you can call me Georgie. Second-year at McGill studying history. Number eleven, goalie with the Martlets.”
Left: “And I’m Clara Lavoie. Also a second-year at McGill, but studying journalism. Number twelve, defender on the second line with the Martlets.”
Behind the camera: “And you were both on the team as reserves last year as freshmen, right?”
Clara: “That’s right! We’re excited to play more this year.”
Behind the camera: “Eleven and twelve. Is that a coincidence?”
Both women laugh, sharing a conspiratorial look.
Georgie: “No, actually. We met when we were seven, in a hockey camp in Ottawa where we’re from. Turns out, we only lived a few streets over from each other, and we’ve been best friends ever since. So, when we started playing on the same team, we picked our numbers to be next to each other.”
Clara: “And now we’re too superstitious to change them.”
Behind the camera: “Speaking of superstitions, any other fun ones to share?”
Clara immediately looks at Georgie. Georgie smiles a little sheepishly. Clara laughs and turns back to the camera.
Clara: “She has to have blue laces on the left skate and green on the right skate. And she always has to have sour skittles before games, the ones with the sour sugar on them, you know?”
Georgie: “If my taste buds aren’t burned off at the start of an important game, we won’t be winning.”
Clara: “And she talks to her goalposts.”
Georgie: “It worked for Patrick Roy.”
Behind the camera: “Are there any other players among the hockey greats you look up to or like to emulate the play style of?”
Clara: “Angela James has always been a big inspiration of mine, both on and off the ice.”
Georgie: “Kim St-Pierre and Charline Labonte come to mind in terms of play styles I aspire for. I’m also a big fan of Shane Hollander of the Metros. But isn’t everyone?”
Clara: “J.J. Dagenais is my favorite on the Metros, personally. I like his play style, too.”
Behind the camera: “And what do you two like to do, outside of hockey?”
Georgie: “I love nerding out about history. I’ve had various time period obsessions over the years. Recently, I’ve been really interested in learning about the years after the dissolution of the Soviet Union and how that affected post-Soviet states, as well as Mongolia.”
Clara: “I write a lot. Non-fiction, of course, since I’m a journalism major, but also fiction. Both require a lot of research, and it’s exciting to learn about a bunch of different topics I never would’ve thought to delve into before a story got me down that path. (pause) I also enjoy cyberbullying Dallas Kent on Twitter whenever I have the chance.”
Video cuts to a screen that displays the words: 
WELCOME TO THE MARTLETS, GEORGIE AND CLARA! 
BIENVENUE AUX MARTLETS, GEORGIE ET CLARA!
In the audio, hushed words are still able to be heard.
Georgie: “You can’t say that.”
Clara: “What, you can have hobbies but I can’t?”
Video ends.]
[Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister retweeted this]
[Georgie @teamhollander11 retweeted this]
Laura @laura_plays_hockey94
Replying to @McGillMartlets
Trust me, they’re even funnier on the ice. And they put their money where their mouths are! So excited to play more with both Clara and Georgie this year!
remi @womenshockeyfan142
Replying to @McGillMarlets
more evidence in the weird goalies phenomenon, and the jokes hit every time. excited to see them play. they seem like a dynamic duo!
go martlets! @martlets_hockey_supremacy
Replying to @McGillMartlets
hahahahaha the dallas kent shade 1000/10. i like lavoie already. her energy tells me she’s going to be electric on the ice
Marc @marc_desmarais57
Replying to @McGillMartlets
When diversity goes too far, even for women’s hockey…

…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Clara: [Attached screenshot of asshole’s reply tweet]
Clara: do you think i’d keep my spot on second line if i responded to this man’s tweet with just “kys”?
Clara: he might not even know what it means. 57 is probably the year of his birth
Georgie: Sadly, I don’t think coach would be too happy about it, or I would do it myself…fucking asshole.
Clara: at least most of the replies are good, but….fuck. why is hockey culture like this??
Georgie: I could write you an essay, but there wouldn’t be anything in it we haven’t already talked about.
Georgie: Silver lining of going to a Catholic girl’s school for four years: we already know how to deal with bigots! You especially
Clara: shouldn’t find that comforting but somehow i do. oh if sister lawrence could see me now
Georgie: Speaking of things that would give Sister L an aneurysm, do you still have plans to “hang out” with Laura tonight?
Clara: not again with the air quotes, li. she’s a junior, and our captain. we’re just becoming friends. i don’t know if she’s even gay
Georgie: The closet is glass, Lavoie. We’re in women’s sports and she has a mullet
Clara: stereotypes hurt
Georgie: And sometimes they’re accurate
…
ella @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @marc_desmarais57 @McGillMartlets
crazy talk from someone who looks and tweets like a case study in what happens when genetic diversity is lost. curious how your parents got past the cousin marriage laws
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @marc_desmarais57 @McGillMartlets
@raidersfangirl26 i love it when you use your powers for good 🥰
EM @masshole21
Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @marc_desmarais57 @McGillMartlets
it is my sad duty to inform you that cousin marriage is legal in 18 U.S. states and Canada
ella @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @marc_desmarais57 @McGillMartlets
oh. well, that explains it.
ella @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @marc_desmarais57 @McGillMartlets
@marc_desmarais57 legal or not, using family reunions as speed dating opportunities isn’t the best for the resulting offspring. just ask your face
McGill Martlets @McGillMartlets
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @marc_desmarais57 @McGillMartlets
As much as we love scientific discussions, we’d like to request to be removed from this thread.
McGill Martlets @McGillMartlets
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @marc_desmarais57 @McGillMartlets
Also @marc_desmarais57, please refrain from watching our games if you’re bothered by the identities of our athletes. If you need other viewing material, our Captain, Laura, is pre-med and could recommend some great documentaries about gene therapy.
beau @puckeater
Replying to @McGillMartlets @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @marc_desmarais57
i’m late to this but lmaooooooo, get him!!

…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: Well. That took a turn.
Georgie: I can’t believe this, and I love it. This never happens. Racists being taken down?? And in hockey?!
Clara: mets-en
Clara: how did these raiders fans even find this tweet
Clara: and why are they attacking racists
Clara: i’m not complaining just confused
Georgie: The first one follows you for some reason.
Clara: ???
Clara: bizarre
Clara: the trouble with this is now laura is making a list of documentaries for a comeback tweet instead of fucking me
Georgie: Whoa?! What happened to “she’s just our captain”?
Clara: the last hour. i don’t know what to tell you, i’m not a saint, just a lesbian
Georgie: Remember when you told me never to date another hockey player for my own sanity?
Clara: i told you to never date another hockey player bc you like men. and we know how your first experience dating a male hockey player went
Georgie: Don’t need to remind me 🤮
Clara: matt, may he rest in hell
Georgie: He’s not dead
Clara: he is in my mind. and in my sims world 🏊🪜🚫😈
Clara: also i’m not sure how to feel. this “ella” person is hilarious and fights racists, and yet she’s also cockblocking me. which could be construed as homophobic
Georgie: You make my head hurt
Georgie: Have fun fraternizing
Clara: hopefully at some point tonight i will
…
[Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister started following ella @raidersfangirl26]

November 2015
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: Claraaaaaaaa you were supposed to be here fifteen minutes ago. Tell Laura that I say hi and then get your ass back to the dorm because we have plans!!
Clara: yes yes i’m coming, calme-toi
Georgie: Don’t tell me to calm down, Lavoie
Georgie: I get that you’re all domestic now and I’m happy for you, but I haven’t seen you in days
Georgie: Also, if you don’t get here soon, I’m starting without you
Clara: jesus christ, li, i said i’m coming
…
Podcast Excerpt - “2 Girls 1 Puck”
Clara: Hello and welcome to the first episode of our new hockey podcast! I’m Clara—
Georgie: —and I’m Georgie.
Clara: And together, we are…You have to say it with me, Georgie.
Clara & Georgie: 2 Girls 1 Puck.
Clara: [laughing] You look like you ate a lemon. Except you’re a weirdo who likes to eat lemons.
Georgie: I can’t believe you made me name it that.
Clara: It was your idea!
Georgie: It was a joke! I was drunk!
Clara: Well, the first lesson for all our listeners about hockey is that once you take that shot, you can’t get the puck back on your stick.
Georgie: That sounds like the worst euphemism ever.
Clara: Anyway, tell our listeners what they can expect from our podcast.
Georgie: Our non-existent listeners?
Clara: Yes, those.
Georgie: Had to clarify. Anyway, here, we’ll be discussing all things hockey! University hockey, men’s hockey, women’s hockey. We’ll discuss current events in the world of hockey, as well as general hockey culture. We may even do some live shows commentating games, or ones where people call in with questions, if we can figure that out and if people are interested!
Clara: Basically, whatever floats our boat at the time.
Georgie: Yep! We’re planning to record one of these every other week and have them out on Thursdays, but schedule might change depending on what’s going on at the time.
Clara: We’ve got busy lives, so things might get a bit messy. If at any point this stops being us speaking into the void, you’ll have to let us know if it gets too chaotic. Might not change things, but at least we’ll know.
Georgie: We’re excited to jump into it! So onto our first topic: all the weird team names in the NHL, NWHL, and CWHL, and what we think they should be changed to.
Clara: From the obviously racist ones to just…why.
…
Georgie @teamhollander11
Check out the new hockey podcast that @dagenaisforprimeminister & I started called “2 Girls 1 Puck” on Apple Podcasts or Spotify! We’ll discuss the good, bad, and ugly of hockey. New episodes every other Thursday!
[Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister retweeted this]
[ella @raidersfangirl26 started following Georgie @teamhollander11]
[Georgie @teamhollander11 started following ella @raidersfangirl26]
[hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever started following Georgie @teamhollander11]
[hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever started following Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister]
[Georgie @teamhollander11 started following hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever]

December 2015
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: Merry Christmas!! Tell your family that I send my love and am looking forward to seeing them soon!
Clara: lol even hector?
Georgie: When are you going to let that goooooooo
Georgie: It’s been twelve years!!!!
Clara: if i’d had a crush on your older sister when i was eight and sent her a letter covered in hearts and sparkles asking her to marry me, would YOU ever let it go?
Georgie: …..fair point
Clara: merry christmas! love you!
Georgie: Love you, too……..I guess
Georgie: You’re still planning to go to Laval to meet Laura’s parents before the semester starts, right?
Clara: yes, that is still the plan
Clara: why do i sense a disapproving silence
Georgie: I’m not disapproving!
Clara: but?
Georgie: Just feels like you’re moving a bit fast, is all
Clara: georgie, i am a lesbian.
Georgie: Just because it’s a stereotype doesn’t mean you have to do it
Clara: is there a good reason not to?
Georgie: I guess not
…
Stepping into the Lavoie house had always been first and foremost a sensory experience. Georgie wasn’t sure how she always forgot this, but she remembered whenever she crossed the threshold anew, and that New Years Eve of 2015 was no different. The house exuded warmth, even from the outside, painted a shade of deep orange like that of a sunset, with windows and door seeming to smile. The impression it gave wasn’t false, either, as, after she’d knocked and heard the distant call of someone saying that the door was unlocked, Georgie stepped inside to be immediately enveloped in a cozy heat that made her fingers prickle from the sharp transition from the cold outdoor air. There was no one in her view from the hallway yet, but she knew that they were there nevertheless. Voices overlapped and washed through the house in wave after wave, some coming from nearby, some coming softer from afar—out in the backyard, maybe, or upstairs, where the pitter patter of small feet overhead told her some of Clara’s cousins must be.
There was the smell of delicious food wafting out from the hallway, too, that added to the ambience, as it always did in the Lavoie household. Georgie, dragged in by the smell of rich aromas, followed it down the hallway after removing her boots, coat, and scarf and leaving them on the rack by the door, but keeping her bag. As she ventured deeper into the house, she passed the familiar photos lining the hallways, one of which she was even in: that of two young girls with their arms wrapped around one another in hockey gear, grinning at the camera, from the end of the very first hockey camp they’d met at. Georgie gave it a quick glance, as she always did, and smiled briefly before stepping past and into the kitchen, where the full force of the family’s chatter hit her.
“Georgie!” greeted half a dozen voices at once, and Georgie was soon caught up in a hug, small arms wrapping around her waist in a vice-like grip.
When released, she beamed down at her would-be captor. “Hello, Léonie,” she greeted in French. Now ten, Léonie was one of Clara’s younger cousins, the daughter of one of her mother’s many sisters. Georgie remembered meeting her just weeks after she’d been born, only ten herself at the time, full of awe and terror at the way she’d been passed the little bundle without question, already considered part of the family. Now, the top of Léonie’s head was nearly level with Georgie’s shoulder, and she grinned up at her with glee written all over her young face.
“You’re here! Clara said you would come, but she lies sometimes,” the little girl replied in French, casting an accusing look back over her shoulder at her cousin, who laughed.
Sitting in a chair against the wall, Clara had her hands full with Léonie’s eight-year-old brother, Jules, who was squirming happily as Clara tickled his sides.
“As you can tell, it’s just as much of a madhouse as usual here today,” Clara called over Jules’ giggles, rolling her eyes good-naturedly over the boy’s head, her eyes dancing with their usual sparkle despite the sarcastic words. Today, her long braids were gathered into a ponytail at the back of her head, and Georgie could see that, like Georgie, she was already dressed to go out, in a black dress that shimmered subtly in the warm lighting. They shared a conspiratorial smile.
“Clara!” a voice behind Georgie scolded, and Georgie turned to see Clara’s mother, Delphine, turning and wiping her hands on her apron, giving her daughter a sternly amused smile.
“Only the truth,” Clara said from behind Georgie, causing Léonie to burst into a fit of giggles alongside her brother, but Georgie was already too caught up by being pulled into another warm hug by Clara’s mother to react. Somehow, even though the older woman was several inches shorter than Georgie, she still managed to make her feel engulfed in the best way.
“I have missed you, my Georgie,” she greeted when she stepped back, patting her cheek with one soft hand before withdrawing, warm smile and twinkling eyes near identical to her daughter’s, though her frame was shorter and her face rounder. “Clara tells me that you two are going out to dance in the New Year tonight, but you will be staying for dinner before, yes?”
“Of course I am,” Georgie reassured, smiling back uncontrollably. “I’ve missed seeing everyone. I wish I could’ve come to visit earlier in the holiday, but my family was in Vancouver. And I would never pass over your cooking.”
“Our cooking,” Clara’s aunt called from where she was still stirring a large pot, turning to give Georgie a wink and a smile. “And I should hope not! You girls need feeding before you go back to all that hockey you’re playing over in Quebec, and all that studying. I know you college kids barely know how to take care of yourselves.”
Then, the room was filled again with voices, as everyone began to chime in with their own agreements and rebuttals. Georgie smiled and went to sit down in the chair next to Clara’s, immediately accepting Léonie into her lap and wrapping her arms around the girl’s stomach to secure her there as she listened, responding as the conversation required, but mostly basking. Her house was far less noisy, with only her and her older sister, Sidney, and her parents. All of her own cousins lived in Vancouver, and while they took turns visiting for Christmas and some other holidays, it never got so crowded.
As if reading her thoughts, Clara leaned over and whispered: “Loud enough for you?” in English to Clara, presumably in an effort for the children not to pick up on their communication.
It wasn’t that Clara’s family didn’t know English—they did—but for the children, whose primarily-French elementary school was only just starting to incorporate English into classes as they got older, and who mainly spoke French with their family, it was still sometimes a struggle to pick up. This was partially why Clara had been enrolled in hockey and sent to the very camp she and Georgie had met at, so many years before—to help improve her own English skills.
Georgie, who had known some French at the time but hadn’t been fluent, had been excited to practice her own second language, and so they’d struck up a bit of a deal, switching between languages whenever one needed a break from thinking too hard about words. It developed into a comfortable routine that evolved to how they spoke today, flip-flopping between the two languages in everyday speech in what their other college friends called “Georgie-Clara Frenglish.” Mostly, they texted in English, though, since Clara had gotten out of the habit of reading and writing in French since she’d left her French elementary school, and claimed that she preferred her second language for written communication anyway. Georgie had never been very good at writing in French in the first place, so was grateful for the concession.
Georgie laughed. “Very,” she whispered back. “Now I just have to figure out an opening to start giving people their Christmas presents.”
Clara snorted. “With my family, you know that you have to make your own openings,” she said, returning to French and leaning back, jostling Jules playfully in her lap.
Georgie laughed, and resolved to do just that…in a few minutes. For now, she basked in the warmth.
Hours later, Clara and Georgie escaped onto the snowy street, already slightly tipsy from the Caribou that they’d filled their glasses with at the dinner table under cover of chaos, and both of their cheeks flushed with the excitement and warmth of the house. Clara’s parents had seen them out with the explicit direction for Georgie to help Clara “meet a nice girl who speaks French” which Clara had rolled her eyes at while Georgie gave her a pointed side-eye, dutifully not commenting on the fact that she apparently hadn’t told her parents that she already had. The warmth in their veins from the alcohol and the laughter helped ward off the chilly night air, as they pulled their coats around them and prepared to walk to the nearest bus stop that would take them further downtown.
“Your mom, is she doing well still?” Georgie asked in French as they walked, arms swinging at their sides. Once they were colder, perhaps, they would link them for warmth as they’d done in childhood, but they’d also learned over the years how perilous that could prove on icy streets. And they weren’t wearing skates that day. If one went down, they both would.
“Yes, I think she might even be getting better,” Clara returned, carefully cutting around an icy patch on the sidewalk. “I wasn’t sure when I called from school whether she was telling me the truth about the migraines, but it does seem like she’s getting fewer. And with how loud everyone always is in the holidays especially, that’s saying something.”
“Good, I’m glad,” Georgie replied, letting out a relieved sigh and nodding, the zing of alcohol in her veins making her smile wider and more emotional than ever at the news.
It had been a hard time over the past few years for Clara’s family, and Georgie as an extended member of it. When Clara had been just fourteen, Delphine had begun to lose her hearing in one ear, and had subsequently been diagnosed with a rare tumor pressing on the auditory nerve in that ear, near her brain. The surgery to remove it had made her completely deaf on one side, but it had been successful. What medical shows didn’t tell you, though, was that even successful brain surgeries sometimes took years to fully recover from, and that that recovery looked about as terrifying as anything could be to fourteen-year-old Clara and her older brother, seventeen-year-old Hector. But at least the migraines that left Delphine incapacitated in bed for days on end had been easing over time. And at least the tumor hadn’t come back. 
Georgie couldn’t even begin to imagine how much worse it all would’ve been if the Lavoies hadn’t been the close-knit family they were, with infinite helping hands happy to step in whenever possible. Georgie and her family had helped whenever they could, too, even if that help mostly just looked like keeping Clara company, holding her when she cried, and distracting her with hockey and TV shows when that was indicated. She’d also tried to keep Clara from self-destructing whenever she could, too, even though it hadn’t been the easiest, or, for that matter, the most enjoyable task in high school. Most of the time, all Georgie had wanted to do was let Clara—and her biting and cleverly accurate quips—loose on her classmates and teachers, who deserved all that she could offer, but she knew it would only get her friend into an unfair amount of trouble. So they’d made it through together instead with deep breaths, with hockey, with poems and stories for Clara and impassioned essays for Georgie, with sneaking out to go dance in clubs where no one knew them until one a.m., and with driving out to empty fields and screaming until their lungs couldn’t take it anymore.
“She was glad to see you,” Clara said in English, glancing over at Georgie and flashing her a grateful smile, bringing her friend out of her recollections.
“I was glad to be there,” Georgie replied in French, grinning back.
Silently, the two girls linked arms as they continued to walk down the street, approaching the bus stop ahead, the streetlight directly above it glowing like a beacon gesturing them onwards.
“Don’t lie, I know you just wanted to see my brother,” Clara retorted after a few seconds, and Georgie shoved her unceremoniously into a snowy bush next to the sidewalk, making Clara squawk in a mixture of indignance and amused satisfaction at the way her joke had landed.
She didn’t have time to get her revenge, though, as they saw the road illuminated by bus’ headlights from behind them. Georgie helped pull Clara out of the bush and both girls hurried as fast as they could without wiping out completely to reach the bus stop. When they were inside and found seats, Clara turned to Georgie.
“I’ll get you back for that,” she claimed, raising her eyebrows to show that she meant business.
Georgie shrugged and smiled. “Sure,” she said. “But first, we dance until 2016, right?”
Clara let her serious expression fall in favor of a wide grin, and nodded. “Yes, let’s.”

January 2016
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
knock him out! knock him out! knock him out!!!
Georgie @teamhollander11
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister
You know that this is completely unintelligible without context, right?
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @teamhollander11 @dagenaisforprimeminister
well you have context so i don’t know what you’re complaining about
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @teamhollander11
yes!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

ESPN @ESPN
Dallas Kent has been taken to the hospital after a fight on the ice got bloody between the Toronto Guardians player and J.J. Dagenais of the Montreal Metros. Reports state that he’s stable but may have a concussion.
EM @masshole21
Replying to @ESPN
credit where credit is due, thank you for your service @JJDagenais
JJ Dagenais @JJDagenais
Replying to @masshole21 @ESPN
happy to do it

Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
how the fuck did a raiders fan get a reply from jj before i did???
Georgie @teamhollander11
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister
Life is unfair. Also, you never tag him
Georgie @teamhollander11
Replying to @teamhollander11 @dagenaisforprimeminister
At least I know no one is getting a reply from Shane Hollander before me. Since no one is getting a reply from Shane Hollander, period. He is not online lol
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @teamhollander11 @dagenaisforprimeminister
lol yeah he’s too busy winning us cups and….doing other things that shall not be named
Georgie @teamhollander11
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @teamhollander11
I appreciate you having the self-restraint to not bring your RPF into this
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @teamhollander11 @dagenaisforprimeminister
the restraint is as much for my sake as it is for everyone else’s. that’s not going on main. plus it’s like 75% a bit anyway….sort of
Georgie @teamhollander11
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @teamhollander11
Boundaries are good and healthy. Now if I could only get you to stop sending fanfics to me to beta
Clara vs the world @teamhollander11
Replying to @teamhollander11 @dagenaisforprimeminister
not a chance

…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Clara: if i tell you something, will you promise not to say i told you so?
Georgie: Of course! What’s going on?
Clara: i wish i hadn’t met laura’s parents
Clara: i felt horribly uncomfortable, i don’t think they liked me at all. and now it feels weird between me and laura
Georgie: What?!! How could they not?? What happened??
Georgie: Hold on, I’m going to call you
[later]
Georgie: I looked and there’s a 3pm train back to Montreal, I’m going to get a ticket now. So I’ll be back to the dorm around 5:30pm
Clara: you really don’t have to come back early for me
Georgie: I’m going to. We can eat hot cheetos and watch Supernatural like old times
Clara: that sounds really nice…..
Georgie: I’ll be there in three hours. You can start without me as long as you don’t watch Bugs, since I need to be there to heckle the screen with you for that one
Clara: deal
…
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
after viewing one dean winchester as a woman fan art, i have figured out my type: 1) emotionally unavailable, 2) violent tendencies, 3) freckles
Georgie @teamhollander11
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister
Hate that for you

…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: So….does your tweet mean that I made things worse by suggesting Supernatural?
Georgie: And am I or am I not supposed to mention that only like 1 (and maybe an additional ½ if you squint) of the three criteria describe your current girlfriend?
Clara: no, definitely better. and you’re not supposed to mention that. are you almost back?
Georgie: Yeah, just arrived at the station. Be there soon
Clara: bring hot cheetos??
Georgie: Already covered, don’t worry
Clara: love you
Georgie: 💙💙💙

February 2016
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ça fait des mois (que je fais le mort)
hockeylesbian12
Summary:
Hunting is all Shane Hollander has ever known, all he lives and breathes, and he’s good at it. Sometimes a little too good, he’s heard the other hunters he works with sometimes say under their breath when they think he’s out of earshot. He never confronts them, not wanting to put more of a target on his back than is already there. He’s got too many secrets that he’s running from as it is.
But after one night on a hunt turns ugly, making him unsure who to trust even amongst his closest friends and allies, Shane is forced to flee to the only place he thinks might still be safe: back to the man he swore he would leave behind forever. He just has to hope that Ilya won’t let him bleed out on his doorstep after the last time he was there.
Notes:
i’m going through shit, don’t judge me. as always, i plead the fact that shane hollander and ilya rozanov are perfect narrative foils as the reason that i write fanfic about them, since i’m a die-hard metros fan and thus legally obligated to hate rozanov at least a little bit. if you see a typo, i was up until 3am finishing this, so mind your business
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: Is this a cry for help?
Georgie: Genuinely asking this, I’m worried. You didn’t even ask me to beta it this time
Clara: you’ve been busy. you’re taking like a million classes this term
Georgie: I’m never too busy for you, you know that
Georgie: Seriously, are you okay? I know things have been strange lately with the team and with Laura
Clara: i’m okay
Georgie: Someone who’s “okay” doesn’t just write a 30k Hollanov Supernatural AU angst fic in two weeks
Georgie: Which, by the way, is a really cool premise and I’m excited to read it, but the wellness check still stands
Clara: i’m just in a blanket burrito while i watch snow fall outside the window and contemplate the fact that love will always die
Georgie: Have you talked to her at all since the last time?
Clara: not really
Clara: i can’t really tell if we’re fully broken up or not, last she said she just needed some space
Clara: but that was like, three weeks ago
Clara: i miss her, georgie
Georgie: I know, Clara. I’m sorry
Georgie: I’ll come back to the dorm soon, okay? Just something I still have to take care of out here
…
Text Thread: Georgie & Laura
Georgie: I’m outside your dorm, come down. We’re going to talk
Laura: What? Why?
Georgie: I think you know. Now get out here, I’m freezing
Laura: You can come inside if you want
Georgie: No, we’re walking and talking. Back to my dorm. Where, if you convince me that you deserve to, you’ll then talk to Clara, because my best friend is miserable and you need to fix it
Laura: I’m coming down

March 2016
Text Thread: “Jane” & “Lily”
Jane: You’re such a fucking asshole.
Lily: Mm, yes. But you like it when yours is the asshole I’m fucking
Jane: Seriously, how am I supposed to cover this up?
Jane: [Attached mirror selfie]
Lily: Fuck, so hot. Especially when you glare like that
Lily: You are not supposed to cover up. That is point. That is why you begged for it
Jane: Fuck you.
Lily: Not for while again 😢 But at least you have something to remember me with
Jane: 🖕
…
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
after a brief period of lesbian-induced melancholia, i am back on my regularly scheduled bullshit
Georgie @teamhollander11
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister
Having a lesbian best friend really does make me appreciate being straight sometimes. Not most of the time, but definitely sometimes
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @teamhollander11 @dagenaisforprimeminister
it’s not for the faint of heart. but like, neither is being straight, bc your dating history has also made me feel grateful to be a lesbian
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @teamhollander11
okay now i’m gonna get caught up on the hockey news i’ve missed, brb

Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
excuse me why am i only NOW finding out that shane hollander played his whole last game with a hickey the size of ontario on his neck??? @teamhollander11 explain yourself
Georgie @teamhollander11
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister
You were in despair, I didn’t think it was the time to share those headlines with you
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @teamhollander11 @dagenaisforprimeminister
for future reference, if i’m conscious, i want to be shown shane hollander hickey headlines
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @teamhollander11
he seriously looks like he’s been mauled. i might’ve taken my fanfic in a different direction if i’d seen this
Georgie @teamhollander11
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @teamhollander11
you’re shameless






  
    Chapter End Notes

    mets-en = a French-Canadian phrase meant to emphasize or agree.

At this point, I’m just spitting on the fourth wall’s grave. And I have no shame whatsoever. FYI, if anyone sees a fake fic description in this story (yes, there will be more) and is very invested in it or wants to write it, go for it! I really am too busy and have too many writing projects I want to be working on already to think about writing any of them myself. I would just ask for you to label is as inspired by this work (partially because I also would be pumped to read it and that way I’d get notified and can link it to this fic for others to read). Also, please do NOT use AI to “write” them; I would find that personally offensive. If you do, I’ll tell all the crows what you did and you’ll never know a moment’s peace :)
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  May 2016
Text Thread: “the suite life (of zack & cody)”
Em: can someone for the love of god tell me why brett has another bite taken out of him
Em: ella, i think i need to stage an intervention
Ella: after only twice? that seems like an overreaction. also, it wasn’t me this time!!
Em: how in the world do you expect me to believe you. who else of us wants to bite brett
Em: oh god. beau???
Beau: why are you accusing me??
Em: your twitter handle is literally puckeater! you clearly have an oral fixation
Beau: last time i checked, brett wasn’t a puck. and i don’t have time to unpack the rest of that
Lily: no it was me actually. we decided it’s good luck and i need to do well on my ochem final
Em: when did you decide it’s good luck to bite brett???????
Ella: last night when we were studying
Ella: you were in the library
Em: literally what good luck have you gotten from biting brett, ella
Ella: well….i’ve gotten lucky a couple times since, if that’s what you mean
Ella: once even with a girl who DIDN’T have a boyfriend in U of M at the time, if you can believe it
Em: and that energy is going to help lily with finals?
Lily: don’t take this away from me. i’m locked in and i don’t care if it’s placebo effect
Beau: ok i’m convinced
Beau: my ec 202 final project is Not going well, so this better work
Em: *sigh*
Em: fine, i’ll do it, too, i guess it can’t really hurt
Em: this is officially the stupidest superstition, closely followed by the fact that ella’s too chickenshit to change her cringecore twitter username and handle
Ella: fuck off, they won the year i made it
Em: well they haven’t won since, so i don’t think you’re really helping anyone, raidersfangirl26
Em: okay this lack of reply is really freaking me out
Beau: lol you’re the one who poked the bear 🤷‍♂️

June 2016
Text Thread: Em & Beau
Em: still on for watching the stanley cup finals at mine today? are you and ella still planning to drive up together from the cape?
Beau: yup, we’re on our way!!
Beau: glad lily was able to stay around in mass for a while to watch with us, even if the raiders got kicked out so early into it
Em: haha yeah, she likes having company to yell at the TV, and it’s entertaining for me
Beau: oh yeah i bet you’re very entertained 😉
Em: shut up
…
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
i swear to god if one more commentator says the phrase “hollander dynasty,” i will reach through the tv and strangle them myself!!
beau @puckeater
Replying to @raidersfangirl26
and i’ll be right there with you
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever
Replying to @raidersfangirl26
god same. i’m so annoyed
EM @masshole21
Replying to @raidersfangirl26
woah wait you changed your username
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26
yeah, i added an ‘a’ for every time you spilled watermelon ruby on yourself last night bc you were staring at a certain someone instead of watching the game
EM @masshole21
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21
🖕
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26
think about this next time you decide to talk shit
beau @puckeater
Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26
say what you will about ella, at least she’s consistent. she chooses violence every time
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever
Replying to @puckeater @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26
wait, who was em staring at last night?
EM @masshole21
Replying to @rozanov81forever @puckeater @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26
no one, ella’s just having trouble distinguishing fantasy from reality
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @puckeater @raidersfangirl26
you’d insult me at a time like this? when your life is in my hands? brave

…
Text Thread: Ella & Em
Em: please don’t, i’m sorry, i’ll do anything you want
Ella: anything, you say…?
…
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
I CHANGED MY HANDLE BECAUSE THE TITLE IS A WORTHY ONE
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @hollanderdynasty11
hell fucking yes it is!!!!!
EM @masshole21
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11
no matter how many cups you win, you’ll still live in boring canada
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @masshole21 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11
oh whatever will i do with my free healthcare and best hockey teams
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @masshole21 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11
Literally how will I survive living in a country with a generally functioning democracy, affordable education, and great athletes. These grapes are sour 😂
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @masshole21 @dagenaisforprimeminister
@masshole21 turns out your #1 draft pick only got you one cup, and #2 got us two. i’d ask how that feels, but i think i know

…
Text Thread: Ella & Em
Em: i thought canadians were supposed to be nice
Ella: LOL
Ella: that was great
Em: why exactly did you send me in to be cyberbullied by metros fans? you don’t usually hide behind other people for your chirps
Ella: i just wanted to see what would happen. i’m practicing the scientific method
Em: you’re weird. you’re sus. i’ve got my eye on you
Ella: no you don’t. you’re too busy staring at lily
Em: homophobia
Ella: only for you ;)
…
Text Thread: Ella & Cathy [her mom]
Cathy: Hey sweetie! I just had a chance to catch up with Liza’s mom. Sounds like Liza’s been doing well this year at U of M, getting more ice time! But she said that Liza told her that you two haven’t talked in a while. I thought the public skate at the ice rink in Bourne tomorrow might be a good chance to catch up with her and her family!
Ella: Sorry, mom, I have a shift at the restaurant tomorrow, and dad wants me to come over for dinner after
Ella: Also, my knee has been hurting a bit recently, and Dr. Kaal said she still doesn’t think skating is a good idea, given that
Cathy: Dr. Kaal doesn’t know a thing about skaters! You know what I’ve been saying: the only way to make it better again is to work to strengthen it. That brace is just making it worse, it weakens the muscles around it. I read about it online!
Ella: I do PT exercises to strengthen the muscles, mom
Ella: I have to get back to work, sorry
Cathy: Okay, just think about it! I’m sure Liza would love to see you either way. I know she isn’t working at the restaurant this summer, but you were such good friends in high school. You should reach out!
Ella: Sure, if I have time, I will
Cathy: Tell your father he needs to reply to my email about tuition costs this year. And remind him that it was him that let you apply to that school in the first place, so he can’t duck out of the bill.
Ella: I’ll let him know, sorry you have to deal with that
…
Text Thread: Ella & Liza
Liza: Hey…
Ella: absolutely the fuck not
…
Text Thread: Ella & Beau
Ella: i need to fucking escape this place or there will be atrocities
Beau: hear, hear
Beau: drive?
Ella: yes please. i’ll come get you
Beau: 🤩

September 2016
Overheard at BU @overheard_bu
Last night at the campus Dunkin: “If you think about it, the cuck chair is the real puppet master of us all. It sits in every hotel room as a reminder. Even if you just put your suitcase on it, you know what it’s really there for. Waiting, biding its time. Ready to cuckold you.”
Professor Andy @AndreaPendroza
Replying to @overheard_bu
Always good to hear that our students are having philosophical discussions outside of class…
Anonymous Terrier @anonymous_boston_terrier
Replying to @overheard_bu
I’m desperate to know the context of this conversation. Feels like a larger conspiracy theory of hotels trying to promote the cuck lifestyle. And I’m interested in hearing the arguments for that 👀
meg @meg_draws008
Replying to @overheard_bu
fascinated by the implication that being cuckolded is an inevitable fate that we all must submit to, a fate which is somehow determined or at least highlighted by the existence of the hotel cuck chair
Noelle @yellow_wallpaper_enjoyer
Replying to @overheard_bu
Ok, hold my beer, about to write a short story contemplating the hotel cuck chair as a provoker of anxieties around emasculation and the inevitability of becoming socially and sexually irrelevant as time passes and people age
EM @masshole21
Replying to @yellow_wallpaper_enjoyer @overheard_bu
PLEASE send me this when you’re finished

…
Text Thread: “the suite life (of zack & cody)”
Em: did you see you’re famous, beau?
Em: [Screenshot of Overheard at BU tweet]
Em: you’re even being psychoanalyzed in the replies
Beau: yeah, i saw it! glad to be spreading the good word
Beau: forward me the short story if/when you get it, em. i want to read it too
Ella: i still maintain that the hotel cuck chair is actually the ultimate cuck and agree with the replies that your viewpoint speaks to anxieties about emasculation
Beau: i mean, i’m a gay guy who grew up in a deeply homophobic household. of course i have anxieties about emasculation 🙄
Em: you can take the guy out of the closet but you can’t take the closet out of the guy
Lily: ok, fine, i’ll take a psych class in the spring if only to understand what the fuck you’re all talking about
Em: please do bc psych is great and i think you’d love it!! but also i have to warn you that what’s wrong with beau is wayyyy too complex to be covered in psych 101
Em: honestly english lit might be better
Beau: can confirm that this is true
…
beau @hotelcuckchair
new handle just dropped 🫳 the end of a decade, but the start of an age
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever
Replying to @hotelcuckchair
i never thought i’d ask this but…..please put it back
EM @masshole21
Replying to @hotelcuckchair
i commend your commitment to the bit if nothing else

…
Text Thread: “the suite (life of zach & cody)”
Lily: hey…i just got back to the dorm from lab and there’s a woman waiting outside our door
Em: that’s so ominous, what do you mean? what woman??
Lily: well…i didn’t ask bc i saw her then i went to hide in the stairwell hoping she’ll leave, but i peeked a couple times and she’s still standing there. i don’t have enough energy to talk to anyone rn so if anyone’s around could someone come intercept her for me? please?
Ella: shit. does she have dark red hair? big puffer jacket and a big purse?
Lily: yes?? why??
Ella: that’s my mom
Ella: i’ll come back to the dorm to intercept her, i just need to wait until shelley is back from break so i can get her to cover for me
Ella: i’m sorry, i didn’t know she was coming
Ella: she did this once in freshman year
Em: “this” meaning drive up to boston and find a way into your dorm building unannounced?? the fuck?
Ella: yeah, that
Beau: hey, no, don’t call off work. i don’t have class right now, i’m just in the library, so i can come back to intercept her instead
Beau: she knows me from summers so i can entertain her for a bit until your shift ends
Ella: you really don’t have to do that
Ella: you know she still thinks you’re my boyfriend (even though i never told her that)
Beau: i really don’t mind, and i’m already walking back. be there in a few
Ella: if you’re sure…thank you, beau
Lily: i appreciate you rescuing me, sorry i can’t help more, i just am not really able to make small talk or any talk with anyone at the moment
Ella: you don’t need to apologize. I’M sorry that MY mom is blocking the way to YOUR room and making you hide in the stairwell
Em: it’s definitely not your fault either, ella
Em: how long do you think she’ll be here?
Ella: who knows…i’ll have to text brian to reschedule my shift at the IT help center tomorrow
Beau: not the time but i just am always in awe of how much you work….
Ella: please don’t say that to my mom! she WILL have opinions about it
…
Next day…
“Now, Ella Rose Coleman, I know that you can do better than that!”
The ice rink at the university fitness center wasn’t crowded on that Saturday night, with most students at parties with the goal to ward away the growing autumn chill with alcohol and the heat of other bodies crowding a space, rather than seeking out the cold. This week, though, the exceptions were Lily, Beau, Em, and Ella, who had all been cajoled into attending the free skate by Ella’s mother.
Ms. Coleman, or Cathy, as she’d insisted on being called earlier that evening at dinner, was certainly an intimidating woman in Lily’s opinion. She probably didn’t try to be, with her smiles that stretched almost too far across her face and clear wish to endear herself towards everyone she met. But with her loud voice, the gesture of her hands that expanded the space she took up to four times her size, and the way she shot down any protest to her ideas with a quick wave of her hand…well, Lily, for one, couldn’t help but feel cowed. Perhaps it wouldn’t have been so noticeable, either, if Ella hadn’t seemed to shrink to a quarter of her size in her mother’s presence, her usual acerbic wit vanishing into a small, forced smile and eyes that looked dead to the world. Lily wasn’t always great at reading people, but when such a drastic change occurred in someone she knew so well, even she noticed.
Now, as Lily straightened from where she’d been drinking from the water fountain just off the side of the rink, her eyes snapped to the spot from which the loud voice had echoed out in waves to fill the space. Ella’s mother was skating backwards, hands on her hips, what seemed to be a playful smile attached to her lips as she watched Ella, skating forwards with her, her movements smooth and perfectly balanced on the ice, body swaying gracefully with every turn like water. She wasn’t smiling, though.
Earlier, at dinner, when Cathy had suggested the idea of going to the ice rink for open skate, her eyes gleaming with excitement, Lily hadn’t been surprised when Ella had protested.
“Mom,” she’d protested, an air of reproach in her voice that Lily hadn’t yet heard that evening, despite the myriad of things Cathy had said that warranted it.
But Lily knew that for all the hockey games they’d attended, for all they’d talked about it online, each of the few times that she, Em, and Beau had gone to open skate at the campus ice rink, Ella had always refused to go with them. Lily didn’t think much of it. Of course, it was possible for someone to like hockey but not want to skate themselves. So what came next had shocked her.
“Oh, come on, Ella,” Cathy Coleman had said, giving her daughter an indulgent smile. “One skate isn’t going to hurt. You can show your friends what a real skater looks like. Not like all those hockey players you’re such a fan of.” Then, she’d turned to look at the rest of the group conspiratorially. “You all know, I’m sure, that my Ella was just about the best figure skater of her generation until a few years ago? She would’ve made it far if not for what happened to her knee.”
She made a disappointed clucking sound with her tongue, then glanced back at Ella. “Which I of course don’t blame you for, honey,” she added, as an afterthought.
“Of course we know,” Em said, before Lily could even fully process the words Ella’s mother had spoken.
The unusually bland smile on Em’s face when Lily turned to look at them, combined with the quick squeeze of Lily’s knee under the table which left her skin tingling, clued Lily into the fact that she was also supposed to nod along. Beau, across the table next to Cathy, was wearing something between a smile and a grimace, his eyes darting quickly between Ella and her mother. Ella didn’t meet any of their gazes.
They had ended up at the ice rink in the end, despite Beau’s and Em’s clear efforts to suggest alternatives that would steer them clear of the place. Cathy, it seemed, had been planning for this eventuality, as she produced two sets of white skates from her trunk, the latter which she presented with another too-wide smile fixed on Ella. Lily didn’t miss the flash of a grimace that flew across Ella’s mouth quick as lightning as she took them, though Cathy seemed oblivious.
Now, Lily watched as Ella said something quiet to her mom on the ice, which her mom responded to with a tinkling laugh and a reply that carried again across the rink: “One Lutz won’t hurt! It was your best back when you competed. Come on, show your friends what you can do!”
If she’d been braver, Lily might’ve protested. She might’ve skated back onto the ice and told Cathy that she didn’t need to be shown what Ella could do. She might’ve told her about the all-nighters she’d seen Ella pull to cover for her coworkers when they’d been out sick, even when she’d had a test the next day. She might’ve talked about the flights of stairs she’d watched Ella climb to OChem lab when the elevator of the Chemistry building had been broken, and how Ella had sported a limp even with her brace the next day, and still hadn’t complained the following week when she’d had to do it again. She might’ve said that no matter what the jump Ella was about to do looked like, it wouldn’t actually impress Lily more than Ella had impressed her on the first day she’d met her in person, when she’d helped Lily, a near stranger, move into her dorm, laughed at her dad’s bad jokes, and asked her shy younger brother about his amphibian t-shirt.
But the memory of the look that Ella had shot Beau when he’d asked quietly if her knee would be alright without her brace as she’d laced up her skates with practiced ease stopped Lily, along with the clear: “Please stay out of it,” that Ella had muttered under her breath before stepping onto the ice.
So when Ella took a deep breath and set her face in a determined expression as she turned to skate backwards away from her mother, then launched herself into the air in a spin that Lily knew she wouldn’t have been able to track the origin of even with the benefit of a slow motion replay, she just watched with baited breath. When Ella’s skates returned with a click onto solid ice, she let it out, and reluctantly joined in on the applause Cathy had enthusiastically started, wondering if Ella’s mother didn’t see the pain on her daughter’s face, or if she just didn’t care.
Later, after Cathy had hugged her daughter goodbye, chattering on about her Sunday plans on the Cape before sliding back into her car and pulling away, the four friends clustered into Ella’s room in the suite. She’d only really let her limp show after her mom had left, and even reluctantly allowed Beau to drape her arm over his shoulders so he could take some of her weight as they walked the short distance left back to their dorm. Now, they watched as she sat on her bed, pulled her leggings up over her swollen knee, and pressed a wrapped ice pack to it, sighing out a long breath and leaning back against the wall.
“Your mom seems kind of horrible,” Lily piped up finally from her perch on Ella’s desk, if only to break the tense quiet.
Em, who was sitting on Ella’s desk chair next to Lily, let out a snort of laughter. 
“Understatement,” they said, glancing up at Lily with a twinkle in their eyes that made her stomach flip before they looked back over to where Ella was sitting on her bed.
“Is your knee gonna be okay?” Em asked.
Ella, who had also let just the hint of a smile cross her face at Lily’s comment, nodded. “It’ll be fine,” she said. Then, she added bitterly: “As much as it ever is.”
Only Beau, seated on the floor with his long legs awkwardly folded against his chest, hadn’t smiled at Lily’s comment. He was still wearing the look he’d adopted when he’d sat down a few minutes ago—something burning hot in his eyes, his jaw flexing as if he was actively chewing on his tongue to keep the tirade from releasing. As if Ella could sense him about to burst, she looked over and met his gaze, shaking her head.
“Not tonight,” she said, her voice suddenly exhausted, the dead look in her eyes from before still lingering around the edges, as if her familiar spark was still struggling to reignite due to lack of oxygen. “I don’t want to hear it tonight, okay?”
Beau’s posture slumped as if his strings had been cut, but he nodded. Ella leaned her head back against the wall and closed her eyes, her expression unreadable.
“Do you want us to stay?” Lily asked, at a loss for what to do or say.
Ella didn’t open her eyes, only nodded. The silence was soft as it fell again, and this time, Lily didn’t break it.
…
Text Thread: “the suite life (of zack & cody)”
Ella: i realize you all probably have questions but i have about fifteen hundred assignments to catch up on after this weekend and back to back shifts tomorrow at the IT center and dunkin to make up for the ones i missed, so i created this powerpoint instead
Ella: [File attached]
Em: while i generally appreciate conciseness, i’m having trouble with slides 6 and 8
Em: i know you study physiology, ella, but *i* don’t know how to read these x-rays
Ella: i know, that’s why i captioned them “bad” and “worse”
Ella: that’s all you need to know
Em: why include them at all then??
Ella: because slides with pictures are more engaging
Beau: that is what the professors tell us
Lily: the whole of slide 9 is just taken up by the word DIVORCE in white font with black background??
Ella: yes, that’s true
Beau: i think what lily is saying is that there might need to be a little more context for these things, ella
Ella: fine, if you provide me with alcohol this weekend, i’ll answer questions
Lily: i really appreciate that because this only made me more confused!!
Lily: how’s your knee today?
Ella: it’s fine
Em: still swollen?
Ella: yes, but it’s fine
Beau: have you gone to student health to get it checked?
Ella: no, it’s fine
Lily: does it hurt?
Ella: pain is just a state of mind
Ella: seriously it’s fine, everyone leave me alone!
Em: nice try, but not gonna happen

October 2016
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
since @masshole21 is getting on my last nerve, here’s them the other night eating shit on the cop slide, i.e. one of boston’s best creations
[Attached video:
Description: Short clip of Em flying out of the cop slide backwards on their stomach, flailing, before landing on the ground face-first. Loud laughter can be heard in the background.]
EM @masshole21
Replying to @raidersfangirl26
sorry for trying to take care of you, i forgot that you’re literally devil spawn
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26
ok cotton mather
beau @hotelcuckchair
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21
damn, deep cut with the massachusetts high school history knowledge
Scott Hunter Nursing Home @dinosaurhunter81
Replying to @raidersfangirl26
This is very funny. Where is this place? What is “cop slide”?
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @dinosaurhunter81 @raidersfangirl26
oh, it’s like this slide a boston cop ate shit going down. google it, the video’s funny. it’s in downtown boston, near td garden where the raiders play
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @dinosaurhunter81 @raidersfangirl26
also wicked good username and handle lol, roz would be proud
Scott Hunter Nursing Home @dinosaurhunter81
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dinosaurhunter81
Haha yes, thank you. Good information to have
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever
Replying to @dinosaurhunter81 @raidersfangirl26
@raidersfangirl26 not even a warning??
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @rozanov81forever @dinosaurhunter81 @raidersfangirl26
they saw the video. i take no responsibility for any further actions


November 2016
Ilya Rozanov’s Search History:
Cop video Boston slide
Boston cop slide injury compilation
Boston cop slide location
Best positions to fuck in so he will have feelings for you
How to ask hookup to spend the night
How to tell gay hookup you think he is gay
How to share feelings without admitting you have feelings
How to become a man’s boyfriend without him noticing
Shane Hollander favorite foods
Shane Hollander cheat foods
Tuna melt ingredients
Boston places to buy ginger ale
What does it mean if man only drinks ginger ale
What is autism
Autism speaks scary video what the fuck???
…
ESPN @ESPN
Video leaked of Boston Raiders player Cliff Marleau (@CMarleauRaiders) taking a nighttime tumble down the infamous Boston “cop slide.”
…
Text Thread: “the suite life (of zack & cody)”
Ella: omfg have you seen the video from ESPN?! this is the best day
…
A few days later…
Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike
slides are for kids. slides are for kids. slides are for kids
City of Boston @CityofBostonOfficial
The area around the slide in Boston City Hall Plaza will be closed to the public today for biohazard cleanup. We ask people to please be mindful and work to preserve our public spaces.
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Clara: what the fuck is a “cop slide”?
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    *Kronk voice* Oh yeah, it’s all coming together.

As we’re now within the timeline of the original fic, I’m planning to, in future chapters, put some snippets and/or whole conversation threads from the original into this fic IF and only IF they feel crucial to understanding what’s going on, so you don’t have to be confused and go back and forth trying to figure out context or place where we are in the story. I’m going to try to limit that as much as possible, though, since I also don’t want this to be repetitive.

Hope you enjoyed these tantalizing hints and half pieces of info about Ella's injury and family life. More will be revealed over time, because I am evil and also a tease.


  


      

  












      Chapter 5: that feeling when NHL news keeps getting in the way of your gay breakup
  



    Chapter Notes

      *cracks knuckles* Okay, who’s ready for some literary symmetry?


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  November 2016
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
I really hate to say this, but the fact that the City of Boston had to do biohazard cleanup after Hayden went down that slide is making the “Hayden Pike wears adult diapers” joke seem more and more plausible every day
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @hollanderdynasty11
oh my god you’re right. i’ve been laughing for the last five minutes about this, how did you connect these dots?
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11
I was just trying to figure out what could result in biohazard cleanup. And now I can’t think of anything else
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister
okay but if he DOES wear adult diapers, wouldn’t that preclude the need for biohazard cleanup? mess contained, non?
Hayden Pike @haydenpike35
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11
unfortunately, i only wear them on the ice. if i’d known how much cooler boston public spaces were than montreal’s, i would’ve worn one out that night. i got too excited, and now i will forever be known as the cop slide shitter 😔
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @haydenpike35 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11
well, i guess now we know whose fans created this account. and i really wanted to like you
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @haydenpike35 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11
How did you even find this thread??
[beau @hotelcuckchair started following Georgie @hollanderdynasty11]
[beau @hotelcuckchair started following Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister]
[Georgie @hollanderdynasty11 started following beau @hotelcuckchair]

…
Text Thread: Hayden, Jackie, & Shane
Jackie: Hey babe, Twitter is calling you the cop slide shitter now. Just FYI that is the legacy our kids are going to inherit
Hayden: ??????? where did they get that??? i threw up! i didn’t shit myself!
Jackie: Three guesses
Jackie: And I’m sorry, but that’s not the distinction you think it is
Hayden: oh SHIT, not that fucking fake account again!
Shane: Swear jar 2x.
Hayden: wait why is shane here??
Hayden: jackie why did you text this to the group chat with shane??????
Jackie: I thought he should know who he’s publicly associating himself with
Shane: I appreciate that.
Hayden: shane is fine. he just got the number of a famous actress
Jackie: And is best friends with the cop slide shitter. Not sure if those two balance out

December 2016
McGill Martlets @McGillMartlets
We appreciate all the well-wishes for Laura Taver, the captain of our hockey team, after her injury on the ice yesterday evening. Laura is recovering well, but will unfortunately be out on injury for the rest of the season.
McGill Martlets @McGillMartlets
Replying to @McGillMartlets
Alternate Chloe Bowlin will be stepping up as captain in her stead, while Clara Lavoie has been appointed as a new alternate captain. We wish Laura all the best in her recovery and will miss her on the ice!

…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: Any luck today?
Clara: her parents say that she doesn’t want to see me
Georgie: Do you think that’s true?
Clara: who fucking knows at this point
Clara: from all my interactions with them i’m pretty sure they’re racist assholes but it’s possible that she also doesn’t want to see me
Clara: she still hasn’t texted or called me at all
Georgie: Well, she does have a concussion as well as the ACL tear
Clara: chloe’s heard from her. she said so in coach’s office this morning
Clara: i just need to know if she’s angry with me
Georgie: I’m sorry, but if she is, it’s ridiculous. She’s got to know you don’t have control over getting appointed alternate captain. It’s not like you wanted this to happen to her
Clara: could also be for not being there when it mattered
Georgie: Clara, there was nothing you could’ve done or did wrong. Shit just happens in hockey, you know that
Georgie: Come back to the dorm, okay? I’ve got hot chocolate with marshmallows
Georgie: Or I can come keep you company wherever you are. Just don’t stay out there alone
Georgie: You know I have your location, not replying doesn’t mean I can’t find you
Clara: okay, i’m coming back
…
Text Thread: Clara & Laura
Laura: You can come over today, if you want. My parents said you were trying to see me
Clara: okay, looking forward to seeing you ❤️thank you for texting, i’ve been really worried
Laura: Yeah, haven’t had my phone
Laura: Won’t be up for much
Clara: that’s okay. see you tomorrow
Laura: See you
Laura: Gotta turn it off again, hurting my eyes
…
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
tmz i cannot express to you how little i care about paparazzi photos of rose landry and shane hollander right now. truly could not think of a subject i am less interested in hearing about
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister
At least Shane looks happy in them?
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister
and yet he’s playing worse. which could mean nothing.
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister
i am also generally supremely uninterested in hearing about anyone else’s happy relationship while mine seems to be slow motion falling apart. stop putting that in my hockey feed when i’m trying to distract myself
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11
Yeah….that’s fair.


February 2017
Podcast Excerpt - “2 Girls 1 Puck”
Georgie: Welcome back to this week’s episode of our hockey podcast, where we break down all things hockey and give you our thoughts on hockey culture, news, and the latest games! I’m Georgie—
Clara: And I’m Clara—
Clara & Georgie: And you’re listening to 2 Girls 1 Puck!
Georgie: Wow, that sounded a lot more Disney Chanel out loud than it did in my head.
Clara: I like it as an added touch. Okay, you know what I want to talk about first.
Georgie: [laughing] I definitely do since you haven’t stopped talking about it since last night. I haven’t seen you this excited about anything in weeks. Spoiler alert to our listeners: it’s not the recently confirmed breakup of Shane Hollander and Rose Landry.
Clara: Yeah, I don’t care about that.
Georgie: I like that they’re friends now. Seems like they have a very sweet friendship.
Clara: Sure, me too, friendship is good.
Georgie: [laughing] Alright, I’m done torturing you. Go for it.
Clara: Oh, thank God. Okay, so, as most listeners probably know by now, Georgie and I are Metros fans, but I sometimes think it’s almost more important to define who you’re against as it is to define who you’re for.
Georgie: Yes, yes, everyone knows you’re a professional hater.
Clara: And there’s no one I hate more than the living embodiment of every red piller’s wet dream, Dallas Kent, also known as the star center for the Toronto Guardians.
Georgie: I’m also a Kent hater, to be clear. I just don’t get super extracurricular with it like Clara does. I try not to think about him as much as I can.
Clara: Which is probably a good policy if you value your peace…but I clearly don’t value mine. Anyway, most days of the week I’m a Metros fan and thus a Raiders hater. But when Kent is playing there?
Georgie: All bets are off.
Clara: Exactly! And the game last night was very funny.
Georgie: Whether you love or hate the man, everyone knows that Ilya Rozanov, captain of the Boston Raiders, is the biggest shit stirrer in the league. If anyone’s got chirps, he’s got them. And it seems like he was in a good mood last night since, judging by the reactions on the ice, he was in rare form.
Clara: But not just him! If any game should’ve been mic’ed up, it was that one, because there were so many interactions on that ice that got Kent fuming, not just with Rozanov. And it kills me that we don’t have any idea of what was said.
Georgie: Yeah, at different points in the game, both Cliff Marleau AND Connor Connors—yes, that is his real name—also seems to have gotten into it with Kent.
Clara: Also, for context, if you didn’t watch the game, let’s just say that Kent was playing like shit, too, so it was probably pretty easy to chirp him about that.
Georgie: Yeah, his shots and passes were completely underpowered and consistently missing the mark. Didn’t take long for people to start speculating about some kind of injury, but the Guardians haven’t released any information about one. If there is one, no one’s been able to trace it to any previous game so far. Maybe he got it from somewhere else?
Clara: But the Raiders players were laughing their asses off at him, so I have to wonder whether it was more than just that.
Georgie: Unfortunately, we’ll probably never know for sure.
Clara: But the best part? Kent definitely isn’t known for his level-headedness, and you can see him getting angrier and angrier throughout the game just in the way he skates. Yet by the end, there were multiple Raiders players basically taking turns to point and laugh at him, and he still didn’t strike back. Has his team finally enrolled him in anger management classes after one-too-many videos of him starting bar fights? Or is he actually injured and just as unable to throw a punch as he was to score? Who knows! But watching Dallas Kent turn fifty shades of purple while sitting on the bench between shifts was truly glorious. So I’m only going to say this once, but thank you to the Boston Raiders for making my week a whole lot better!
…
City of Boston @CityofBostonOfficial
Reminder to obey posted signage warnings of the use of public spaces. The city cannot be held responsible for injuries from misuse of public property.

April 2017
Metros Game Updates @MontrealMetrosGameUpdates
Captain Shane Hollander has just gone down on the ice after a bad hit from Boston player Cliff Marleau. Medics are being brought onto the ice.
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
fuck….
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Oh no no no no no no no this isn’t happening
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever
oh my god. he’s not getting back up?! roz looks scared
beau @hotelcuckchair
not to distract from the issue at hand bc i’m also very worried about shane hollander rn but ummmm is anyone else finding this injury scene very shakespearian
beau @hotelcuckchair
Replying to @hotelcuckchair
and by that i mean two hockey teams, both alike in dignity, in fair montreal where we lay our scene, from ancient grudge break to new mutiny, where civil blood makes civil hands unclean
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @hotelcuckchair
beau, this is not the fucking time to expose your latent theater kid tendencies
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @hotelcuckchair
Usually I’m not super with the Hollanov shippers but….yeah. I’m also seeing what you’re seeing
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @hotelcuckchair
our captain is unconscious on the ice and you’re speculating with raiders fans, georgie? what the fuck

Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
everyone who’s making jokes and gloating about their team’s chances within 5 minutes of shane hollander being carried off the ice on a stretcher should be deeply fucking ashamed of themselves
[ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26 retweeted this]
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: Did you see he’s going to be alright? Out for the rest of the season with a fracture and concussion, but no permanent damage, thank god.
Georgie: I’m sorry. Are you still mad at me?
Clara: yes, i saw. and no, i’m not. i’m just upset in general
Georgie: Has Laura seen it?
Clara: yeah, we watched the game together. as you can imagine, it wasn’t great for her to see after her injury
Clara: and i probably could’ve been more sensitive
Georgie: Seriously? You’re the most sensitive! You’re the one telling us all to shut up with our insensitivity!
Clara: well, yeah, but i made the mistake of telling her what other people have been tweeting and she got upset. also it reminded her that i write rpf and she thought i was also trying to turn this into a shipping moment, and it wasn’t great
Georgie: That sounds…not good. She should’ve heard you out
Clara: she’s having a hard time
Georgie: Yes, and I’m very sympathetic of that. But that’s doesn’t give her the right to take it out on you
…
Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike
hey…remember when i said slides are for kids? some of you didn’t get the memo clearly. so i’m gonna say it louder this time: SLIDES ARE FOR KIDS. we get enough concussions without this, too
[Attached screenshot of email:
From: safety@nhl.com
Subject: Boston Slide
NHL Players:
It has come to our attention that there have been many recent incidents with the infamous slide in Boston’s City Hall Plaza in recent months, where our visiting hockey players have received minor to moderate injuries going down said slide. We have been contacted about this by the Boston city Mayor’s office with pleas to discourage players from going on the slide. There’s clear signage indicating the slide is not made for adults, and there was an incident last November where a team in the league was forced to pay for the slide to be disinfected, which we’d like to avoid happening again.
Thank you.]
Shane Hollander @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer
Replying to @RealHaydenPike
Not sure you’re supposed to screenshot and share the emails we get, but yes. No more concussions than needed, please, guys. I have one right now, and it’s not fun.
Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike
Replying to @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer @RealHaydenPike
are you supposed to be on your phone?
Shane Hollander @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer
Replying to @RealHaydenPike @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer
No. Leave me alone, I’m bored.
Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike
Replying to @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer @RealHaydenPike
i’m telling yuna on you

Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
i think it’s the funniest thing in the world that @RealHaydenPike started a trend and is now trying to backtrack. also mama’s boy shane hollander confirmed, as if we needed it
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister
Agreed. And @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer so glad you’re doing better but stay off your phone, sir! We need you next season without brain damage, please and thank you!!!
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister
@dagenaisforprimeminister ummm excuse me but hayden pike (derogatory) did not start this trend. @CMarleauRaiders did. put some respect on his name
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister
the guy who fucked my captain up? no way does he get any respect put on his name. and @RealHaydenPike is the one who somehow made it so that the slide needed to be disinfected so he’s the real hero anyway
Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26
this is not the legacy i want

Hayden Pike @haydenpike35
yes i am here once again to confirm that i shit myself all the way down the boston cop slide
Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike
Replying to @haydenpike35
did someone send you personally to punish me for something i don’t know about??
Shane Hollander @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer
Replying to @RealHaydenPike @haydenpike35
Yes. For telling on me, a 25-year-old man, to my mom for being on my phone. She’s now headed home to “keep an eye on me.”
Jackie Pike @JackiePike35
Replying to @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer @RealHaydenPike @haydenpike35
Clearly you need it, since you’re still tweeting
Shane Hollander @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer
Replying to @JackiePike35 @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer @RealHaydenPike @haydenpike35
My only other option is lying with my eyes closed in the dark and listening to the sound of the dishwasher running.

…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Clara: every time i think nothing will cheer me up, more boston cop slide news drops. once again, i am reluctantly grateful to the raiders for reminding me to stop and smell the flowers
Georgie: Don’t you mean stop and smell the shit on the slide?
Clara: that too
Georgie: Anything I can do?
Clara: let the elephant in the room exist in peace
Georgie: Okay. I can’t believe this is what got Shane to log onto Twitter. I figured he was weeks away from his account being deactivated for inactivity
Clara: lol i know
Clara: i love it when i’m reminded that he’s funny, too
Georgie: He’s so funny, he’s just too busy with hockey….and doing other things that shall not be named…most of the time to grace us with it
Clara: i can’t believe you’re a full-blown rpf shipper now. years of beta-ing my fics didn’t do it, but seeing rozanov freak out a little after shane was hurt on the ice did??
Georgie: Correct 🥰 And he was freaking out a lot, for the record
Georgie: Also, I see you finally took the bait
Clara: if you mean replying to the raiders fan who’s been lurking on my profile for the past like two years and decided to insert herself into my replies only now, then yes
Georgie: I’m positive you followed her back, and you’re not like me where you follow everyone back, so I’m not sure you should be throwing stones
Clara: what can i say, i’m messy like that and i like to enjoy the show. she tweets the craziest things
Georgie: Again, glass houses

May 2017
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
the month before pride month THE MONTH BEFORE PRIDE MONTH tHe MoNtH bEfOrE pRiDe MoNtH??????
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister
uhhhh………what’s going on?
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @rozanov81forever @dagenaisforprimeminister
Lesbian breakup :/
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever
Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @rozanov81forever @dagenaisforprimeminister
oof….that’s really rough. @dagenaisforprimeminister i’m sorry, i hope you feel better soon!!

…
Rating: Teen And Up Audiences
Archive Warning: No Archive Warnings Apply
Category: M/M
Fandoms: Men’s Hockey RPF
Relationship: Shane Hollander/Ilya Rozanov
Characters: Shane Hollander, Ilya Rozanov, Hayden Pike, J.J. Dagenais, Yuna Hollander, David Hollander
Additional Tags: Alternate Universe - Canon Divergence, lol like any of this is canon, Established Relationship, Angst, Hurt No Comfort, Career-Ending Injury, Jealousy, Break Up, Unhealthy Coping Mechanisms, the author just went through her first big lesbian breakup and can’t be held responsible for her actions, you’ve been warned
Language: English
Stats: Published: 2017-05-31    Completed: 2017-05-31    Words: 8,246    Chapters: 1/1
love will tear us apart (again)
hockeylesbian12
Summary:
Shane, whose whole life has been hockey since he can remember, never expected to have to leave it. Retirement was too far into the horizon to think seriously about…until it wasn’t. Until the thing that every athlete quietly dreaded happened to him. Now, he lives in a world where he has to watch the love of his life play a sport that used to belong to him, too. He’s coming to accept that he might not be able to handle it.
Goodbyes look different for everyone.
Notes:
to my beta: yes, this one IS a cry for help
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: I love you and I’m really cursing the timing I planned this roadtrip with my sister for but I’ll be back in a week and then we can eat mint chip ice cream and/or hot cheetos and do literally whatever you want or think will make you feel better. If you just need to wallow, we can do that too 💙
Clara: it’s okay, say hi to sidney for me
Georgie: She says hi back and sends you her love, too. Want to talk over the phone??
Clara: maybe later. love you

June 2017
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
i can’t believe scott hunter is about to win the cup. but i guess we have to give opportunities to senior citizens, too
beau @hotelcuckchair
Replying to @raidersfangirl26
i mean…….
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26
i can hear you fraternizing with the enemy in your mind. stop it or i’ll block you
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair
raiders fans really don’t have anything better to do than whine after getting kicked out of the playoffs, i guess
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair
says the fan of the team that didn’t even make it to the playoffs this year
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair
and whose fault was that exactly? how does it feel that your big dumb defenseman taking out the star player of the league still couldn’t get you the cup?
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair
how does it feel that there’s only one good player on your team and without him they’re a total joke?
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair
i could ask you the same thing given that as soon as your captain got his ribs bruised, your team got kicked out of the playoffs faster than it takes the average hockey player to list every slur they know in alphabetical order
beau @hotelcuckchair
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair
uhhh i hate to break up whatever this is, but is anyone else seeing the two men kissing on TV, or is that just me?
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @hotelcuckchair @dagenaisforprimeminister @raiderfangirl26
OH MY GOD?!?!??!
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @hotelcuckchair @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26
holy shit!!

…
Podcast Excerpt - “2 Girls 1 Puck”
Clara: Hello and welcome to another very special episode of this hockey podcast. I’m your host Clara—
Georgie: And I’m your other host, Georgie—
Clara & Georgie: —and this is 2 Girls 1 Puck!
Georgie: So, let’s just dive right in. We knew we’d be doing an episode today all about playoff finals, but I don’t think we ever expected to be doing an episode quite like this one!
Clara: Yeah, I thought this was just going to be another recap of who won, who lost, who got caught picking their nose on the bench when they thought a camera wasn’t on them, the works. Jokes aside, though, what happened yesterday was big. There have been out players in women’s hockey for a while now, and we’ve talked about them on here. There have also been male hockey players that have come out in the lower leagues and in Europe.
Georgie: But never in the NHL.
Clara: Never in the NHL. Not current players, not retired players, no one has ever come out. Until now. Until Scott Hunter kissed his boyfriend on live TV after winning the Stanley Cup. And people cheered.
Georgie: I’m just an ally myself, so I can’t even begin to understand how it felt to see that happen.
Clara: And I’m not a gay or bisexual man, so even I can’t even fully grasp the enormity of it, either. I’ve been out as a lesbian since I was fifteen, and been playing hockey for a lot longer than that, but I still wasn’t met with the level of homophobia that’s present in professional men’s sports—not where I’ve played, at least. Even as a Black lesbian woman, which can certainly add an extra layer of gross.
Georgie: And yet, you still called me sobbing.
Clara: Happy tears, to be clear to the listeners. It was an emotional moment. I was shocked. I’ve been…well, it’s been a hard time. So it was nice to get a good surprise for once. Things can get better.
Georgie: [laughing] You also got surprised in the middle of a heated Twitter argument, from what I heard.
Clara: Ugh, don’t even bring that up. I’m so over it.
Georgie: I find it hard to believe you weren’t enjoying it, but that’s a conversation for another time. Back to homophobia in sports?
Clara: [laughing] Wow, we really have a lot of fun on here.
Georgie: [also laughing] We really do! No, but this really is a good day. Even as we’re seeing think pieces come out, some good, some bad, what I have to remember is, like, how much this is going to mean to people. How much it’s going to reverberate. What it’ll mean to the queer kids and teenagers who play hockey or just love hockey, knowing that it’s possible for them to be happy, too. That they shouldn’t give up. I know what it was like for me as a thirteen-year-old Asian-Canadian hockey kid to see Shane Hollander be drafted second, and I know what it still means to see him play like he does, and be one of the biggest stars in the whole NHL. It matters, and it always will.
Clara: Couldn’t agree more. I really do hope that this will change things, even if it’s only slowly.
Georgie: Absolutely. Unfortunately, things aren’t going to change overnight. This doesn’t mean that a switch was flipped and now everyone can come out and it’ll be totally fine. This is the NHL we’re talking about. I think some people are already kind of forgetting that.
Clara: Yeah, culture is changing, especially in progressive cities and in a lot of public online spaces, but that doesn’t mean homophobia still isn’t, like, baked into so many things. Just because it’s frowned upon now in hockey to be caught on a live mic saying a slur doesn’t mean it isn’t totally still the name of the game to be throwing them around wherever people aren’t listening, with no consequences.
Georgie: We all want to live in a utopia, but pretending we already do isn’t going to make it happen any faster. Saying “it’s all good now, everyone should just come out” isn’t helpful. All it does is erase and invalidate the discrimination people still do experience and blame them for not being able to “overcome” the real barriers they’re up against.
Clara: Exactly. People don’t owe us representation. Hunter stuck his neck out to do this, and we shouldn’t forget that. So far, it seems like the league is branding this as a heartfelt story and an example of how inclusive they are and embracing it in that way, but it could’ve easily gone the other way, and we don’t know what’s being said behind closed doors.
Georgie: And let’s not forget, either, that Scott Hunter came out right after he won the Stanley Cup! That moment was the best opportunity anyone could hope for. It’s more obvious this way if people try to do a smear campaign that they’re just being homophobic, and that’s protection. Most players don’t have that moment to protect them.
Clara: Sometimes you can’t just live your truth. Sometimes safety is more important.
Georgie: Says the person who came out at fifteen in a Catholic girl’s school by replying “so what if I am?” when someone called you a homophobic slur…
Clara: [laughing] My frontal lobe has developed a lot since then! Not that I would take it back, but I definitely learned some lessons about safety from it.
Georgie: I think the point we’re trying to make here is that this is huge, and we love to see it. We want to see the league moving forward, we want to see sports moving forward as a whole. We talk about this a lot on the show, it’s no secret. There are so many things that could be improved in terms of inclusiveness. So we get to celebrate these wins, and we should absolutely celebrate them big, standing behind the players who decide to come out! But ultimately, that decision is always theirs.
Clara: We celebrate the ones who do, and we still protect the ones who don’t. In other words, just because you want representation doesn’t mean you should try to fucking out people! We can’t ask everyone to be gay Jesus and sacrifice themselves for our sins or whatever.
Georgie: Sister L is rolling in her grave as we speak.
Clara: Wait, did she die?! Did you not tell me?!
Georgie: Sorry, figure of speech.
Clara: Merde. I was so fucking excited, Georgie, why would you do that to me?
Georgie: I’ll be more careful next time, I promise.
…
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever
disappointed, but not surprised, by the way a lot of the hockey media has covered scott hunter’s coming out. kudos to “2 girls 1 puck” for being the best take i’ve heard on it so far!!
EM @masshole21
Replying to @rozanov81forever
i’m sorry, kudos to WHO???
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever
Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever
@hollanderdynasty11 and @dagenaisforprimeminister’s podcast! i’ll send you a link, it’s really good
EM @masshole21
Replying to @rozanov81forever @masshole21
i’ll listen just for the name, oh my god. how have you not told me about this before??
beau @hotelcuckchair
Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever
i think you were the only one out of the loop on this one, sorry em haha. the rest to us have been listening to it for a while
EM @masshole21
Replying to @hotelcuckchair @masshole21 @rozanov81forever
i feel so betrayed. et tu, @raidersfangirl26?
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair @rozanov81forever
who do you think turned lily onto it in the first place?
[EM @masshole21 started following Georgie @hollanderdynasty11]
[EM @masshole21 started following Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister]
[Georgie @hollanderdynasty11 started following EM @masshole21]


July 2017
From: yuna.hollander@gmail.com
To: haydenpikemetros@gmail.com
Subject: Potential brand deal with Royale
Hi Hayden,
I don’t know if Shane mentioned this, but someone from Royale reached out to us, as they were interested in doing an ad campaign with him. I don’t know if you know them: they’re a Canadian brand that makes toilet paper, tissues, and diapers. They did an ad campaign with Eddie Shack in the 70s but haven’t partnered with any hockey players since then. Anyway, Shane is pretty busy this summer with his other sponsorships, especially since a lot of them had to be pushed later to accommodate his injury recovery, but he thought you might be interested. I’d be happy to connect you with them! I could definitely see them being interested in doing an ad campaign with you for diapers, seeing as you’re a father of four now (congratulations again!).
Let me know!
- Yuna
…
Text Thread: Shane & Hayden
Hayden: [Attached screenshot of email]
Hayden: oh you think you’re sooooo funny, don’t you
Shane: Because I am.
Hayden: you don’t have time to talk to me on the phone because of some weird amazon delivery interruption but you have time to do this??
Shane: Yes. And I’ll talk to you soon. Just a bit busy right now.
Hayden: if you say so
…
Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike
Check out my new ad campaign with Royale—quality diapers you can trust!
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @RealHaydenPike
OH MY GOD AJFSDAKLJFDFJKLNASJFASFFASJK I’M WHEEZING
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @RealHaydenPike
i am in public and i am literally crying i’m laughing so hard, send help
EM @masshole21
Replying to @RealHaydenPike
ok this…..this is fucking funny of him i’m ngl hahahahhaha @hotelcuckchair @raiderfangirl26 have you seen this????
Hayden Pike @haydenpike35
Replying to @RealHaydenPike
and not just for your child!
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @haydenpike35 @RealHaydenPike
Oh my god this is like that evil kermit meme
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @haydenpike35 @RealHaydenPike
hayden: check out these diapers for your kids!
hayden to hayden: tell them you shit yourself on the daily

…
Text Thread: “Jane” & “Lily”
Lily: How is first thing I see on my phone when I get off plane back to Boston Hayden Pike selling adult diapers and admitting to bowel problem?
Jane: He’s selling diapers for babies, not adult diapers. And he didn’t admit to any bowel problem.
Lily: Don’t pretend you don’t know what everyone thinks this means. I know you have seen joke tweets. Because I retweeted them
Jane: Okay. I do know.
Jane: When I told my mom to send him an email about a potential sponsorship with Royale, I didn’t think he’d actually do it.
Lily: WHAT?!
Lily: You did this!?!?
Jane: Maybe…it was just a joke! I really didn’t think he’d do it.
Lily: Ugh, this is very unfair
Lily: I want to fly back to Ottawa and reward you but I cannot
Jane: Reward me?
Lily: Yes. Big reward
Jane: Ugh I was getting turned on and then I realized that that was just a dick joke.
Lily: 😘🍆
Jane: 🙄
Lily: Tell your friend Hayden Pike that I hope he is getting good college money for his two thousand children from this deal, since now whole internet believes he has confirmed shit problem
Lily: Actually, I will tell him myself on ice next time we play
Jane: You are ridiculous. Love you
Lily: I love you too ❤️
…
Text Thread: Shane & Rose
Rose: Uh, Shane? Why am I only now finding out that your best friend on the team is most well-known on the internet for shitting his pants?
Rose: [Attached image of an ad at a bus stop in Montreal, which depicts Hayden smiling and holding up a box of diapers with the slogan "Anytime. Anywhere. Royale is there for you."]
Shane: Forgot to mention it?
Rose: You’re very lucky you’re cute
Rose: This is why my PR team keeps telling me to do research on the people I meet before I start becoming friends with them 😜
Rose: You owe me gossip for this, if you’ve finally come up for air from the weeks-long blowjob you were probably giving your mystery guy
Shane: That’s…a gross image. And how do you know there’s a mystery guy??
Rose: Because you have all the subtlety of a foot shot in a Tarantino movie
Rose: I want details. Call me 😇🔪

October 2017
NHL Social @NHLSocialUnofficial
New season, new shenanigans. New York Admirals team captain Scott Hunter (@ScottHunterAdmirals) posts video of teammate Carter Vaughn (@CarterVaughnAdmirals) going down the famous Boston slide. Vaughn’s nose is reportedly broken.
Carter Vaughn @CarterVaughnAdmirals
Replying to @NHLSocialUnofficial
the rest of me is fine 😉
City of Boston @CityofBostonOfficial
Replying to @CarterVaughnAdmirals @NHLSocialUnofficial
We’d again like to remind the hockey players in the NHL that the slide in our public plaza was not built for adults, as such injuries sustained on it can prove.

Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov
EMERGENCY - Scott Hunter spotted near slide in Boston. This is very bad. He may break hip. Someone call adult protective services.
Scott Hunter @ScottHunterAdmirals
Replying to @IlyaRozanov
This is not an emergency, asshole. You have too much free time.
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @ScottHunterAdmirals @IlyaRozanov
@ScottHunterAdmirals what counts as an emergency to you? only if you’ve fallen and can’t get up?
[Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov retweeted this]

…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Clara: [Screenshot of Twitter thread with Ilya, Scott, and Ella]
Clara: why are the raiders fans funny sometimes
Clara: i’d prefer to hate them in peace
Georgie: LOL
Georgie: The Rozanovs strike again
Clara: the who???
Georgie: Oh, I just started calling them that in my head
Georgie: I mean the group of Raiders fans that are always unhinged on main
Georgie: They all chirp like him, so…the Rozanovs
Clara: i like that haha
Clara: wait, do you follow ALL of them?? the fuck
Georgie: You know that I follow back most people unless they’re clearly spam bots
Clara: weird behavior, but ok
Georgie: Related: how have we still not done a podcast episode about the cop slide?
Clara: is there really enough for an episode, you think?
Georgie: Could be a half or something
Clara: maybe….or we could wait until more gets revealed
Georgie: You think there’s going to be more after that email the league sent?
Clara: have you forgotten how stupid hockey men are?? literally there already has been more, scott hunter and carter vaughn were there
Georgie: Unfortunately, no. Good point
…
[Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister started following EM @masshole21]
[Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister started following beau @hotelcuckchair]
[Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister started following hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever]
…
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
You know how every kids adventure book has a teacher trying to maul them at some point? Very relatable right now. My history of medieval medicine prof looks like he would love nothing more than to kill and eat me. Anyone else have this experience?
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @hollanderdynasty11
lol i mean we all know i have a rocky history with teachers, but this semester, i’m just dreaming about my ethics of investigative journalism prof wanting to eat me in another way, if you know what i mean
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11
Yeah I think I got it lolllll. I’m happy for you in your hoe phase ☺️
beau @hotelcuckchair
Replying to @hollanderdynasty11
that seems very on brand with the subject area. and i also have an econ prof this term who has resting i-hunt-people-for-sport-on-the-weekend face
EM @masshole21
Replying to @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11
yeah my psychopathology prof seems like her goal for the semester is to inflict all of us with as many psychopathologies as possible
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever
Replying to @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11
*laughs and then cries in STEM major* easier to find a male prof who ISN’T like this. one day i will be buried under the endless stacks of papers in one of their offices and no one will ever find my body
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @rozanov81forever @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11
do what i do and get ahead of it by developing your own resting i-hunt-people-for-sport-on-the-weekend face
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11
you are so full of shit, you’re like every prof’s favorite in every class!! you hooked up with one and dated another of our ochem TAs because you always stayed late to help clean the beakers. and you weren’t even doing it to flirt!
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11
lies and slander!!
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11
I am fascinated with this discussion and trying to figure you all out. Very psych 101
EM @masshole21
Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair
oh trust me, this case study in psychology is in equal parts thrilling and horrifying to me as a psych major, too






  
    Chapter End Notes

    They've made first contact, folks! But you know how sapphic relationships go...so take your bets on how many years it'll be before they actually get together. LOL.

Changed the description of this fic to a snippet of the tweets between Ella and Hammersmith from Chapter 1 because I felt it was more representative of the vibes of the fic than the texts between Ilya and Marley, but lmk if you have thoughts!


  


      

  












      Chapter 6: i spent 21 years in the closet and all i got was this lousy t-shirt
  



    Chapter Notes

      Warning for this chapter that it covers some heavy topics of homophobia within family, including homophobic violence (mentioned briefly & not extreme or graphic), and being kicked out for being gay. Take care of yourselves. My characters are funny and gay but they’re not happy all the time. But even when not happy, they’re still funny and gay <3 That’s how we cope, ya know (using the royal we here, I guess I can only speak for myself).
There’s some Cyrillic in this, for texts between Svetlana and Ilya, because I think it makes sense for them to text in Russian and Cyrrilic. Ilya uses Latin alphabet when texting Shane in Russian, though, since I think he’d know that it would be easier for Shane to recognize the words that way. (At least, that’s my experience of picking up certain Russian words from HR and Supernatural fanfic over the years. I still cannot for the life of me identify those words I do know in Cyrillic, even when I know them in the Latin alphabet.)
Anyway, tangent aside, I use a skin that changes the text to the English translation when you hover over the Cyrillic text (or click, hopefully, if on mobile). Feel free to turn off creator style if you don’t like this sort of skin—the translation should just appear next to the text in brackets, instead, then. It will also show up this way if downloaded, so should be flexible. I’ve never used a work skin before, though, so let me know if there are any issues! Also, I cross-referenced the Russian across a couple of different translator sites/apps to try to hopefully make it as accurate as possible, but, as I said, I don’t actually speak Russian or read Cyrillic, so if you do and you see errors, please let me know!


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  October 2017
Text Thread: Em & Beau
Em: i feel like i’m going crazy

Em: how am i supposed to feel platonic about lily when i know what her hair smells like
Beau: PARDON??? is THAT why you weren’t in our room last night?
Em: we were cuddling.
Beau: i’m so confused. and you’re asking me……how you’re supposed to feel platonic about her? after you spent the whole night cuddling? am i missing something? are you SUPPOSED to be feeling platonic about her??
Em: it was platonic cuddling

Em: that’s a thing
Beau: it may be a thing but for the whole night? no. and for you and lily? even more no
…
Text Thread: Ella & Lily
Lily: do you think em likes me? like, romantically? sometimes i get the feeling they do but then i get really confused and i’m not sure
Ella: ……why do you ask?
Lily: well we fell asleep cuddling in my bed last night and i’m not sure what to feel about it

Lily: and they said they loved me in that tweet recently but that could just mean as friends of course, it just made me confused for a bit, too
Ella: oh my god

Ella: yes!!! em likes you! you like em!! romantically! go and tell them before you give me an aneurysm
Lily: are you sure though??? what if i make it weird?
Ella: i swear to god i will lock you in that weird second floor closet together until you figure it out if you don’t
Lily: what??? not the confessional!
Ella: yes, the fucking confessional!! i am 100% serious. it’s senior year and i have suffered through watching you two make eyes at each other since we were freshman. put me out of my misery

November 2017
beau @hotelcuckchair

socks on doorknobs are courtesies, are they not? philosophical question of the day: AITA for thinking i can walk into my own dorm room and emerge unscathed?
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

omg you didn’t need to take it to the internet, we said we were sorry!
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair

and still my eyes bleed
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @masshole21

beau’s just jealous since he’s not getting any
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair @masshole21

though i do find the decision to use the double to fuck in when one of you literally has a single room less than ten feet away fascinating
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair @masshole21

no comment

…
Text Thread: Ella & Beau
Ella: oh there’s a sock on lily’s door now

Ella: are you in the library?
Beau: yup
Ella: ok i’m coming to join bc i need to try to remember what the fuck the krebs cycle is and i can’t do that with the sound of moaning in the background
Beau: i’ve become so homophobic in the last two weeks
Ella: yeah i didn’t realize that watching them pine was going to be the easy part

Ella: people in love are so gross. my parents’ failed marriage definitely didn’t prepare me for this
Beau: couldn’t agree more

Beau: much better to be us, who push away anyone who tries to get close
Ella: exactly

December 2017
Text Thread: Ella & Beau
Beau: how’s your christmas going?
Ella: well, i had one undercooked meal that’ll probably give me food poisoning this morning at my dad’s, and now i’m having another undercooked meal that’ll probably give me food poisoning at my mom’s as she interrogates me about the one at my dad’s

Ella: so pretty standard

Ella: yours?
Beau: pretty awful

Beau: so um

Beau: i’m kind of outside your house right now

Beau: i know it’s christmas and i feel really bad for doing this but i kind of don’t have anywhere else to go
…
“What the fuck?” were the first words out of Ella’s mouth as she ran outside, fuzzy-sock-covered feet traversing the snowy path from her front door to where Beau was standing on the sidewalk, duffel bag hanging loosely from one hand. She didn’t waste time contemplating his presence before grabbing his wrist and steering him back to the front door and swiftly inside, closing the door behind him.
“How did you even get here?” she demanded, pushing him down to sit on the bench by the door. He sat automatically, his duffel falling to the floor next to him with a soft thump as he did so, his eyes trained on the ground.
“Walked,” Beau replied hollowly.
“Your family’s house must be like an hour’s walk from here,” Ella said, and Beau was just with it enough to recognize the worry prominent in her voice. “I didn’t even know you were spending Christmas on the Cape!”
“Yeah, well,” Beau said, giving a small, humorless smile, finally looking up at her. “I knew we probably wouldn’t be able to see each other either way.”
It was clear the moment Ella spotted the vivid red mark on Beau’s jaw, because she froze, her entire body going rigid.
“Beau,” Ella said slowly, her hands clenching into fists at her sides. “What happened to your jaw?”
Beau gave a tired shrug. “Cam,” he said simply. Against his will, he felt his eyes fill with hot tears. He blinked a few times to try to clear them, but they persisted.
Before Ella could ask for clarification, though, another voice rang out to the side, making him flinch slightly in a way that Ella clearly clocked but didn’t comment on.
“Ella, who are you—” 
Both turned in unison to face Ella’s mother in the doorway. Beau had only a moment’s glimpse of a frown on her face before it was wiped cleanly off of her face to be replaced with a bright, false smile.
“Oh, it’s you, Beau!” she exclaimed. “I didn’t know you were coming by to visit on Christmas! How sweet of you!”
“It’s nice to see you again, Ms. Coleman,” Beau replied, since he knew he should say something, his voice still sounding as hollow to his own ears as it had before.
“Oh, how many times, Beau, please, call me Cathy!” Cathy replied in a playful tone. Still, Beau saw as her gaze flicked to the red mark on his jaw, then to the duffel at his feet. “Are you…on your way somewhere?”
“I—” Beau cleared his throat, then looked back to Ella. “My parents, they—”
He couldn’t finish, his throat suddenly thick with tears, and he looked down at his hands to conceal the tears that had sprung back into his eyes, too. A vision of his dinner table came to him again, all eyes on him, his father’s knuckles white and clenched around his fork, his jaw set.
“Are your parents coming by to say hello, too?” Cathy continued, clearly still choosing to pretend everything was normal. “I’d love to meet them at last, it’s been so long you two have—”
“Mom,” Ella snapped. “Don’t.”
It was the words, almost the very same that Beau had said to his own father that first day at the restaurant in an attempt to shield Ella, that made him choke out the rest.
“They kicked me out,” he blurted, addressing his hands. “I told them I was gay, and they kicked me out. Told me to never come back.”
“Fuck, Beau,” Ella said, crouching down in front of him so that she could look into his face, one hand resting on his knee in a steady and comforting gesture. “I’m so sorry. They’re horrible. They don’t fucking deserve you, okay?”
Beau looked up at her, her face blurred into an abstract swirl through his tears, and nodded a little. Ella leaned forward and pulled him into a tight hug, a little awkward given their positions, but it soothed some primal need for contact in Beau nevertheless, quieted the voice in his head that had been repeating stupid stupid stupid stupid stupid for the past hour or so, condemning him for the moment of hope and foolishness that had made his life come crashing down around him.
“I don’t understand,” Cathy said behind them, sounding lost. “I thought you two were…”
Making an apologetic sound, Ella was forced to disentangle herself from Beau, but gave his hand a reassuring squeeze as she left. “I’ll just be a minute, okay?” she whispered to him, and he nodded automatically, wiping his eyes rather than look up at Ella’s mother.
“Come on, mom,” he heard her say before their footsteps carried them away into the other room, leaving Beau alone with the feeling of numbness still collecting like poison below his skin. Beau could still hear parts of their conversation drift from the open door, though, if distantly. He didn’t strain to pick them up, only let the disparate parts filter into his ears as if through osmosis. Things like “he needs someone” and “don’t take that tone” floated back, along with phrases and words without context. Lies. Truth. College. Friends. High school. Father. Confused. They all formed into a sort of abstract poem in Beau’s mind, with no beginning nor end; a question without an answer.
Then, there were footsteps again, heavy and fast on the floorboards, and Beau tensed, waiting for the worst when he looked up to the doorway. But it was just Ella again, her jaw set and eyes blazing with a storm. Her expression softened as it landed on him, though, and she reached out her hand, which he took, letting her pull him up to standing, duffel bag with him.
“Come on,” she said, pulling him towards the stairs.
“Am I staying?” he asked, following her without question.
“No,” Ella replied as they reached the landing, pulling him with her into one cramped bedroom to the left. “We’re both leaving. I just need to pack a bag, and I didn’t want to leave you out there in case she came back.”
Ella packed efficiently, throwing clothes into her open duffel that didn’t seem to be fully unpacked yet from the semester. She dashed out once to the bathroom to grab her toiletries, then returned, zipping up her bag with finality and slinging it over her shoulder. She led Beau back down the stairs to the main floor, which was eerily quiet, grabbed a coat and slipped on her boots, then they were back in the winter air with a slam of the door behind them.
Only when they were in Ella’s car did Beau speak again.
“Where are we going?”  he asked, as Ella put the car in drive and pulled out onto the street, her headlights lighting the snow in front of them in a yellow glow.
“Back to the dorms,” Ella said, glancing at him briefly as if taking stock of his state of mind again.
“Aren’t they locked for break for everyone who didn’t apply for winter housing?” Beau asked, still feeling a sort of numbness to his circumstances, willing to let Ella steer him.
“I texted Ayan, since he’s staying there over break,” Ella said, referring to an international student who lived in their same dorm, with whom Ella had had a short relationship with the prior year that had ended amicably. “He said he’d let us in.”
Beau didn’t ask when Ella had had time to text anyone, just nodded. Then, he asked: “Did you also get yourself kicked out because of me?”
Ella looked over at him, her fingers drumming the wheel, then flicked her eyes back to the road. “No,” she said quietly. “Not yet, at least. And if I do, it won’t be your fault. For now, I chose to leave because I didn’t want to be around her after the things she said, and I definitely wasn’t going to leave you with no place to go.”
“She was angry that you didn’t tell her we weren’t really together?” Beau asked, though his mind supplied him many more reasons she could’ve been angry, many worse things she could’ve said. They were easy to conjure, as he’d heard them already from his own family that same evening.
Ella snorted. “That,” she said. “And because I also told her that I wasn’t just your beard, you were mine, too.”
Beau inhaled sharply, then let it out in a long breath that billowed in the air in front of him, prompting Ella to reach forward and crank the heating dial up.
“You didn’t have to do that,” Beau said, his voice choked, tears threatening to spill again. “Not just for me. I shouldn’t have put you—”
“Don’t, okay?” Ella interrupted him gently as they turned onto Route 28, starting their trek up towards Boston. She took his hand over the console, interlocking their slowly warming fingers together. “I know I didn’t have to do it, and you didn’t put me in any bad position. Maybe I felt like being brave. Maybe I just didn’t want you to one-up me.”
Beau could still hear the wrought tension in her voice even with the joke, and he felt another tendril of curling shame expand in his stomach. 
“A lot of good that did either of us,” he said, squeezing her hand back as the tears finally spilled down his cheeks and over the soon-to-be bruise on his jaw.
“I’m so sorry, Beau,” Ella said again, just like she had in her entryway, before even more had gone wrong. Beau shook his head, but didn’t speak further, the tears flowing steadily as they sped north.

January 2018
Text Thread: “the suite life (of zack & cody)”
Beau: happy new year…so, no easy way to say this. i came out to my family on christmas and they disowned me. i went to ella’s and we drove back up to the dorms where we are now (a little bit illegally if campus policies are to be believed but whatever). we’re going to be staying here for the rest of break. i didn’t want to tell you and ruin your holiday before the new year, but…yeah. that’s what’s been going on

Beau: also, they already tried to take back the tuition they paid for my last semester, but couldn’t, so i’m luckily still able to finish my degree and live with you all. but other than that i’m kind of broke, so unfortunately i can’t be the purveyor of parent’s money in the friend group anymore
Lily: beau, i’m so so sorry…i don’t even know what to say. please know that if you had called us, it absolutely wouldn’t have ruined our holiday. we’ll come back now if you want. i tried to call you just now but it went to voicemail. so just know we’re here if you want to talk!
Em: seriously, what lily said. i’m so sorry that happened to you, and i’m glad that ella was there and you two could go back to the dorms!
Beau: thanks, i appreciate that. i put my phone on do not disturb for now since i don’t really want to talk about it more. it’s been a rough few days. but i’m glad to have friends like you all. and don’t worry, i’m not completely isolating myself, since ella is here and she’s been doing basically everything for me even when i don’t want her to
Ella: tough luck, i’m taking care of you whether you like it or not
Em: not the gentlest touch but very effective lol
Lily: why did you decide to go back to the dorms rather than stay with ella on the cape?
Ella: my mom wasn’t the most welcoming. she was under the impression that beau & i were together and when she found out that wasn’t true and i told her that i’m queer, too, she said some shit. i didn’t want to stay after that, so we left

Ella: after the initial five angry texts and ten angry voicemails i got after we left, she calmed down a bit and sort of half apologized. so i’m not kicked out. but i’m not writing back yet because i’m tired of her at the moment. i will eventually
Em: jesus christ. i’m really sorry, ella

Em: you both have been through some shit!!

Em: can we come back and spend the rest of the holidays with you?
Beau: honestly, i think it might just be good for me to have some quiet to process for a bit. maybe in a week or two, if that’s okay?
Em: absolutely, totally get it

Em: lily’s pacing and fuming, by the way
Lily: i’m so sick of these fucking assholes. fuck them x10000

Lily: how dare they???!
Em: the angel of divine justice has been activated, everyone duck and cover
Beau: love you, lily ❤️❤️❤️ i appreciate the wrath on my behalf
Em: nice rhyme. we’ll make an oscar wilde variant out of you yet
Beau: i’m planning to drop the business class my dad forced me to enroll in and switch to another english lit one now 😍all i can do is live up to the homophobic slurs now & live my best life!!
Em: absolutely!! take that english class!!
Ella: i think we should channel this into violence

Ella: egging the mclaughlins’ house, anyone?
Beau: i won’t be partaking, but go nuts
…
Text Thread: Ella & Beau
Ella: just to be 100% clear, you’ve never worked a day in your life, right?
Beau: not unless you count interning (i.e. spending a summer getting coffee orders for assholes) at one of my dad’s friend’s companies. which i’m pretty sure you don’t
Ella: work is work, even with nepotism, i guess. we can definitely spin that. we will be lying on your resume regardless, fyi. and i’ll show you the ropes at dunkin

Ella: not anticipating it being hard to get you a job there, since my supervisor doesn’t give much of a shit unless the regional manager comes into town and shelley graduated in the spring and moved away and they never bothered to replace her, so i can use that as an argument
Beau: thanks, ella. you’ve done way too much and there’s literally no way i can properly thank you for it
Ella: don’t mention it. and i mean that, since if you do, i’ll get in trouble AND it’ll ruin my reputation
Beau: you’re a marshmallow, really
Ella: i know you wouldn’t say that to my face
Beau: no i would not
…
Text Thread: “the suite life (of zack & cody)”
Beau: hey can you show me how to clean the milk udders again
Em: exCUSE ME????
Beau: oh shit that was just meant to go to ella. about work, ignore
Em: HOW AM I SUPPOSED TO IGNORE THIS, WHAT DOES THIS MEAN????
Ella: i’ll tell you when you’re older
Em: i’m seriously not going to be able to ever get dunkin again unless you tell me wtf you’re talking about
Ella: look, it’s just one of those things that you can only understand when you’ve been in the working trenches. that and ice breaker hockey
Em: i really hate it when you just say phrases that demand explanation and then don’t explain them

Em: i can’t believe you’ve inducted beau into your club and not me. what happened to turning your nose up at him for going to private school??

Em: also have you forgotten that i have a job? at the campus library?? and i work every summer, too?
Ella: beau got disowned, he’s earned his right to be in the club
Beau: if it makes you feel any better, i still don’t know what ice breaker hockey means either
Em: lily? back me up??
Lily: i think some things are better left undiscovered. an idea i apply to both scientific ethics and some of the things that come out of ella’s mouth

Lily: from a purely linguistic standpoint, though, milk udders seems like a redundant phrase. are there other types of udders that aren’t for milk?
Em: i love you but that’s not helpful at all

February 2018
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

is it stressing anyone else out that rozy hasn’t signed a new contract with boston yet??
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @rozanov81forever

yeah, not just you
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @rozanov81forever

but like….he’s not gonna leave, is he?? he’s a bostonian! he’s a masshole! where would he go?? ella hasn’t even slept with any professional sports player yet, he can’t leave!
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair @rozanov81forever

lollll i appreciate the concern for me, but i’m much more worried about the raiders if he leaves
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair @rozanov81forever

though, now that we’re on the topic, every day i remember that ilya rozanov looks like that and most NHL players look like a genetically modified thumb is crazy. did you see his most recent instagram post with his friend??? would love to be in that sandwich
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair @rozanov81forever

okay, i was about to scold….but then i looked at the post………….
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair

right??!!! and they’re childhood friends i guess. what sexy factory explosion created this duo??
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair

i fear that i am not looking respectfully. seriously would climb her like a tree
EM @masshole21

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair

she’s probably not even that much taller than you, she’s just wearing heels
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

em’s feeling insecureeeeeee
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to  @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair

don’t worry @masshole21, i’ll always love you best. my garden gnome 🥰
EM @masshole21

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair

that is not comforting in the way you think it is
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

i fear we may have gotten off topic

…
Text Thread: Ilya & Svetlana
Ilya: [Screenshot of Twitter thread]

Ilya: Мои фанаты теперь — твои фанаты [My fans are your fans now]
Svetlana: Конечно, я намного сексуальнее тебя [Of course, I’m much sexier than you are]
Ilya: У меня сейчас отношения, но я могу сказать им, где тебя найти, если тебе интересно 😈 [I’m in a relationship now, but I can tell them where to find you if you’re interested 😈]
Svetlana: ты не посмеешь [You wouldn’t dare]

Svetlana: передай привет своей Джейн от меня 😘 [Say hello to your Jane for me 😘]
Ilya: не пытайся заставить меня ревновать, ты всё равно не мог дать ему то, что ему нужно [Don’t try to make me jealous, you couldn’t give him what he needs anyway]
Svetlana: это ты так думаешь 😏🍆  [That’s what you think 😏🍆]
Ilya: 😡
Svetlana: 👸🏽

April 2018
Text Thread: Ilya & Cliff Marleau
Marley: is there a reason you haven’t re-signed with the raiders yet?

Marley: the guys are getting worried

Marley: and like…..so am i
Roz: Ah, yes. I am sorry, Marley.
Marley: sorry?? roz, you’re not saying you’re actually leaving?
Roz: I am. That is the plan
Marley: what the fuck? why? where?
Roz: Ottawa
Marley: it was april fool’s day two weeks ago and i know you know that because you waterboarded connors
Roz: This is not what happened
Marley: keep telling yourself that

Marley: anyway tell me you’re joking
Roz: I am not
Marley: wait, is this about your “girlfriend” in “canada”
Roz: I am fucking moving to shitty Canadian team for partner and still you don’t believe I am in a relationship with real person??
Marley: no

Marley: and i don’t believe you’re moving either. this is a joke
Roz: This is what Americans call “denial,” yes?
Marley: fuck all the way off, you don’t get to chirp me when you’re leaving me for some canadian girl and a canadian team. have fucking fun with your boring canadian life
Roz: Marley, I say again, I am very flattered that you believe we are married, but I have told you that you are not my type

Roz: I like them prettier than you. And though I am boob man, third nipple is bit excessive
Marley: 🖕🖕🖕

Marley: you leave my third nipple out of this, asshole
Roz: Ugh. Fine. I know that you cannot hook up with bisexual ex-girlfriend anymore, so if you need to get pegged again to make you feel better, here

Roz: [Shared contact: Svetlana Vetrova]
Marley: what the fuck……
Roz: I think you mean thank you
…
Text Thread: Ilya & Svetlana
Svetlana: Ты же, наверное, не всерьёз [You cannot actually be serious]
Ilya: Что? 😈 [What? 😈]
Svetlana: Ты что, теперь сваливаешь меня на товарищей по команде? [You’re pawning me off on your teammates now?]

Svetlana: Просто потому, что я пошутила, что трахну твоего парня в зад? [Just because I joked about fucking your boyfriend in the ass?]
Ilya: Нет, я дала твой номер одному из товарищей по команде на тот случай, если ты захочешь предложить ему ту же услугу. И потому что знаю, что ты считаешь его красавчиком [No, I gave your number to one teammate in case you wanted to offer him the same service. And because I know you think he is hot]
Svetlana: Ты такой идиот [You are such an idiot]
Ilya: Ну, что? Собираешься? [Well? Are you going to?]
Svetlana: Я об этом подумаю [I will think about it]

May 2018
Instagram
beau.mclaughlin I started Boston University not exactly knowing what I was doing, mostly just happy to be out of my parents’ house and be with cool people. Four years later, that sentiment still stands. I have a degree I’m grateful to have been able to finish but not sure what exactly to do with, since I didn’t choose the subject area in the first place. I didn’t get the chance to choose a lot of things in my life before college, and I’m still stuck with some of those. But I chose the life I have now. I chose to be out, despite what it cost me, I chose to stay in this city and write good memories over the bad, and I chose the people I now count as my family. I’d do it all again. I’m just grateful that they chose me back.
[Photos:

1: Photo of Beau, Ella, Em, and Lily beaming at the camera in their caps and gowns, arms around each other.

2: Selfie taken by Lily, her smile wide in the corner of the screen, which is angled to show Ella and Beau in the background, both asleep at a library table with their cheeks pressed against books. Ella’s mouth is wide open and there’s a lock of hair in it.

3: Screenshot of Snapchat where Beau is on all fours on the ground while Em stands on his back on tiptoes to look over a brick wall. Snapchat caption reads: “there has got to be a better way to do this”.

4: Photo of Beau and Ella from the side, both mid-yell at the hockey game playing on a TV in front of them, clearly gesturing at the screen.

5: Photo of Beau, Ella, Em, and Lily posing on the bottom of the Boston cop slide. Lily lies on her stomach in the front center, head propped up in her hands, elbows resting on the slide. Em sits cross-legged on her back, hands cupping their face. Behind them, Ella stands on the slide with one leg on either side of Lily, holding Beau around the waist as he wraps his legs back around her waist, arms out like he’s pretending to be flying. All of their expressions are serious.]
lilysong love you so much, beau! i cried at the caption
ellacoleman26 end of an era ❤️glad i got around to eventually tolerating you, too
em_moore we will continue to terrorize boston for many years to come!! so proud of you, beau. we’ve all come a long way
em_moore also #neverforget the very confused tourist who took the last photo. what a day
…
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

In February, I played my last game on the ice as a McGill Martlet, and today, I’m graduating with my Bachelor’s. Both felt (and feel) too big to contain in words. The end of something, and maybe, the start of something new
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

fuck, don’t make me cry, i’m trying to hold it together as it is
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

woah wait, are we the exact same age? i just graduated from undergrad, too, from boston university!
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hollanderdynasty11

Omg that’s crazy! What did you get your degree in?
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @rozanov81forever

biochemistry! i’m going straight into a phd in that field, too. what about yours?
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hollanderdynasty11

History! And I got super interested in science history this year!! This is so cool! Hold on, I’m going to DM you
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @rozanov81forever

we’re graduating in 30 minutes and you found time to befriend one of the rozanovs?? don’t know why i’m surprised
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11 @rozanov81forever

“the rozanovs” ??
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @rozanov81forever @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

Oh, yeah, we call your friend group on here the Rozanovs. Since, you know, you’re all Ilya Rozanov fans and you sound just like him in how you tweet at people
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @rozanov81forever @dagenaisforprimeminister

oh my god…..i’m obsessed with that. thank you so much

…
Text Thread: “the suite life (of zack & cody)”
Lily: it’s the end of our suite era now that we’ve graduated undergrad and split off into our duo apartments, and i just got the BEST idea for a new gc name, so i’m re-christening this chat
[Lily named the conversation “the rozanovs”.]
Lily: if you want to know why, check my recent tweets
Ella: i approve this message

Ella: also science question for you: do you think that beau & i using a window AC unit we found on the sidewalk and dropped twice when we carried it up the stairs to our place is going to poison our air in some way??
Lily: ….i am a biochemist. you know that i don’t know about every single science topic, right? it’s important to me that you know that
Ella: mhm
Lily: it probably won’t work super great but i doubt it’ll poison you
Ella: thanks science friend!!
Lily: i feel like your degree in physiology is actually more applicable here but ok
Em: just wait, lily. don’t you know that phd stands for please help dumbasses?
Lily: i didn’t, but i do now

July 2018
Text Thread: “Jane” & “Lily”
Lily: Meeting all done, will be driving back to cottage soon
Jane: Is it official??
Lily: Yes, very official. They say will be announced today
Jane: How do you feel?
Lily: Good. And…complicated. But mostly good, I think. Glad to have it settled now
Jane: I’m so happy that we’ll be closer next season. I think it’ll be a lot better. I love you.
Lily: Love you, solnyshko ❤️☀️

Lily: When I get back, you can show me all the Ottawa houses on Zillow that I know you have been sending back and forth with Yuna for weeks
Jane: How did you know about that??
Lily: I know everything 😈

Lily: I know you
Jane: ❤️
Lily: Mr. Real Estate
Jane: 🙄
…
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

omfg WHAT. ILYA ROZANOV TRADED??? TO OTTAWA?????
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

guess montreal will have an edge next season lol
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26

you want your teeth knocked out?? is this what you’re looking for by being in my replies??? genuine question

Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Okay so am I finally allowed to come out of the closet as a Ilya Rozanov fan? He’s so good on the ice. Can’t wait for him to turn Ottawa around
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

seriously would be amazing if we had a hometown team who won games sometimes. still, i’ll believe it when i see it
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

also hey @OttawaCityCouncil so i have this idea for a slide…
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

is there seriously nothing you assholes won’t steal from us






  
    Chapter End Notes

    me: I need to go to sleep
my free-associating brain at 3am: Cliff Marleau has a third nipple
And since, my brain has just kept layering on more and more Cliff Marleau headcanons hehe. So he also gets pegged. By Svetlana. Because I don’t make the rules. I needed some Svetlana Vetrova appreciation in this fic because oh fuck, that woman 🤯 Also, I'm obsessed with Cliff Marleau being the himbo with proximity (or maybe more, you decide) to queerness.
Also, this is an example that gets close to how I think the group are posed on the slide: https://i.pinimg.com/736x/13/9f/2b/139f2b40f7a647b5ced2b7e0aab291ee.jpg, except none are smiling, and imagine Em also sitting cross-legged on Lily’s back with their hands cupping their face. If someone who can draw wants to draw this for me……I would adore that.
Oh yeah also, the phrase "milk udders" is not an invention from my own head. It is, rather, a phrase that my friend who worked at Dunkin said employees use. I'll let you ponder what it's referring to. Ice breaker hockey is also real and from the same friend, from a different work experience. That might be just a her thing, though.


  


      

  












      Chapter 7: fellas, is it gay to slide into your nemesis’ DMs to ragebait them?
  



    Chapter Notes

      Things in my city keep intermittently catching on fire, in addition to the wildfire smoke that’s constant, though it might finally be getting better today. There was also a burning bush situation next to a church behind my apartment building the other night, which probably means I’m supposed to repent or something. Jokes on them—that will never happen. Not sure why I’m announcing this other than to show off my fanfic writer credentials.

When life sucks, suck it back, I guess.

This chapter has me hehe-ing and also muahaha-ing :)


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  September 2018
Podcast Excerpt - “2 Girls 1 Puck”
Georgie: It’s been a long summer, but September is here, and with it, pre-season, so we’re back in business! I’m Georgie—
Clara: I’m Clara, and this is our hockey podcast—
Clara & Georgie: 2 Girls 1 Puck!
Georgie: Thank you to everyone who’s tuned in, we love our growing community on here. Lots have changed since last season in our lives! Should we share, Clara?
Clara: Oh, why not?
Georgie: Well, Clara and I graduated university with both of our Bachelor’s degrees, and we moved back from Montreal to our hometown of Ottawa! We also moved into a two-bedroom apartment together, which, I will say, is a nice change from sharing a room for four years.
Clara: I guess you must hate me, really.
Georgie: How you leave your clothes everywhere, yes.
Clara: Says the one who hoards mugs on every surface.
Georgie: Anyway, we’ve both managed to get the most underpaying jobs possible in our degree fields, which is very exciting in this day and age.
Clara: My brother also just had twins with his wife—yes, Georgie was distraught—
Georgie: Let. It. Die.
Clara: —so it’s good to be able to be around to help out! They shit more than Hayden Pike, if you can believe it. So many diapers. So much crying. Being a baby is so embarrassing. They can’t do anything for themselves. They mostly just eat and cry and sleep, and somehow I manage to love them regardless. Biology is a very complex and mysterious thing.
Georgie: And that’s been deep thoughts with Clara.
Clara: Back to hockey?
Georgie: Back to hockey. If you’re not new to the hockey world, you’ll understand why Clara and I are pretty excited for this upcoming season, following the very unexpected news of Ilya Rozanov, formerly captain and star center of the Boston Raiders, signing a contract with the Ottawa Centaurs in his free agency this summer.
Clara: It was quite the upheaval for the hockey world, and people are still reeling. But after the initial surprise, Ottawa hockey fans have been absolutely out of their minds with excitement at the prospect of a promising rebuild for the franchise. And that includes Georgie and I!
Georgie: Yes, although we’ve both been Metros fans for years, not just while at university in Montreal, there’ll always be a special place in my heart, at least, for Ottawa. Those are the games I grew up going to more than any others.
Clara: Agreed. I cheer for the Metros against everyone except the Centaurs. And…well, in those games, the Metros haven’t really needed the cheers in the past anyway. It’s possible that that could change, though. And it is a real triumph to steal the Boston captain for Canada—I’m not ashamed to say it.
Georgie: [laughing] No shame in that. I anticipate the Raiders having a bit of trouble without him in seasons to come. There’s obviously been a lot of speculation as to why Rozanov chose to move to Ottawa and leave the team that drafted him, but we’ve decided not to address those theories here. There’s not enough info to know for sure, so it’s not really a good use of our time.
Clara: [laughing] Instead, we’ll be using our time for a much more useful purpose.
Georgie: Oh, absolutely. Do you want to tell them or should I?
Clara: Go for it, it was your idea.
Georgie: Well, now that Ilya Rozanov is no longer living in Boston, many eras are ending. One of those—not confirmed, but which speculation online is pretty sure about—is what we will be referring to as the NHL Boston cop slide era.
Clara: If you’re not as chronically online as we are, or as looped into NHL drama, and don’t know what we’re talking about, don’t worry! We’ll fill you in.
Georgie: Yes, in today’s episode, as a sort of welcome-to-Ottawa dedication to Ilya Rozanov, we’ll be giving you a full rundown and timeline of all the events we know of centering around Boston, the cop slide, the NHL’s response, and, of course, the speculation around how Rozanov is involved in all of this. We’ll also discuss how this has impacted rumors around certain players (cough Hayden Pike cough), and what it might say about team and league culture. Buckle up, because I think that this will be a fun one!
Clara: I should add that this is also secondarily dedicated to the group of Raiders fans online whose tweets have helped us to construct this timeline. Couldn’t have done it without you! We appreciate you for gift wrapping your captain for us, among other things.
Georgie: [uncontrollable laughter]
Clara: Great, so let’s get into it!
…
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

check out this week’s “2 Girls 1 Puck” episode on spotify or apple podcasts! we had a lot of fun with this one

[Georgie @hollanderdynasty11 retweeted this]
EM @masshole21

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

well, that’s just petty. no qualms at kicking someone while they’re down?
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @masshole21 @dagenaisforprimeminister

none at all
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @masshole21

@hollanderdynasty11 et tu, brute?
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @rozanov81forever @dagenaisforprimeminister @masshole21

All’s fair in love and war
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

you are getting on my last nerve, and you don’t want to see what happens next
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister

ok 👍
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26

Case in point ^

…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Clara: and what exactly did you mean by that, li?
Georgie: By what?
Clara: don’t play innocent, i know you aren’t
Georgie: I meant nothing, Lavoie
Clara: stop it
Georgie: I’m not doing anything
Clara: you are pissing me off
Georgie: Love you too

October 2018
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

aw, rozy’s making friends
[Attached picture:

Zoomed in screenshot from Ottawa Centaurs bench, Ilya’s head thrown back in a laugh as Zane Boodram grins next to him.]
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @rozanov81forever

lily….i will kidnap you and dunk you in the charles river. do not post these things
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever

i feel like it’s okay to be happy for him, even if it’s rough out here without him. moving to a new place is hard
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever

do you want me to post sad screenshots of marley sitting quietly on the bench without rozy? bc that’s all it makes me think of
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @rozanov81forever

now why would you bring that up 😩

Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

throwback to this CBC article from 2015. can’t wait for them to be both friendly and the best soon
[Link to article: “The Ottawa Centaurs: The friendliest team in the NHL, if not the best”]
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

I don’t support subtweeting or ragebaiting…..except when it’s this funny
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

it’s good to have dreams, even ones that are delusional at best. just remember to ground yourself in reality once and a while, too
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister

reality like this?
[Link to article: “Will the Raiders franchise as we know it survive losing its former captain? Evidence so far says no”]
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26

i will fuck you up
[Scott Hunter Nursing Home @dinosaurhunter81 started following Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister]

…
Text Thread: Ilya & Svetlana
Ilya: Не могли бы вы рассказать мне о лесбиянках? [Can you teach me about gay women?]
Svetlana: Что это, блядь, за вопрос такой? [What the fuck kind of a question is that?]

Svetlana: Почему вам нужно знать о лесбиянках? [Why do you need to know about gay women?]
Ilya: Мне просто интересно. В Твиттере есть две поклонницы хоккея, которые, как мне кажется, флиртуют друг с другом, но я не знаю наверняка, так как мало что знаю о лесбиянках [I am just curious. There are two hockey fans on Twitter that I think are flirting but I don’t know for sure, since I don’t many things about gay women]
Svetlana: Ты странный [You are strange]

Svetlana: Пришлите мне скриншот [Send me a screenshot]
Ilya: [Attached screenshot of Twitter exchange]
Svetlana: Ты уверен, что они уже не трахаются? [You’re sure they’re not fucking already?]
…
Text Thread: “Jane” & “Lily”
Jane: I did it…I told my team I’m gay.
Lily: How was it??
Jane: Can you talk?
Lily: Yes
Jane: I’m going to call you
[later]
Lily: Ya tebya lyublyu

Lily: Remember that you are brave. Fuckers can’t keep you from being Shane Hollander. And I will fuck up the ones that try.
Jane: Ya tozhe tebya lyublyu

November 2018
EM @masshole21

i did not have shane hollander and ilya rozanov start a charity together and tell people they’re friends on my bingo card for this year
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @masshole21

not sure anyone did. but it’s cool what they’re doing! a good cause!! proud of rozy, even from afar
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @rozanov81forever @masshole21

ahem
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @rozanov81forever @masshole21

oh. yeah. beau had it on his bingo card 🙄
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @masshole21

Oooooo 🙋🏻I did too!!
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @masshole21

okay this is cool hockey news, i will lift my cynical post-roz cloud to admit that! also finding it hilarious that lily accidentally became friends with a hockey rpf shipper online
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hollanderdynasty11 @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @masshole21

We all have to have our indulgences
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @masshole21

georgie & i have actually discussed the ethics of it at length and i think that it’s totally fine as long as boundaries are maintained and people aren’t invading privacy or speculating/trying to out people publically
EM @masshole21

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hollanderdynasty11 @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair @masshole21

god i am so in love with you

…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: Claraaaaa have you seen the news?
Clara: no, i’m at work. working on actual news
Georgie: This is actual news!! There was a press conference with Ilya Rozanov and Shane Hollander and they’re starting a mental health organization! And they said they’re friends!!!
Clara: woah, ok, will watch now

Clara: haha the league is gonna have a fit over this
Georgie: That’s all you have to say!?!?!
Clara: how am i the rpf writer and you’re way more invested than me?
Georgie: Will you write a fic??? For me??? 🥺🙏
Clara: i…..may. i’ll try! i’m just super busy right now with family and work, but i’ll definitely try, alright? i’ll see what ideas come to me
Georgie: 💙💙💙
Clara: side note: it seems like they might actually be moving me to work more on sports news because someone’s retirement is making lots of positions shift in that department! not definitive yet but i’m cautiously optimistic 🤞

Clara: i mean, it’ll realistically mean that i’ll just go from doing one person’s dirty work to another’s, but still. progress
Georgie: That’s SO exciting!! Yay, I’m so happy for you! I hope it works out
Clara: thank you!
Georgie: Okay, but…are you concerned at all about your online presence if you start professionally writing about sports??? Like, you have provable biases………
Clara: lol

Clara: i can handle that just as effectively as i did in university
Georgie: …seriously? The “many people are named Clara and like hockey” approach??? I can’t believe that worked the first time
Clara: oh, it already has worked a second time. my (potential) new boss asked about a hockey podcast he’d heard about with a “clara” and i played so convincingly dumb that i think i made him question whether he’d dreamed up the idea

Clara: all i need is plausible deniability and a poker face, and i have both
Georgie: You’re a little too good at gaslighting people sometimes
Clara: i only use my powers for good

Clara: as in, i don’t want to stop tweeting about whatever i feel like, good

Clara: plus, a lot of people in journalism are still really bad at social media. they search “clara lavoie” on twitter and nothing comes up, so they give up
Georgie: Maybe this is how the universe redistributes privilege
Clara: i think so. i had to get something
…
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

How is it that Shane Hollander is having, like, the best start of his season of his life, and the other Metros are looking like bambi on ice? Where were his defensemen when Kent high sticked him last week?? Wtf is going on
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

i have no idea. something’s up, for sure
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

It’s pissing me tf off

Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

@OttawaCentaurs the power of friendship can only go so far you also have to FUCKING SCORE
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

Not to be stuck in the crease, but a better goalie might also help…Sorry to Fontaine, he was decently good in his prime, but sir, you need to retire, your knee joints are probably just bone on bone at this point

Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

okay, if the lipreaders are right and rozanov did call kent a goblin in the first period of the game against the guardians, i guess i’ll forgive that ottawa still lost 5-2. because that’s fucking funny
…
Direct Messages: ellaaaa & Clara vs the world
ellaaaa: looks like neither of your teams have an edge this season after all
Clara vs the world: not sure what you’re gloating about, since yours doesn’t either

December 2018
Ottawa Centaurs @OttawaCentaurs

We’re excited to announce that Wyatt Hayes will be joining the Centaurs from Toronto as our new starting goalie!
Ottawa Centaurs @OttawaCentaurs

Replying to @OttawaCentaurs

Due to the injury our goalie Robert Fontaine sustained in our last game, he will be on IR for the rest of the 2018-2019 season, and has decided to retire at the end of the year. We wish him the best!
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @OttawaCentaurs

Oh my god I have the power of prophecy


February 2019
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

i am in hell. i know it’s hell and not real life because if it was real life, i wouldn’t have been left alone with two seven-month-old babies where every time i think i’m about to get them to sleep one wakes up and starts crying and then it sets off the other
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

for now there is a lull, but i don’t trust it. the existence of twin babies should be outlawed under the geneva convention. how does this also run in my family. how do i unsubscribe
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

Can’t tell if this is making you want to have kids less or more lol
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister

yes
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

not sure eating your twin in the womb counts as twins running in the family
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

pretty sure it does
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26 @hollanderdynasty11

wow…..i was kidding……but good to know

…
Direct Messages: ellaaaa & Clara vs the world
ellaaaa: i know canadian food is gross but didn’t realize it was that dire
Clara vs the world: says the person living in a country known for a cheese that tastes like if plastic had a bad day
ellaaaa: mmmmmm plastic
Clara vs the world: you disgust me

Clara vs the world: when i look up what foods boston specifically is known for, the first thing is just beer

Clara vs the world: that is not a food
ellaaaa: ottawa is known for nothing, apparently
Clara vs the world: not true! we have great poutine!!
ellaaaa: hm

ellaaaa: looked it up. guess i can get behind it. reminds me of my hometown staple: cape cod nachos
Clara vs the world: please do not elaborate
ellaaaa: it’s cape cod potato chips with american cheese on top melted in the microwave and dipped in ketchup 🤤
[Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister has blocked ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26]

March 2019
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

If the Centaurs were going to turn it around this season, they would’ve done it already. Guess there’s always next year….
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

they did get better! the bar was low but they definitely went over it, at least
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

Yeah, they did. I just set my expectations too high. That’s on me. At least the Metros got better than they were at the start of the season...I’d be shocked if they even got to the conference finals, though
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister

yeah, the vibes are still off. poor hollzy carrying them all on his back. he deserves a break

beau @hotelcuckchair

well, the season is a wrap i guess. we didn’t make it to playoffs and there were no slide incidents that we know of. anyone else feel super let down by the Boston Raiders? all the entertainment value, gone
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

yeah…i need to go vandalize a canadian city to feel better i think. weekend trip?
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

ella you can’t just announce you’re about to do a crime online
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

why i’m so bored
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair

@dagenaisforprimeminister got a slide in Ottawa yet? or too busy losing?

…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: You need to unblock Ella, she’s doing things
Clara: ugh fine
…
[Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister has unblocked ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26]
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair

i will give your picture to the canadian border officials
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair

so that’s a no

…
Direct Messages: ellaaaa & Clara vs the world
Clara vs the world: if you send me any more crimes against nature i will not hesitate to block you again
ellaaaa: you missed me
Clara vs the world: yeah, sure, let’s go with that

May 2019
Text Thread:  Ilya & Cliff Marleau
Marley: i just watched a 10 minute youtube compilation called “ilya rozanov being homoerotic?” and it was only like 50% you and me!!

Marley: a little bit was hollander still but now they’ve added bood and hayes, too

Marley: they always used to be just us!! (and sometimes a little bit hollander)

Marley: i can’t fucking believe you’ve replaced me, roz
Roz: Why are you watching 10 minute youtube video of me being homoerotic?
Marley: you took a day to respond only to ask that
Roz: Seemed like most important question
Marley: man fuck you

Marley: what do they have that i don’t
Roz: Only two nipples
Marley: 🖕
Roz: Don’t you have better things to do now our seasons are over?
Marley: absolutely nothing. bored out of my mind
Roz: Fine, I will come visit
Marley: fuck yes!! wanna take a trip back to the cop slide, for old time’s sake?
Roz: Jane would kill me if I got hurt
Marley: will you bring the montreal girl who stole you away?? will i finally get to meet her??
Roz: No, is busy being much too important to meet you
Marley: one of these days, you’ll have to introduce us. at your wedding, maybe
Roz: We will see

Roz: Are you and Sveta still fucking
Marley: why?

Marley: why not ask her? has she not mentioned it
Roz: Just trying to see how stupid you will be over her when I get there

Roz: Got my answer. Yes. And very
Marley: you’re such a dick
…
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is there a life on mars?
hockeylesbian12
Summary:
Shane Hollander and Ilya Rozanov have been hooking up for years, but it’s only when Ilya signs with the Ottawa Centaurs that Shane lets himself dream of something real, though he has no idea why Ilya would make such a stupid career decision. Meanwhile, Ilya has been trying to plan for Shane being in his life permanently the whole time, but is just too scared to say it outright.
But even if they admit that the increasing frequency they’re going out of their way to see one another is becoming more than just a simple hook-up, the question remains: how will they navigate a real relationship in the NHL, with eyes still on them, and the narrative of the rivalry alive and well? Is it even possible, or is it just an unachievable dream?
Notes:

For puckmoose11.
well, that press conference definitely changed the narrative. anyways, this is practice for my career in sports journalism
 
Comment on is there a life on mars?

puckmoose11 on Chapter 1

You’re FANTASTIC!!!





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Inspiration for the youtube comp from a tumblr post by user awfulsweettobealittlebutterbi.

Unrelated: does anyone else think that Ilya would love that Russian TikTok account where the wolf on wheels slowly approaches to ominous music? Because I do. Also valid if you don’t know what the fuck I’m talking about lol.

I’ve officially not finished writing this fic by the *second* deadline I tried to set to finish it…which means it’s again, no surprise, gotten way too long……it’s fine i’m fine. Not like I’m writing a fic that’s like 90% about OCs and is regardless probably gonna end up being longer than 100k words……………oh yeah, that’s exactly what I’m doing.

Silver lining: finished one of my grad summer classes, another one ends in a week, and then the third two weeks after that, so I’ll have more time to write (I’m having so much fun I’m just annoyed with myself also lollll).


  


      

  












      Chapter 8: the butterfly effect is real and it’s hunting us for sport
  



    Chapter Notes

      If the heading “January 2020” strikes as much fear in your heart as it does mind, please take comfort in the fact that that COVID doesn’t happen in the Heated Rivalry universe, so it doesn’t happen in this fic, either. Did Ilya Rozanov and Shane Hollander’s existences butterfly effect COVID out of existence? Was it the cop slide being built years earlier than in real life? The world will never know…
Starting in this chapter, Shane & Ilya’s text convos will be with their real names! Which is because I think they change them to their real names after the foundation is announced, since they now have a plausible excuse to be texting each other (which seems to be canon from the Long Game, too). Let’s just hope no one’s reading WHAT they’re texting each other lol.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  January 2020
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

what am i fucking doing with my life?? should i go to grad school???
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

it’s the twenties breakdownnnnn nee nu nee nuuuu, nee nu nee nu nuuuuuu
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

but actually you should because then we can go back to school together and join lily. i’ll get my masters in social work and you’ll get whatever your heart desires
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

very inspirational speaker, i like it. i’d join you except i have no direction whatsoever and thus it would be very fiscally irresponsible i am told
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

your trajectory as a former rich kid has been fascinating to watch
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

also yes you should both join me and discover what it’s like to have no life
EM @masshole21

Replying to @rozanov81forever @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26

you have a life, it’s just 1) lab, 2) being a hockey fan, and 3) hanging out with us. honestly i feel like that fits all your main life requirements anyway
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26

true

…
Text Thread: Ella & Em
Ella: will you read over my personal statement….?
Em: you’re really gonna do it?? hell yeah i will!!
Ella: well, it was always the end goal to do something with the physiology degree, i was just tired with school. but now i’m more tired of serving entitled people, so….yeah, i think so
Em: so??? doctor of physical therapy, like you always used to talk about? or something else?
Ella: dpt, yeah. at sargent college back at BU, hopefully
Em: you’re going to be so good at it, ella
Ella: thanks…
Em: haha i can feel you cringing away from the compliment but i’ve trained you well

Em: like a frog in boiling water
Ella: that metaphor sucks
Em: i think it’s apt

March 2020
Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov

Excited to be back in Boston to visit old places and see old people
[Attached picture: Selfie on the ice during warmups with Cliff Marleau in the background, giving the camera the middle finger.]
Cliff Marleau @CMarleauRaiders

Replying to @IlyaRozanov

you’re such a fucking asshole
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @CMarleauRaiders @IlyaRozanov

come back…..please……we miss you 🥺🥺
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @CMarleauRaiders @IlyaRozanov

beau, have some dignity, we’re massholes. the use of threats is way more appropriate than pleas to emotion
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair @CMarleauRaiders @IlyaRozanov

@IlyaRozanov come back or i’ll…..throw tea in the harbor???
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26 @CMarleauRaiders @IlyaRozanov

that was somehow even more pathetic than the begging. beau, go sit in the corner and think about what you’ve done
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26 @CMarleauRaiders @IlyaRozanov

okay 😢

ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

god this game is depressing me. roz isn’t even on the raiders anymore and he’s still the most entertaining player on the ice. i keep catching myself rooting for him. marley please don’t embarrass me, you’re all i have left!!!
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

so sad. so pathetic. feel better soon
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26

your team has tanner dillon on it. so don’t talk to me about pathetic!!
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister

you know my other favorite team, the metros? don’t know if you know this, but they are at the top of the rankings this year. might get a third cup in four years. nice, right?
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

hey, st. simone and connors are pulling their weight!!
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26

you still gotta admit that being a raiders fan post-roz feels like being the sad last members of a species going extinct
EM @masshole

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26

nope, absolutely not. we were raiders fans before roz and we will be raiders fans long after he is gone
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26

at least hammershit bit the dust! i don’t have to be embarrassed for that reason

…
Direct Messages: ellaaaa & Clara vs the world
Clara vs the world: no retort to the fact that the metros are dominating the league this season? so sad. so pathetic. losing consistently has made your chirping skills worse, i think
ellaaaa: having two teams so you can fall back on one’s performance when the other one is failing is coward behavior. hope this helps!!
Clara vs the world: wow, so envious

Clara vs the world: green is a good color for you
ellaaaa: i prefer it on you
Clara vs the world: too bad you won’t get to see it on me, then
ellaaaa: we’ll see
…
Brad Hammersmith @BHammerRaiders

Apparently there’s a rumor going around that I died?? I’m not dead, just retired.
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @BHammerRaiders

sometimes i think i can still hear his voice…

…
Text Thread: Ilya & Cliff Marleau
Roz: Want to buy me a drink now that I’ve beaten you?
Marley: you kidding me, man?? if you go to a boston bar tonight, you’re ending up impaled on the top of a flagpole by morning

Marley: come over to mine if you wanna hang out

Marley: you can invite svetlana if you wanna see her too
Roz: As long as you promise not to proposition me for threesome
Marley: shut up man, you know we haven’t fucked for months. she’s seeing a douchey architect or something
Roz: Jealousy does not look good on you, Marley
Marley: shut up, i’m not jealous

Marley: if you bring this up later, i’m kicking you out
Roz: Of course I will bring it up later. You remember who I am, yes?
Marley: thin fucking ice, man

Marley: i’m inviting connors to be a buffer
Roz: Fine, then I am bringing Hazy and Bood
Marley: low blow to bring the guys you’re replacing us with

Marley: you think sveta will still want to come with all of us being there?
Roz: I just asked her. She responded saying that she will be there and she thinks it’s cute that you think she’d be intimidated by a bunch of idiot hockey players
Marley: guess that checks out
…
Text Thread: Shane, Ilya, & Svetlana
Svetlana: [Attached picture of Ilya asleep sitting up against pillows, with his hair pushed back by a fuzzy blue headband and a sheet mask on his face. His phone, sitting on the bed in his loose hand screen-up, shows a zoomed in picture of Shane’s freckles.]

Svetlana: Fell asleep like this during slumber after-party. Mid-sentence, talking about his Shane.
[next morning]
Shane: Thank you for sending!! Haha
Svetlana: 👍😈
Ilya: How dare you

Ilya: Where have you gone, Sveta?

Ilya: I must defend my honor
Svetlana: I’m getting breakfast for us before you fly out

Svetlana: And we both know you cannot win, why humiliate yourself further?
Ilya: Ugh, just because I am gentleman and will not hurt woman
Shane: You know that’s not why.
Ilya: Everyone gangs up on me 😭
Svetlana: Cry baby. Big bad hockey player cannot win against me after all these years
Ilya: You do not fight fair!
Svetlana: I don’t think there are rules
Ilya: EVERYONE KNOWS IT IS NOT FAIR TO PULL HAIR
Svetlana: But how can I resist when you squeal like a pig every time?
Shane: 😂
Ilya: 😡

September 2020
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

goodbye food service work, hello PT grad school! and….other service work!! capitalism is a fucking prison
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

can’t believe you’re leaving me. how am i supposed to know how to do tasks without you. how will i survive without having you to shit talk customers with??
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26

we all have to leave the nest eventually. i did it when i was fourteen, now it’s your turn! at……checking notes…….twenty four. i think you’ll figure it out
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

brutal haha. but not untrue
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

such cruelty
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26

yes, that’s how i trained you for service work
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

watching you put on your customer service face is like watching a dog walk on its hind legs. it’s astounding to me that you can do that. and you’re…..good at it. like, so good it’s terrifying. i’ll never understand
EM @masshole21

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

truly a conundrum for the ages
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

if i didn’t see it myself on the daily, i wouldn’t believe it. and, like, phone customer service? not better. very much not better. i would snap. @raidersfangirl26 you’re braver than any U.S. marine 🫡
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26

i know

…
Direct Messages: ellaaaa & Clara vs the world
Clara vs the world: [Sent tweet from hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever]

Clara vs the world: i don’t believe this
ellaaaa: what about it aren’t you grasping?
Clara vs the world: you actually expect me to believe that you’re capable of being polite?
ellaaaa: when i’m motivated by money, yes
Clara vs the world: and you’re going to be doing phone customer service?? for what? is it a phone sex line?
ellaaaa: wouldn’t you like to know
Clara vs the world: i believe you’ll snap. i give you one month
ellaaaa: hahahahahhahahaha oh WOW

ellaaaa: spoken like someone who’s never had to calmly explain to a crying five year old and their mother wearing pearls and chanel in july that ice cream melts in the sun if you don’t eat it and i can’t give a refund for that

ellaaaa: i’ve been doing this since i was fourteen, and i haven’t been accused of murder yet!
Clara vs the world: accused? does this mean you have murdered someone but you’ve gotten away with it??
ellaaaa: would i tell you if i had?
Clara vs the world: so you’ve already snapped
ellaaaa: if i have, i’ve never lost a job over it 😈
Clara vs the world: c’est impossible
ellaaaa: oui oui baguette
[Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister is typing…]
…
“Wow,” Em said, eyebrows raised as they squinted at Ella’s cracked phone screen before passing it back to her. “That’s the longest string of curse words I’ve ever seen in one place.”
It was a Thursday, and the group was meeting at their regular local bar for a mini celebration of sorts: Ella’s last day at the restaurant that she and Beau worked had been the previous day, and she had finished her last coffee shop shift with Beau that morning while he continued into the afternoon. In a rare fit of indulgence, she’d taken the next week off before she was set to start her new job, working nights from home on the HP Customer Service phone line. She’d been a bit surprised to get the job, feeling that it had been a long shot, but figured they probably had taken her on due to a combination of her experience working at the IT Help Desk during college, the right buzzwords, and a confident interview manner. If nothing else, she was an excellent bullshitter and always had been. 
The week after Ella started her new job, she would also start her grad school classes. For the past month, the thought had filled Ella with a thrill of anticipation and dread she didn’t like to talk about to avoid giving away either vulnerability or overconfidence, but today, she had something—or rather, someone—else to distract her instead. And she was basking in it.
“I know,” Ella said, a broad grin cracking across her face as she looked back down at the message. “I’m really proud of it.”
“Why?” Lily asked from next to Em, stirring her cocktail absently with the little purple umbrella stuck in it. “You didn’t write it.”
“Well, no,” Ella said, rolling her eyes and placing her phone face down on the sticky bar table. “But I inspired it. It’s at least half mine.”
Before either Em or Lily tried to poke holes in this logic, Beau appeared, sliding into the booth next to Ella.
“I’m here, I’m here,” he announced with his natural verve he’d become more willing to let show over the past few years since he’d last talked to his family, flashing a grin around the table. “What have I missed?”
“Just Ella bragging about her human rights violations again,” Em returned tonelessly, though Ella could see the smile they were trying to hide twitching at the corners of their mouth. “Same old.”
“Is this about the message from Clara that calls her a cunt in like six ways in French and English?” Beau asked, glancing from Ella to Lily and Em with a blooming smile on his face. “She showed me this morning at work.”
“The very same,” Em said, sharing a conspiratorial smile with Beau.
“Fucking Christ,” Beau said, shaking his head and laughing before turning to look at Ella, taking on a mock-serious expression, and putting a hand on her shoulder. “Ella, we’re your friends, this is a safe place, so be honest: how many times have you jacked off to that text so far today?”
“Shut up,” Ella retorted calmly, shoving his hand away as Lily laughed. “I’m just enjoying the depth of emotion I inspire.”
“If that’s not a euphemism, I don’t know what is,” Beau sing-songed before hoisting himself back out of the booth and heading over to the bar to grab a drink.
“Once again, you’re the worst English major that never was!” Ella called after him, making a few other patrons turn and give her dirty looks and Beau laugh, shaking his head but not turning back.
When Ella had turned back to the table, Lily fixed her with an earnest look and said:  “One of these days you’re going to get murdered. And you’ll probably deserve it.”

October 2020
Text Thread: “the rozanovs”
Ella: i want to go to the slide
Em: obviously grad school is going well for you too then lol

Em: why did you send this at 2am
Lily: obviously she wanted to go to the slide at 2am
Ella: lily!!! you’re alive!! do you want to go to the slide sometime when you’re not too busy in the lab licking rocks or whatever it is biochemists do???
Lily: that’s geologists. and sure!! i need to get out of this lab
Em: i’m fairly certain it’s not

Em: also i thought we decided ella wasn’t allowed on the slide anymore after last time?
Beau: LOL you thought that was enforceable?? since when do any of us have power over ella?
Em: she listens to lily…sometimes
Lily: lily’s going slowly insane in a lab and lily wants to go on a slide, so if ella is insistent upon getting injured again, that isn’t lily’s problem
Beau: ah, i see we’re at the talking in third person stage. no reason happens at that stage
Em: baby……why will this be helped by the slide??

Em: this question goes for you too, ella
Ella: mmmmmmmm pain
Em: your unabashed masochism concerns me at times
Lily: i want it on record that ella does not speak for me
Ella: and yet we have a united aim

Ella: i’m gonna sidebar with you to arrange a time for us to go, since these losers apparently don’t wanna be part of it
Lily: sounds good
…
City of Boston @CityofBostonOfficial

Stop. Just stop with the slide. Unless you are a child of age 5-12, you have no business on the Boston City Hall Plaza slide.
EM @masshole21

Replying to @CityofBostonOfficial

@raidersfangirl26 you’ve broken the boston city twitter account. maybe even personally. are you happy now? you and your probably broken ankle?
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @CityofBostonOfficial

we actually met a very nice doctor on the sidewalk nearby who works for mass general ER and she said i was fine. just a mild sprain
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @CityofBostonOfficial

she also got the look of a war veteran when she realized where we came from and started muttering what sounded like threats under her breath as she was looking at ella’s ankle
EM @masshole21

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @CityofBostonOfficial

did ella propose on the spot?
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @CityofBostonOfficial

she was taken unfortunately
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @CityofBostonOfficial

well at least you tried
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @CityofBostonOfficial

hopefully this will teach you some lessons about what not to do if you want your bones to stay intact
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @CityofBostonOfficial

bones are a privilege not a necessity
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @CityofBostonOfficial

every time i think you’ve uttered the most terrifying sentence in the history of mankind, you one-up yourself
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @CityofBostonOfficial

i’m a modern aristotle


November 2020
ESPN @ESPN

Our new documentary, “Taking Turns at the Top: the Hollander and Rozanov Story” will be airing tomorrow night at 7pm EST on ESPN! Don’t miss out.
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @ESPN

now WHY THE FUCK would you name it this??? i’m actually dead
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @ESPN

LMAO seriously
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26 @ESPN

i can only assume they don’t actually want me to be normal about it

…
Text Thread: Shane & Ilya
Ilya: Should we tell ESPN that you do not want to take a turn at the top? 😏
Shane: Shut the fuck up, oh my god!
Ilya: 😂

Ilya: Did they tell you that they would be naming the documentary this?
Shane: No…we can’t exactly ask them to change it now without raising suspicion, though.
Ilya: I am glad. I find it very funny
Shane: Of course you do 🙄
Ilya: It is fine. You can take your turn on top by riding me next time we fuck
Shane: Wow. Can’t get over how romantic you are.
Ilya: I can be. You will look so pretty, so I will have many nice and romantic things to say to you while you do this
Shane: Fuck, Ilya. I’m sharing a hotel room with Hayden. This isn’t the time.
Ilya: Isn’t the time for what? 😇
Shane: You know exactly what you’re doing.
Ilya: 😈
…
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

God, I am so sat for this Roz & Hollzy documentary
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

sameeeeee
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11

so am i, but i think for different reasons haha
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11

let’s be honest: we’re all sat. just with varying motivations. for instance, ~i~ am excited about rehashing important hockey history and also brainstorming an idea for my next fanfic, in that order
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11

and ~i~ am looking forward to seeing clips of rozy playing for an actually good team again
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11

and ~you~ are about to spontaneously combust in 0.5 seconds
EM @masshole21

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11

celebrating the rivalry documentary just as roz and hollander would want, i see

…
Direct Messages: beau & Georgie
beau: this is even gayer than i hoped

beau: how can the producers not know what they’re doing with this??
Georgie: You’re right and you should say it

Georgie: I have no idea. Maybe they do??? The title is crazy
beau: i’m making a powerpoint. and i’m going to make my friends sit through me presenting it

beau: all the evidence that they’ve been together this whole time

beau: it’s happening
Georgie: PLEASE send it to me when you’re done
beau: only if you send me a link to clara’s fics!!
Georgie: Lol sorry, that’s up to her. And I can’t see her sharing anytime soon. You can always ask her, though
beau: i’m not sure i’m brave enough
Georgie: Don’t you literally live with Ella??? I fear her way more
beau: the devil you know and all that. ella’s also secretly a marshmallow. the scary thing is a lot because she just doesn’t know how to show (or receive) affection properly so she ragebaits and threatens violence instead. do NOT tell her i said that
Georgie: Interesting…
beau: yes, this does absolutely apply to the situation you’re thinking of. and you’re right!!
Georgie: Glad we’re on the same page then haha

Georgie: Also, honestly, if you just explored Men’s Hockey RPF fandom on AO3, you’d probably stumble across one of her fics at some point and might be able to figure out who wrote it. Not that I’m saying that you SHOULD do that, but…
beau: noted 😈 okay, i’ll send you the powerpoint when i’m done
…
Text Thread: “the rozanovs”
Beau: drinks at our place tonight! and i WILL be going through The Powerpoint
Ella: this is insane behavior. how am i spending my only night off from listening to unreasonable people spiral into insanity over technology, you ask? oh, it’s watching another unreasonable person (beau) spiral into insanity about a theoretical relationship that is not his because he apparently doesn’t have another creative outlet and/or doesn’t get laid enough
Beau: you love me really

Beau: and i get laid plenty. wayyyy more than you these days
Ella: i am IN GRAD SCHOOL and i WORK NIGHTS

Ella: relatedly! i’d like to request you keep it down when i’m working!!! very distracting to hear you begging for it through the wall when i’m trying to explain why some old lady’s laptop is frozen and sticky after her grandson borrowed it for “homework”
Beau: sounds like the ambiance i was providing was very on theme
Ella: that may be true but still doesn’t mean i enjoyed hearing you get off
Beau: 👍lol i’ll keep it down in future. sorry
Lily: glad to hear you’re living your best gay life, beau, even if it is at ella’s expense. back to the topic of tonight though, i must ask: just how long IS this powerpoint??
Beau: doesn’t matter. 7pm sharp
Em: beau, how long is it…
Beau: you’ll find out when you get here 😈
Ella: i saw him working on it. the answer is: too long

Ella: he got so locked in yesterday that he was almost late for his restaurant shift
Beau: but i WASN’T! so no issues
Em: beau, i can’t believe i made friends with you when you were just a cute little kid who liked hockey, and then you waited to become a unhinged internet rpf shipper with the twitter handle hotelcuckchair until after i was already locked down
Beau: love you tooooooo
Em: i’m prepared to hear you out……reluctantly
Ella: i’m prepared to get drunk and heckle you
Lily: i’m unprepared for all of this
…
beau @hotelcuckchair

in a completely expected twist of fate, the one person in the friend group with their own weird hollanov soap opera plotline occurring in real time was the one most prone to making fun of me for my hollanov theories
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

what
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

what

…
Text Thread: Ella & Beau
Beau: hey….uh…..so i’ve been reading hollanov rpf fanfiction on ao3
Ella: and the sky is blue

Ella: why is this an announcement
Beau: it’s not……but i became aware of a certain trend. that in a lot of these fics, hayden pike is there. and he goes to the bathroom A LOT. and sometimes………he smells bad
Ella: okay????
Beau: and then i came across the tag “Hayden Pike’s Tummy Issues”

Beau: and then i went on tumblr to search for context

Beau: and i found teenagers genuinely cancelling each other for being ableist for joking about hayden pike wearing adult diapers because “he has a condition”

Beau: did we do this?????? is this the butterfly effect????
Ella: oh. my. god. send me a screenshot of the tumblr thread IMMEDIATELY

Ella: i am DYING
Beau: want me also to send you some fics? i bet they could get you on board with my ship 👀one’s even a supernatural au hehe
Ella: beau.

Ella: let me be so clear with this

Ella: i think it’s POSSIBLE that your theories are within some realm of truth…maybe.

Ella: I.

Ella: JUST.

Ella: DON’T.

Ella: CARE.

Ella: i like to watch them play hockey. you can also read about them fucking. makes no difference to me, but happy that you’re happy or whatever
Beau: you know that fanfiction isn’t just smut, right? tell me you know that
Ella: sure, okay

Ella: don’t send me fics, i have better things to do with my time. like grad school. and trying to not let customer service make me evil
Beau: i feel like that ship has already sailed
…
Direct Messages: beau & Georgie
beau: if i guessed what clara’s username on ao3 was, would you confirm/deny
Georgie: Haha sure
beau: is she hockeylesbian12??
Georgie: Yep!
beau: damn i’m good. because she was number 12 on the martlets, right?
Georgie: Is this prior knowledge, because your entire friend group stalks us across social media??? Or did you recently go back through, like……years of old tweets…???

Georgie: Here I was thinking that you’d just figure it out from vibes and chaotic author’s notes…
beau: i plead the fifth. and let’s just call it ✨research✨

beau: so the bad news is that i tried to get ella to let me send her clara’s fics (without naming her) and she is very much not interested. i still believe that one day i’ll get her on the hockey rpf train, but alas it’s not today 😔
Georgie: Wow…and this is why we call you the Rozanovs

Georgie: You really do all have an evil streak
beau: you know he’s the captain of YOUR hockey team now, right?
Georgie: Yes, and I love him in all his evil allegedly bisexual glory
…
Text Thread: “third wheeling since 2001”
Beau: OMG i just found the best thing
Em: what??
Beau: old tweet from clara circa 2016

Beau: [Attached screenshot]

Beau: sound familiar to anyone???
Lily: woah
Em: LOLLLL
Lily: wait why are you scrolling back to 2016 on clara’s twitter??
Beau: unimportant
Lily: you need to get another hobby
…
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

after viewing one dean winchester as a woman fan art, i have figured out my type: 1) emotionally unavailable, 2) violent tendencies, 3) freckles
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

@raidersfangirl26
EM @masshole21

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

@raidersfangirl26
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

@raidersfangirl26
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @dagenaisforprimeminister

i don’t even want to know how you found this old tweet, but stop tagging my nemesis. it’s not going to happen
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair

i don’t know what to be more offended by here???
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair

don’t pretend you don’t know that those three qualities are the defining features that would cause you to be picked out of any lineup
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair

I’m not sure whether to laugh or cry






  
    Chapter End Notes

    Ella & Clara are both so obsessed, but neither will admit it to anyoneeee. Least of all themselves. I love it when characters lie to themselves in the privacy of their own minds. I also love how homoerotic the ragebait is gettinggggg :) I’m just a lesbian, ok? I can’t help it.
Also, I’m not ashamed to say that I occasionally pull from my texts with my friends, because sometimes one just needs an import of fresh, home-grown weirdo behavior for inspiration. If you want to guess which lines might’ve been taken from real life, be my guest :) I will be so excited if anyone guesses right.


  


      

  












      Chapter 9: the gay agenda vs. evil
  



    Chapter Notes

      Trigger warning for this chapter of mentions of rape/sexual assault, because the Dallas Kent allegations are being discussed. Not in any detail, but it is a theme and characters (quite vaguely) discuss their own relationships with/feelings about it. There’s also one (very short and not detailed) asshole tweet about disbelieving the women coming forward. None of this is up close and personal or a deep dive into feelings or experiences around the topic (if you’re looking for that, you can read my last fanfic), but it’s very important to me that no one is surprised with this content.
Also, I know that in the Role Model book, Troy only has an Instagram and not a Twitter, but I’m respectfully ignoring that. They don’t really talk about any social media much other than Instagram in the books in general, so I feel that I can take liberties. I’m already taking so many anyway haha, what’s one more?


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  November 2020
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

FUCK dallas kent!!!!!!!!!! one day he will be mulch. believe survivors!!!! 
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

FUCK. DALLAS. KENT.
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26

fuck!!!!! him!!!!!! and let him fucking rot!!!
EM @masshole21

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26

underlined and bolded all of the above. fucking rapist scumbag!! he’ll be mulch, then he’ll be reincarnated as a fucking cockroach, and then i’ll step on him
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26

It’s good to be on the same side as Raiders fans sometimes
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @masshole21 @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26

they do add a certain je ne sais quoi to insults and threats

Matt Hanson @matthansonhockey

Can’t believe people believe this bullshit about Kent
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @matthansonhockey

hey matt, i’m in your fucking walls right now and i’m here to tell you that if you don’t shut the fuck up in the next five seconds i’m coming out and will physically shove your head up your own ass, since it’s already up there spiritually
EM @masshole21

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @matthansonhockey

i think you add your own je ne sais quoi to insults and threats, too, for the record. bravo. if you need any support, i’m waiting in the wings

Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

I love it when I’m already having a bad day and then I look online and the first thing I see is my ex weighing in on sexual assault allegations. Oh, irony. Lost on him, but not the universe, apparently
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

hey we don’t know each other well but just fyi if you need me to kill that guy for you, you can always let me know!!!!!!
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hollanderdynasty11

I appreciate that. Also, how has your account not been banned a hundred times over by now?
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @raidersfangirl26

plot armor, i assume

CBC Sports @cbcsports

Amidst controversy, Troy Barrett, a former right-wing forward for the Toronto Guardians, has been traded to the Ottawa Centaurs.
[Link to article: “Troy Barrett traded: what this might mean for the Centaurs—and the league”]
[Georgie @hollanderdynasty11 retweeted this]
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @cbcsports

is this…..written by who i think it is??? 👀 (who remembers clara’s last name???)
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @cbcsports

Will neither confirm nor deny
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @hotelcuckchair @cbcsports

“amidst controversy”...what a euphemism. the undercurrent of contempt the author 👀 managed to put in this article without cursing everyone out is impressive. you know, just fyi, if that author happened to be interested in my feedback
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @cbcsports

not sure how to feel about this……other than the obvious seething rage, of course. like, skill aside, is this good for the centaurs’ room bc he was calling out a bigot? but he like totally has shown himself to be a bigot in the past too…. i wonder how roz feels.
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @rozanov81forever @cbcsports

since when do you care about the centaurs’ room?
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @cbcsports

check my handle. i told you i meant it

…
Direct Messages: ellaaaa & Clara vs the world
ellaaaa: they totally muzzled you for this article huh??
Clara vs the world: totally and completely

Clara vs the world: but i still got a few hard truths in, i think
ellaaaa: you did

ellaaaa: it’s a good article
Clara vs the world: thank you

Clara vs the world: who are you and what have you done with my online nemesis?
ellaaaa: you’re still delusional about the centaurs ever being able to win anything
Clara vs the world: ah, there she is
ellaaaa: who knew you’d be able to turn long-term parasocial spite into a career moment
Clara vs the world: oh, trust me, i can make it more than just a moment

Clara vs the world: i’m actually working on a longer article about the whole situation and the league’s response

Clara vs the world: not sure if cbc will actually take it, but who knows? if they don’t, maybe i can get it published somewhere else

Clara vs the world: as someone with a degree in the field, i know the journalistic importance of the world “allegedly”...but i fucking hate it in this case
ellaaaa: jesus, love a good righteous streak in a woman

ellaaaa: fucking take him down
Clara vs the world: that’s the plan
…
Six p.m. on a Friday evening used to be something different in university. Six p.m. on a Friday evening used to look like dinner at the dining hall, laughing with the hockey team as they talked about their weeks and discussed their plans for that night or that weekend, free from classes at last. Then, they would peel off separately to their dorms, or gather together in one, dressing up or down, lining their eyes or applying chapstick and calling it a day, all depending on the mood—not all of them matching, just existing as each wanted. The drinks would flow, someone would start playing music through a speaker, and at some point, someone would take someone else’s hand and twirl them in a circle, or wrap their arms around someone else and just sway, laughter erupting as they started to dance, a process that would never really stop until the night ended.
Some weekend nights still existed like that, now, but not Fridays. Now, six p.m. on a Friday found Georgie waving a friendly goodbye to Marvin at the tickets desk at the Canadian Museum of History and walking out the door, already shoving her lanyard into her bag, and breaking into a run to catch the bus she could see pulling into her stop a block away. 6:02pm found her collapsing gratefully into a seat as her heartbeat slowed again, pulling her phone out of her pocket and turning it off Do Not Disturb to check her notifications.
Nat: Know that if I embarrass you tonight, it was you who asked me to come!

The text made Georgie smile and roll her eyes. Natalie—or Nat, as everyone called her—was Georgie’s coworker who she’d bonded with over their shared plight in being the only two ever assigned to run the children’s tours, during which Georgie had had to gently council Nat on how to talk to children after some of the interactions she’d witnessed had been so awkward they rivaled even Georgie’s own cringe highlight reel. She’d also been helping with her French a bit, since Nat was from Michigan, not Canada, and had moved to Ottawa for university and stayed, rather than growing up in the bilingual country. She’d picked some French up in her time there, but not as much as she’d wanted to, especially since the museum they now worked was located across the river in Gatineau, Quebec, where far more people spoke French than in Ottawa. She was also a coworker, incidentally, who had only gotten off the job an hour before Georgie, so trust her to continue an in-person conversation they’d had only an hour prior over text. A mischievous grin stole over her face as she typed out a response.
Georgie: Embarrass me? I think I remember you saying that you were the best twelve-year-old hockey player the world had ever seen. I’m expecting to have my work cut out for me!

Smiling to herself as she swiped away from the chat as she saw Nat’s typing bubble pop up on the screen, she tapped on Clara’s conversation instead. Two hours before, she’d sent a shaky selfie from what Georgie recognized to be the playground nearest to their apartment, two children mostly out of frame but clear enough in the picture to see that they were climbing Clara like she was their own personal jungle gym. She heart reacted to the picture before sending off a quick text to say that she was on her way home. Then, she put in her earbuds and looked out the window, eyes tracing the blue water below the bridge as the bus crossed back over it into Ottawa.
Some time later, she unlocked the door to her apartment with Clara to the familiar sound of two little voices squealing in delight, two sets of clumsy feet immediately running up to her as she crouched to envelop the twin toddlers into a hug. Even braced for the force of their greeting, Georgie felt herself teeter as she was hit with the two cannonballs of curly hair, then tip. She let out a quiet oof that as she fell back onto her butt, which was clearly heard nevertheless, as the sound of a melodic laugh came from the living room.
“You better let your Auntie Georgie up so that she can eat dinner before your dad comes get us!” Clara called to them in French, but Georgie knew full well that the words were mostly for her benefit, and she fought the urge to roll her eyes as she began to right herself so that she could do just that.
Forty five minutes later, after Georgie had wolfed down a quick dinner and changed out of her work clothes and into something more practical, after they’d tumbled quickly into and then just as quickly out of Hector Lavoie’s mini-van, calling thanks to Hector and blowing affectionate kisses goodbye to Matheo and Elodie before the car pulled away to head the rest of the way home, Clara and Georgie found themselves hurrying inside the familiar ice rink they’d found themselves at every Friday evening without fail during the fall and winter of the last year.
For the first year after college, they hadn’t played hockey at all. There was no time, with both of them hurrying to try to figure out being adults in the world, learning new rhythms with their careers and, in their free time, discovering the horrors of dating apps which they’d both since deleted, and, in Clara’s case, helping her overwhelmed brother and sister-in-law whenever she could with their twins. But then the itch had stolen back over both of them, and Hector had mentioned seeing a poster for a women’s beer league at the ice rink near his family’s house, and Georgie and Clara had only had to make eye contact to know they would both be going. Now, it was a routine: Clara picking up the twins from daycare on her way home from her job at CBC on Friday afternoons, Georgie meeting them at the apartment after she got off her own shift at the museum, and Hector picking them all up after getting off his own job to drop Clara and Georgie at the rink on his way home.
After hastily dressing in the gear they’d brought with them in the women’s locker room, Clara and Georgie took to the ice. They were by no means the first ones there, but not nearly the last, either. Looking around, Georgie saw that Nat didn’t appear to be there yet, either, but that was alright. Today, they were only practicing. Having fun. Except, her and Clara’s version of fun was—
“You going to block any of my shots this time, Li?” Clara called over to Georgie after they’d both greeted some of the other players with affectionate taps of their helmets and quick catch-ups on their weeks and lives, but before Georgie could get properly pulled into another discussion about their teammate, Eleanor’s, constantly misbehaving pomeranian.
Georgie laughed and bade Eleanor a polite goodbye before skating towards the goal, turning sharply as she reached it, and tapping her stick to the ice as she faced Clara’s smirk. It was all exaggerated bravado, both of them knowing that the real question was if Clara would be able to get anything past Georgie, but it still lit the match of competition in Georgie.
“Bring it on, Lavoie,” she returned.
Then, it was just the two of them facing each other down like old times, the sounds of skates hitting the ice as Clara approached with different tactics each time, looking for openings, and Georgie met her, tracking each move across her face before she put it into action. This was another benefit of knowing someone for so long—just another dance they’d been choreographing the steps to since they’d been seven years old, giggling and poking one another with knobby elbows as they found the rhythm. Georgie didn’t block all of Clara’s shots: some hit the net at Georgie’s back, met with the sound of cheers of their teammates from where they skated around them, doing their own warmups. Some of Georgie’s particularly good blocks got whoops, too, but Georgie didn’t mind Clara’s wins getting more attention. As all of their teammates said constantly: Georgie was far too good a goalie, and Clara was a defender.
“See, this is why you were never meant to play forward,” Georgie chirped after hitting another blocked puck cleanly back to Clara, laughter in her voice.
“I play forward just fine when I want to. You’re just a mutant,” Clara grumbled in French, just loud enough for Georgie to hear, and she snorted out a laugh.
The sound of more laughter behind Clara caught both women’s attention, and Clara turned to meet the newcomer, while Georgie straightened her posture, moving out of her guarded stance at the net, a smile blooming as she saw who it was.
“Wow, okay, I knew I needed to be intimidated, but this is just ridiculous,” Nat said as she glided up to them, her skates kicking up a quick spray of ice as she stopped next to Clara.
“Now here’s the forward I was waiting for,” Georgie joked, a smile on her face as she skated out of the goal towards the two.
Clara turned a look onto her that was half-incredulous and half-amused, and Georgie’s cheeks heated quickly in embarrassment, realizing how that had come out. But Nat only laughed, head tilting back slightly as she did so, all five feet four inches of her shaking just slightly in the way that her big laugh always made her do as it escaped her body.
“Call me what you want, just as long as you go easy on me today,” she said.
“Can’t promise to go easy, but we won’t abandon you if you fall on your ass, at least,” Georgie teased, smiling widely. “Besides, Clara needs someone to tell about the latest on Dallas Kent and league news who hasn’t heard it a million times before. She won’t leave you alone as long as she has air.”
“Excuse me,” Clara exclaimed, scrunching her face into what Georgie called her signature disgruntled cat look. “Rude.”
“I’ve been wanting to pick your brain about it, actually,” Nat said eagerly, turning to Clara. “I read the article you wrote, but I figured there was a lot you couldn’t say, and I’ve just been waiting to listen to your guys’ next podcast episode, but if I can get it straight from the source, that’s one better.”
“Talk and shoot,” Georgie interjected as Clara opened her mouth to reply. 
She knew that she had only a small critical window before Clara launched into a torrent of information and the well-crafted and evidence-backed barbs she’d cultivated lovingly for this topic. And as much as she loved being the person for Clara to bounce ideas off of—especially these days when she was actually getting more of an opportunity to write articles for CBC, rather than just collecting information and doing the grunt work—sometimes, Clara needed fresh eyes from someone who wasn’t as tuned in as they both were to the hockey world. Also, Georgie had her own limit to how much she could comfortably contribute to conversation about this particular topic before a lump formed in her throat at the thought of each horrible story she’d read on Reddit at the start of it all, and she was relegated to one-word responses and nods.
She and Clara had talked about it early on, so Clara knew that Georgie was proud of her for following the story and writing about it, and that her lack of engagement wasn’t a reflection of her investment in it, and Georgie, in return, knew that her best friend wouldn’t bring it up unless Georgie invited the topic. She also knew that the conversation had only made Clara burn even more with rage, but neither of them could do anything about that. Or at least, she thought they couldn’t. Perhaps one of these days, Clara might make someone spontaneously combust from the power of her mind, and Georgie only hoped that she would be able to witness it if it happened.
Georgie skated backwards so that she was back in front of the net once more. “I’m still only warming up, and you need to get a feel for the puck again,” she said, gesturing with her stick and smiling at Nat as her short brown ponytail bobbed when she turned back to face Georgie. “You can just take some warmup shots from there! It’ll be fun!”
“You say fun, I hear public humiliation,” Nat joked, but she was grinning, too, lining her stick up with the puck Clara had abandoned at her feet already.
“Don’t worry, that’s a right of passage!” said another team member, Emily, as she skated behind them, shooting her own puck towards the goal which Georgie crouched to block just in time, leaving Emily to shrug and give a smile to Nat as she skated away, calling behind her: “See what I mean?”
“Comforting,” Nat said, smile not faltering as she took her shot. It was quick and forceful, and cleverly aimed towards the top left corner, but Georgie caught it in her glove.
Clara whistled low in admiration. “You really must’ve been the best twelve-year-old forward the world had ever seen if you can still shoot like that after more than a decade,” she half-joked, which made Nat full-body laugh again.
“Now I only have to try twenty more times and I might get one past Georgie, huh?” she asked.
“Pretty much,” Clara confirmed, crossing her arms across her chest and shooting Georgie a conspiratorial smile, the kind that they always used to send one another whenever Clara skated past the net on Martlets ice as the tide of a game turned their way.
“Alright, I’ve got my work cut out for me,” Nat said, tilting her head back and forth to crack her neck before bending down to aim again. “Come on, tell me about the corruption of the NHL while I fail. It’ll lessen the blow.”
Georgie laughed even as she blocked another shot.
Later that evening, after they’d bade goodbye to their teammates and Nat had given them a ride back to their apartment before driving back over the river to her own studio near the museum in Gatineau, Georgie asked:
“You know I’m not trying to set you two up, right?”
She felt it was important to clarify, as Nat was also a lesbian who was now single—after she and her ex, Megan, had broken up a few months back—and Georgie had a tendency for awkwardness that could sometimes be misinterpreted as having intention, when it really was just free-floating in a directionless cloud around her at all times. Nat herself had told Georgie that she’d been worried after the first time she’d mentioned her girlfriend that Georgie might be homophobic because of her slightly awkward stumbling around the subject, until she’d met Clara. That had led to an even more awkward conversation, since Nat had assumed at first that Georgie and Clara were a couple, and Georgie had had to clarify that, while Clara was gay, they really were just roommates—and not in the historical sense—and that she, herself, was just an ally and “happy to be the designated straight friend to lesbians everywhere,” a phrase that had made Nat erupt into one of her full-body laughs, and Georgie physically cringe and bury her red face in her hands as soon as it left her lips.
Not that Georgie would necessarily mind if Clara and Nat dated—Nat was great, and would probably treat her best friend well—but she wasn’t intending to actively encourage it. Something told her that the two of them wouldn’t be right for each other, and then she would have to face the aftermath at work, which would make her even more awkward than usual. No one wanted that. Plus, she getting a bit invested in another potential relationship of Clara’s these days, unrealistic as it might be…
Clara swung her head around and gave Georgie another of her signature looks, this time the incredulous you-just-said-the-dumbest-thing-I’ve-ever-heard stare, complete with eyebrow raise and lips pursed in such a way that it almost looked like she was trying to conceal a smile.
“Yes, Georgie,” she replied in French, rolling her eyes and patting her shoulder in a slightly condescending way before heading off to her room for the night. “I’m aware.”

January 2021
Ottawa Centaurs @OttawaCentaurs

This evening on the way to Tampa, our team plane lost an engine and had to make an emergency landing. We are incredibly grateful for the swift action of our pilots and that no one was hurt.
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

What happened to the Centaurs plane is so terrifying…I don’t even know what to say, it’s just so scary. I’m glad they’re all alright
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

met-ens. i don’t even want to think about it. god. and i’ll probably have to at work tomorrow…maybe it’ll give me an excuse to shit on boeing at least
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

wait what happened????
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hollanderdynasty11

They lost an engine. Check the most recent tweet from the Centaurs. Not much other info out yet
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @rozanov81forever

holy shit….rozy. i’m actually tearing up at this. with what could’ve happened…
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hollanderdynasty11

this is insane!!! imagine almost dying in a plane crash and then having to play a hockey game like two days later. and, to add insult to injury, you’re in tampa, florida
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @hollanderdynasty11

imagine almost getting in a plane crash and that’s not even the most life threatening part of your career……i hope some of the prior concussions help soften the blow of the trauma. not sure if that’s how that works or not
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @hollanderdynasty11

the crazy part is that i know this is you two trying to be supportive. never go into mental health care

Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

what happened to troy barrett on that plane??? i wasn’t convinced that him calling out kent in that video meant anything since he hadn’t said anything since, but now he’s actually trying to do baby’s first activism. not sure if the feeling i’m feeling is pride or just hope?
[Attached picture: Screenshot of Troy Barrett’s Instagram profile, whose bio reads: “NHL player for the Ottawa Centaurs. I believe victims of sexual assault.”]
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

It’s definitely hopeful. There’s always got to be a first person to do something
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister

hockey fandom! if you love celebrating the bare minimum because even that is progress, ask your doctor if hockey fandom is right for you today!
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

NHL! If you crave the emotional turmoil of having an abusive boyfriend without all the up-close-and-personal aspects, ask your doctor if NHL is right for you today!
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister

oh, georgie……

…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: I’m fine, it’s fine, everything’s fine
Clara: i have mint chip ice cream and buffy queued on the tv

Clara: in case it’s not all fine

Clara: and i have arms for hugging

Clara: might be time to start un-compartmentalizing
Georgie: Maybe I’ll take you up on that…

February 2021
Toronto Star
Under the ice: a timeline of the allegations against Guardians’ Dallas Kent, the league’s response, and where we go from here
by Clara Lavoie, CBC News
In November, the first sexual assault allegations against Toronto Guardians player Dallas Kent emerged on Reddit, and two weeks ago, Kent was arrested after five women pressed charges against him. The league, player, and fan responses between then and now shed light on a hockey culture that many have called toxic, reflecting a boy’s club mentality of “protecting your own” regardless of circumstance. Still, some from within have pushed back, and though their actions have been met with censorship, they suggest the potential to build better.
Read more…
…
Toronto Star @TorontoStar

[Link to article: “Under the ice: a timeline of the allegations against Guardians’ Dallas Kent, the league’s response, and where we go from here”]

[Troy Barrett @TroyBarrett17, Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov, Shane Hollander @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer, Zane Boodram @BoodZane, Hayden Pike @RealHaydenPike, Cliff Marleau @CMarleauRaiders, and others retweeted this]
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @TorontoStar

Everyone who hasn’t read this article yet, go read it now. Hockey can do better, and it’s important that we’re all a part of that!!

EM @masshole21

hey, @dagenaisforprimeminister. you’re really great and i’m proud to even distantly know you. just fyi

[ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26, beau @hotelcuckchair, & hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever retweeted this]
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @masshole21

thank you, i really appreciate everyone’s support. good to know i know good people, even if they are raiders fans
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @masshole21

A common enemy unites even the oldest of foes
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister @masshole21

did you just……..quote the 2008 chronicles of narnia: prince caspian movie??
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister @masshole21

Yes
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister @masshole21

you say that like you’re expecting her to have shame about it. it’s a cinematic masterpiece
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @hotelcuckchair @dagenaisforprimeminister @masshole21

[Picture attached]

[This Tweet violated Twitter rules and has been deleted.]
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister @masshole21

What, and I cannot emphasize this enough, THE FUCK. I’m not upset, I’m just so completely baffled
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @hotelcuckchair @dagenaisforprimeminister @masshole21

*sigh* @hotelcuckchair please stop sending people the deviantart of prince caspian cuffed to a sex torture chair with someone gently caressing his foot with a hairbrush. no one wants to see it and no one believes you found it accidentally on google images
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @masshole21 @hollanderdynasty11 @hotelcuckchair @dagenaisforprimeminister

i think i’m just going to pretend that i didn’t read that and move on
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @hollanderdynasty11 @hotelcuckchair @dagenaisforprimeminister

of all the things we say online, crazy that this is the thing that got taken down LOL. it’s not even nude/explicit!!
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @hollanderdynasty11 @hotelcuckchair @dagenaisforprimeminister

i really don’t think that’s the distinction you think it is

Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

feels like i completed the work of my lifetime that so many years of trying to take down toxic hockey culture has been leading up to. what do i do with my life now??? like, i know the answer is that the work isn’t done, but what the fuck……
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

Get a cat. Write a fanfic. Crochet me a sweater :D
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

make a hit list of every shitty nhl player and take them down one by one!!
EM @masshole21

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

write a series of oneshots where the nhl players are all trans. or nonbinary. or both
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

learn how to swordfight. pick up arson as a hobby!
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

ooooooo watch every veggie tales episode and make a larry and bob being gay comp!!!

Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

what do you mean troy barrett is gay? huh?? what is happening right now? did i fall into the multiverse??? why am i getting good nhl news??? i’m happy for him & proud of him, if this is really happening! he’s come a long way
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

honestly these are all good questions i’d like to know the answers to, as well……i’m also happy for him!

Ottawa Centaurs @OttawaCentaurs

We love our hockey community, fans, and players of all genders and sexual orientations! 🏳️‍🌈#PrideNightOttawa
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @OttawaCentaurs

I’m not crying, you’re crying 🏳️‍🌈🥹
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @OttawaCentaurs

anything you want to talk about?? you know i’m always here
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11 @OttawaCentaurs

Oh, no, I’m all good!! Just happy our team is one of the good ones
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister @OttawaCentaurs

okay…

Scott Hunter @ScottHunterAdmirals

Big congratulations to @TroyBarrett17 for coming out and having the courage to be open about who he is to the world! Not everyone can, but I am always proud of and happy for those who can. We all belong in hockey. And hockey can do better in so many ways.
Troy Barrett @TroyBarrett17

Replying to @ScottHunterAdmirals

You’re the one who paved the way. I’m just trying to look up to better role models these days, learning to be brave
Scott Hunter @ScottHunterAdmirals

Replying to @TroyBarrett17 @ScottHunterAdmirals

Shit, kid. You’re doing good just on your own these days. More guts than half the NHL combined.
Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov

Replying to @TroyBarrett17 @ScottHunterAdmirals

It is important to look up to your elders while you can, yes
Scott Hunter @ScottHunterAdmirals

Replying to @IlyaRozanov @TroyBarrett17 @ScottHunterAdmirals

Do you have an off button?
Ottawa Centaurs @OttawaCentaurs

Replying to @ScottHunterAdmirals @IlyaRozanov @TroyBarrett17

We haven’t been able to find one.
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @OttawaCentaurs @ScottHunterAdmirals @IlyaRozanov @TroyBarrett17

i can only assume that the lack of a response from roz means that someone has put a child lock on his phone and placed him in the time out corner to think about what he’s done
Ottawa Centaurs @OttawaCentaurs

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @OttawaCentaurs @ScottHunterAdmirals @IlyaRozanov @TroyBarrett17

Yes.
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @OttawaCentaurs @dagenaisforprimeminister @ScottHunterAdmirals @IlyaRozanov @TroyBarrett17

Hahahhahhahahha this has made my day. Love the Centaurs!!

beau @hotelcuckchair

i’ve been shocked by the unprecedented centaurs win streak, but now, after the reveal that they’ve had the power of gay and anime on their side, it all makes sense
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

LOL the way you’re not wrong. me starting to like troy barrett is not something i ever thought would happen in 2021. but i’m not mad about it
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

the raiders should really look into the power of gay and anime…why is all our yaoi outsourced to canada these days??? @rozanov81forever science side of twitter, please investigate
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

will do 🫡🧪
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

how many times do we have to tell you that YOU are science side of twitter, too, ella?!?
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

hmmmmmm, technically maybe, but spiritually no

Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

i think the moral of this story is that the gay agenda that brings us together will always be more powerful than the predators that seek to divide us. and that’s my why
EM @masshole21

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

holy shit you’re right. that’s beautiful






  
    Chapter End Notes

    Tonally, I know this is all over the place. *shrug* You get what you get. This is the struggle with writing a crack fic that also has plot. Sometimes I have to take a pause from the middle school boy jokes about shit to take a hard look at the fucked up culture in hockey. And then I write cathartic and situationally-appropriate yet humorous threats and get gay again. The circle of life.
Anyways, speaking of abrupt tonal shifts:
The DeviantArt image of Prince Caspian cuffed to a BDSM chair with someone brushing his foot with a hairbrush is very real. And I did find it accidentally on Google Images several years ago (I don’t think it was AI, just someone’s digital artwork, since it was a while ago). It’s not at all sexually explicit, just extraordinarily bizarre. Human experiences are so vast and diverse, and I think that’s beautiful. Unfortunately, the person who posted it has since deactivated their DeviantArt account, which I know because I tried to find a link but couldn’t lol. I’m sure you’re all devastated to have been deprived of that. Every day we lose another cultural relic that anthropologists should’ve been able to analyze in the future 😢


  


      

  












      Chapter 10: paul revere says wake up babe, the queers are coming
  



    Chapter Notes

      Surprise! Yes, this is a two-chapter weekend. I hope you all like this chapter, wherein the Hollanov reveal happens (not to toot my own horn, but I think it's extra good), and would be very grateful if you’d take the time to read this long note before reading the chapter, because I think it’s an important PSA for everyone. This isn’t a call out; it’s a call in.

I was already going to post this chapter early, but getting a comment asking me to update on my most recent chapter, the very same day that I posted that chapter, actually made me hold off for another day out of what I’ll admit was just spite. I haven’t received a lot of these types of comments, and I also believe that often this is just a matter of not understanding the full implications rather than ill intent, so I’m not trying to make this into a whole thing, but I feel I need to say this. If you’re someone commenting with good intentions, and you’re just trying to express that you’re really excited to know what happens in the fic, consider something like “excited to read more.” A comment that says something like “update please” actually makes me feel less appreciated and not more, because it communicates to me that you don’t understand the amount of work I’m putting into this story, or that I’m a real person who can’t just be poked with a stick to spit out more content for you.

I’m a writer both in and out of fanfiction (though not as a career). Several members of my family are also writers, some of whom have advanced degrees in creative writing. Therefore, based on my conversations with those family members, I have it on good authority that the speed of the average fanfic writer is absolutely baffling for the average non-fanfic writer. A novel is, on average, 100k words, and many writers spend years writing and editing a single novel, even before the long process of trying to get it published begins. That’s not unreasonable or slow; fanfic writers are just writing at a speed that isn’t sustainable to most writers or humans. Wanting to read more of a story you like is reasonable, but you have to consider that the pace you’re getting a fanfic is likely insanely fast by any reasonable person’s standard anyway, and what that speed costs the writer. Crafting stories takes A LOT of time and effort. We do it because we love it, despite whatever individual life barriers may be in our way, but if people are then rude to us about it, we may choose to spend our time and effort on something that doesn't bite back instead.

We live in a super fast-paced society these days where we expect and are encouraged to consume content (and material goods) at an untenable speed. It’s not bad to read a lot, obviously, but please remember that consuming things often takes a lot less time than creating them does—or at least, creating good things. (Which is why I also believe that the fact that people have become increasingly comfortable pushing fanfic authors for updates has contributed to some people using AI to write fanfic, since demanding “efficiency” will almost always have a cost to quality and/or integrity, but I digress.) So what I’m really saying is that, despite the world’s current insistence that we must constantly be seeking new things to consume, maybe what we all really need is to take a breath, stop and smell the flowers (or the shit on the cop slide), and appreciate the stuff we already have more deeply. Do some re-reading. Write your own stories. At the very least, remember that we live in a society, fandom is supposed to be a community, and we’re all just people behind our usernames.

Bottom line: the content-whacking stick will not work on me. Don’t try and hit me or other authors with it.

If you read all that, THANK YOU, and now onto stuff about the chapter! This chapter doesn’t focus on one or the other perspectives, but has both Clara and Ella’s chats going off :) As the gang is all pretty integrated with one another at this point, this is what it’s gonna be like for future chapters. Also, it was important for me to track the Hollanov reveal reactions of all parties in real time. Enjoy!


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  March 2021
Text Thread: Lily & Em
Lily: babe?? are you up??? i know i just left and assume you went back to sleep but i need you up rn!!
…
Text Thread: Lily & Beau
Lily: are you awake????
…
Text Thread: Lily & Ella
Lily: hellooooooooo are you awake!!!!!!!!!?????
…
Text Thread: “the rozanovs”
Lily: if anyone is alive & awake please respond!!!! have any of you checked twitter????????????????? please?????? i’m afraid that i’m hallucinating and i need someone to confirm what i’m seeing
Beau: on break from work, what is going on?? are you okay??
Lily: please check twitter!!!!!!
Beau: oh my god

Beau: OH MY GOD

Beau: OH MY GODDDDDDDDDD WHAT?!?!?!??!?!?!?!?
Em: just to confirm, is what you’re seeing also a video of shane hollander and rozy kissing someone posted going viral across all social media platforms???
Lily: yes, i am in shock. i have no idea how to feel, expecting the crash to come any second. and i should be working on lab stuff but there’s no one in here anyway but me and my cells
Beau: i’m waking ella, pray for me. but she needs to see this
Em: lily playing the role of paul revere spreading the news
Lily: okay now i’ve officially crashed from my high of them being queer. who the fuck outs someone on the internet????????????? hockey fans, that’s who! i can’t fucking stand this!!!
Ella: i’m awake, what the fuck is going on? is this real or is beau in the next phase of his rpf psychosis
Em: it’s real

Em: and it’s………kinda insane ngl

Em: i can’t believe i have class in like, two hours. i was going to do my reading this morning. i’m self-aware enough to know that that’s not gonna happen now
…
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

ilya rozanov and shane hollander kissing?? on my christian minecraft server???? more likely than you’d think
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

happy for them and also fuck whatever asshole leaked this
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

seriously. really hoping the league doesn’t shove them out over this. but expecting the worst tbh
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

why is the internet such a cesspit
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

i’m allowed to feel just like, a little vindicated though, right?
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

yes beau. you and your powerpoints can feel a little vindicated

beau @hotelcuckchair

okay important question. do we think we’ll get a video of shane hollander going down the cop slide anytime soon?
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

we haven’t even gotten video confirmation that rozy has ever gone down it, and you think you're getting hollander? girl
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

i don’t care if it’s delusional, i want it. despite the sworn montreal boston blood feud, i have grown fond of that uptight weirdo. need to see him let loose a bit
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

-ilya rozanov, probably
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

blocked. reported. my mom is calling your mom
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

wowwwww lily hates gay people
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @rozanov81forever @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

🙄
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

i’m with beau on this one. this is prob exactly how it went down

Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Did I read that right?!?!!! Hollanov rivalry confirmed foreplay in the Year of our Lord 2021???
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

for realllllll this is fucking wild. @IlyaRozanov @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer love and support you both and i gotta go write some fanfic for definitely unrelated reasons. also fuck you random internet troll who leaked this. i hope your pants remain pissed
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

God, it’s times like these that make feel so patriotic. Eat your heart out, Boston. Canada has got the matched set of gay, insanely talented hockey players right here. Don’t need anything else. (Maybe less homophobia.)
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister

still don’t have a slide, though
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister

fuck all the way off
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26 @hollanderdynasty11

So when are you two gonna kiss

…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Clara: i am going to murder you
Georgie: I think it’s a good question
Clara: you’re so lucky that we’re both at work

Clara: when we get home, all bets are off
Georgie: Nat says she’ll come over to watch a movie after work so she can protect me 😇
Clara: i could say…………SO many things right now. but i am taking deep breaths
Georgie: ???
Clara: ughhhhhhhhhh i am taking deep breaths!!!!!!!!!!!!!
Georgie: Okay, I guess?
…
Clara’s Notes App:
she has THE NERVE to ask when ELLA AND I are gonna kiss and then tell me that NAT is coming over to watch a movie and be her bodyguard……………
LORD GIVE ME FUCKING PATIENCE, OH MY GOD
I WILL NOT YELL AT MY BEST FRIEND THAT SHE IS BISEXUAL BEFORE SHE IS READY TO HEAR IT
I WILL NOT I WILL NOT
I SWEAR TO GOD, I NEED SOMEONE TO TALK TO ABOUT THIS OR I WILL SPONTANEOUSLY COMBUST ONE OF THESE DAYS
…
Direct Messages: ellaaaa & Clara vs the world
Clara vs the world: all of your internet friends are queer, yes? openly? to themselves and others?
ellaaaa: yes? why?
Clara vs the world: that must be nice

Clara vs the world: you can’t tell anyone what i’m about to tell you
ellaaaa: okay
Clara vs the world: i have thought that georgie is bisexual since we were teenagers but she is SO CLUELESS AND SOON I WILL HAVE TO BE CHEWING ON FURNITURE TO VENT MY FRUSTRATION
ellaaaa: lolllllllllllll

ellaaaa: have you tried hinting?
Clara vs the world: i havE TRIED EVERYTHING

Clara vs the world: she REFUSES to hear

Clara vs the world: now she has a girlfriend that she doesn’t know is her girlfriend and i am at the end of my rope
ellaaaa: does her girlfriend know that she doesn’t know she’s her girlfriend??
Clara vs the world: oh yes

Clara vs the world: she has the worst case of heart eyes i’ve ever seen in real life, but she clearly thinks she’s fallen for a straight woman

Clara vs the world: i don’t know how to help this situation. i should be able to but i know georgie. she needs to figure it out on her own. i can’t spook her
ellaaaa: wish i could help, but if subtlety is needed, it’s not my area
Clara vs the world: wow. could never have guessed this about you. i am shocked
ellaaaa: at least the dawning insanity hasn’t messed with your sarcasm

ellaaaa: she likes hollanov rpf, right? find something that’s genderbent of them and send it to her to see if it awakens something
Clara vs the world: hmmmmmm. will take it under advisement
…
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he keeps me warm
hockeylesbian12
Summary:
The 24 hours after Hayden’s Fanmail video hits the internet are the most stressful of Shane’s life, more than any playoff series or contract negotiation. At least, in between the chaos, he knows that he’ll always find moments of quiet and safety in the arms of the people who love him.
Since Ilya was twelve, he’s been aware of the fact that one day or even one hour can change the course of a life, and yet it still hits him like a check to the boards the morning he wakes to the news that means he will never go back to the country he was born in, will probably never see what’s left of his family again. Strangely, it’s also the day he realizes how much family he’s found in the years since.
Amidst all of it, neither of them ever question whether the love they’re defending is worth it. It doesn’t need to be said.
Notes:
brad can go fuck himself with a cactus for all i care. enjoy this fic i wrote to comfort myself, because being outed is horrific and it should never happen to anyone
 
Comment on he keeps me warm

puckmoose11 on Chapter 2

Awww I love them both so much. Reading this the second time was even better than the first. Even though I have no idea what goes on behind the scenes of their lives, I really hope that Roz and Hollzy have this support. No one should have to go through this for who they love.
Comment on he keeps me warm

roz_dentures on Chapter 2

ugh i loved this so much, it made me cry (happy tears!!) this definitely motivated me even more to write my sapphic re-imagining of hollanov, especially as it made me remember how much i love mary lambert’s “she keeps me warm” full song. so now i guess i gotta get going on that……
Reply to comment on he keeps me warm

hockeylesbian12 on Chapter 2

PLEASE now i’m desperate to read it!! i’ve been looking for a sapphic version of their story to read! let me know if you need a beta or help brainstorming or anything!!

…
Tumblr
ao3org

In light of a new influx of Hockey RPF fanfics on Archive of Our Own featuring Shane Hollander/Ilya Rozanov (congrats, guys!), our volunteers are doing some extra tag wrangling for fics within this ship! If you read or write within this fandom & tag, we want your input on which of a specific popular category of tag we should canonize. Vote for your favorite below!
Which tag do you prefer?

haydenpikedefender

Just a reminder to everyone that this isn’t a joke, so be respectful!! Many people have tummy issues and it’s really helpful to see someone out there like Hayden Pike being open about his to reduce stigma! Anti-ableism king 👑
copslideshitter5000

hate to break it to you, but this is all a joke. it’s always been a joke. it will always be a joke. LOL
bentgalore17

ignorance like this is why we can’t have nice things. medical conditions aren’t jokes!!! this is why you’re still banned from the hockey rpf yaoi truther writers’ discord!
copslideshitter5000

my guy…..you write gay fanfic shipping known predator dallas kent and the guy that no longer speaks to him bc of the allegations. and not even in an ironic way. i’m pretty sure it isn’t ME that’s ensuring we can’t have nice things. and i never wanted to be in that discord anyway! it’s just all of you going around giving each other feedback on your smut scenes that make it increasingly obvious you’ve never seen anyone naked in your life. do yourself a favor and touch some grass
shaydensthird

speculating about other people’s sexual experience is super invasive and predatory behavior fyi! and not everyone has access to green spaces!! you can really tell who’s a late stage capitalist cuck on here is all i’ll say
copslideshitter5000

i swear to god, civilization just needs to start over from scratch
vindicatedshitpper

i really really really want to personally show ilya rozanov this post. i just think he’d think it was neat 🙃

…
Text Thread: Ilya & Cliff Marleau
Marley: hey roz, just wanted to say love you no matter what!! obviously, you know. hope you already knew that, but just wanted to make it clear

Marley: also…did you really mean it that i wasn’t your type all those times?? because i thought you were just, you know, saying you weren’t into guys. but now i know you ARE into guys. but not into me?? or maybe you were, and i shouldn’t have been joking about that??

Marley: sorry, that was probably a stupid thing to ask. xio just replied with a 🙄 emoji when i asked her about whether that was okay to send so it probably wasn’t. you can forget i asked
Roz: Marley…….you are big dumb idiot. Me and your bisexual ex agree in this way

Roz: No, you are not my type in men. Yes, you are attractive and many people find you attractive, just not me, so do not be weird because that. You are fine

Roz: And I love you too. You are good friend and good person
Marley: thanks, roz

Marley: love you, man

Marley: happy for you and hollander
Roz: Thank you, we will be very happy, I think. Once all of this bullshit is done

Roz: I will see you this summer? We may have event in Ottawa to invite friends to
Marley: event?? what event??
Roz: Will tell you later 😉
Marley: you’re such a fucking menace, roz

Marley: i’m kind of still confused about the timeline

Marley: i thought you moved to ottawa for your girl, jane?
Roz: Marley…you cannot be this stupid

Roz: Ugh, now I must tell you whole story since I guess you cannot figure it out on your own
…
Podcast Excerpt - “2 Girls 1 Puck”
Clara: Do we even need an introduction at this point? Everyone knows why we’re here. Hi, we’re 2 Girls 1 Puck, and we’re here to talk about the gays.
Georgie: That could be our new tagline.
Clara: Yes. First off, I’d like to congratulate Ilya Rozanov on being officially cleared of the homophobia charges after his Twitter response to Scott Hunter got completely blown out of proportion recently.
Georgie: [laughing] It really was a quick turnaround on that one.
Clara: The timing would be hilarious if it wasn’t so tragic. That aside, let’s all get on the same page. Everyone and their mother’s mother’s home health aide’s kid’s babysitter has seen the FanMail video. We’ve seen the statement. Shane Hollander and Ilya Rozanov, famously both drafted to the NHL in 2009 as #1 and #2—
Georgie: —not in that order—
Clara: —and branded as rivals from the start, are in a relationship. A long-term, committed, romantic relationship. They were outed on the internet because of a reflection of them kissing in a FanMail video by Hayden Pike, which was posted by the fan that requested the video to Twitter.
Georgie: The statement they released on Instagram says that they aren’t angry at Hayden at all, and it was just a mistake. Mistakes happen. I mean, could Hayden have been a bit more careful? Yeah. But…well…it’s Hayden.
Clara: If it were another hockey player, I might think it could’ve been malicious and intentional, but we know Hayden to be…well…he picks fights with people twice his size, he gets knocked on his ass too many times, he has four kids, and he allows the whole internet to believe that he wears adult diapers. Not exactly the poster boy for wisdom and forethought.
Georgie: [laughing] Definitely not.
Clara: That out of the way…this shit is rancid. Truly awful. Someone posting this, getting them outed like this. Roz still has a Russian passport, as far as I know. 
Georgie: He does! If he didn’t have the protection of his team, he could be deported, and then he could be in literal life-threatening danger. It wouldn’t be okay even if those weren’t the stakes, of course, but the fact that no one seems to be thinking about that is crazy to me.
Clara: Yeah, and aside from just physical risks, there’s the hostile environment of the NHL to think about. It’s rough for anyone, but there are only two NHL Captains who are people of color this season, out of 32 NHL teams. Two. And one of them is Shane Hollander. Now that he’s outed, it’s another layer he has to face and figure out how to deal with. What to speak up about, what to stay quiet about. And I have no idea if Shane even wants to be a role model, more than what’s already kinda forced on him as a player of color. Frankly, he shouldn’t have to be, and that pressure shouldn’t be on him. Scott Hunter chose to be out and be an advocate against homophobia in hockey. As far as we know, Hollzy and Roz just wanted to live their lives, and they should’ve been allowed to do that in peace.
Georgie: Not if the internet has anything to say about it! No one’s owed privacy, don’t you know?
Clara: People seriously need to get off the Twitter and go outside sometimes.
Georgie: Oh yeah, and here’s a thing that I don’t get! With the reveal that they’ve been together for years, it seems very possible that Roz signed with the Centaurs to be closer to Shane. And people are upset about that. They’re saying it’s crazy to make a decision to tank your career for your partner. Which, first of all, career not tanked! We are officially in the playoffs now, so things are looking up! And also, is it that crazy?
Clara: It’s really not. People make big career moves decisions based on their long-term relationships all the time. I do think that some of that is definitely just the homophobia.
Georgie: Oh, absolutely! But I think it’s also just a strange hockey thing. Because I remember, after they announced Roz was signing with Ottawa, some people speculated already that it was because of a relationship. And back then, basically everyone assumed it must be a woman, and they were still super weird and judgemental about it.
Clara: Well, that might’ve been the sexism. There was a lot of language around being whipped and not wearing the pants in the relationship and shit like that.
Georgie: Yeah, I think there’s this feeling in professional sports that nothing should matter more than the sport. And I think some of it comes from the sexist assumption that hockey players are all going to marry women who are quote unquote “puck bunnies” or that all the women they’ll marry won’t want to work. So, the culture assumes that everyone in an NHL player’s life should be ready to pick up and move anywhere for him, which is often kind of required because of trades and things, and yet also we have a culture of making fun of women for following players and playing that role. Very classic patriarchy.
Clara: Definitely all true. And I think they’re confused exactly how to apply it now that it’s two men in a relationship. I just know the hockey media is just itching to assign them top and bottom status, but doesn’t know how to bring up that conversation in a way that’s palatable.
Georgie: They’re already kind of doing it subtly. I can definitely see the fucked up stereotypes people have about Asian men making their appearance in the way people are talking about their relationship.
Clara: But then they get confused because maybe Roz moved for Hollzy, and you can just see their little minds working, like: “So does this mean you’re the woman in the relationship, or…?”
[Both laugh]
Georgie: Anyway, I just think that hockey fans forget that just because the league and fans treat the players like game pieces, it doesn’t mean they are. They’re people! People have lives! It’s so strange to act like factoring in your personal life is unreasonable when making career decisions.
Clara: Vraiment! Obviously, hockey players want to be on good teams and they want to win. But, let’s face it, whatever NHL team they choose, they’ll be on a fucking NHL team getting paid millions to play a game for a living. It was crazy to see everyone act like Roz going to Ottawa was like him deciding to give away all his worldly possessions and move into a shack with black mold and rodents. Come on. They’re all still playing pro-hockey that would make everyone’s beer league team keel over from a heart attack on the ice.
Georgie: Do people really think that Roz would be happier still in Boston, only able to see his boyfriend a few times a year? Would they be? Makes me worry about how people make their own life decisions.
Clara: Not with enough care, apparently. What is life for, if not bold decisions to be close to the people that matter to us?
Georgie: So many people are doing things just because they think that’s what they’re supposed to do. And it’s sad, and it’s useless! Why do we care so much about what we’re supposed to do if it’s not making anyone better for it? It doesn’t matter. What matters is what we make matter, what we care about, what we think is right!
Clara: Was there a point to this depressing yet weirdly hopeful spiral we’ve embarked upon?
Georgie: I think it’s to do what makes you happy because if the oceans rise and we all drown, what was it all for anyway?
Clara: Très bon. This has been nihilism with Georgie and Clara.
…
Text Thread: Shane & Ilya
Ilya: [link: 2 Girls 1 Puck episode - “Hockey, Love, and the Hollander/Rozanov Outing”]

Ilya: They have good opinions. I think that you would like
Shane: Thanks for sending! I liked the episode a lot. They seem to know what they’re talking about. I’m going to start listening from the beginning.

Shane: Is the name of the podcast some kind of joke or reference to something? It seems like they think it’s funny?
Ilya: Ah, yes

Ilya: Look up “2 girls 1 cup” and click on video
Shane: Okay!

Shane: Ilya.

Shane: What. The. Fuck.
Ilya: 😂
Shane: I hate you so fucking much sometimes. What the fuck?!?!
Ilya: I love you too, solnyshko 😂😘
Shane: ❤️🖕🤮

April 2021
Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov

I have learned much in last few weeks about fan fiction. Very enlightening. Took quiz, very recommend. https://www.quotev.com/quiz/15192538/Accurate-Omegaverse-Quiz-100-Guarantee 
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @IlyaRozanov

um…………………………pardon?
EM @masshole21

Replying to @IlyaRozanov

WHAT. IS. HAPPENING???????????????????????
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @IlyaRozanov

I’m in shock. Someone pinch me. Also, how can you post this but not the result?!?!?!
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @IlyaRozanov

ok, forget about a video of shane hollander going down the cop slide. i NEED the results of ilya rozanov’s omegaverse designation quiz, like, NOW
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @IlyaRozanov

anddddddd this is what happens when i transgress my own rules of mentioning rpf on main in a tweet literally tagging the people involved……………cosmic punishment. i am so sorry, it won’t happen again
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @IlyaRozanov

pretty high opinion of yourself to think that you single-handedly got ilya rozanov into the omegaverse. does this mean you write omegaverse??
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister @IlyaRozanov

she doesn’t
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister @IlyaRozanov

what the fuck??? how do YOU know this?
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister @IlyaRozanov

@hollanderdynasty11 oh you’re fucking DEAD
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26 @IlyaRozanov

I didn’t do anything, I swear!!!!

…
Text Thread: Ella & Beau
Ella: send me the fics
Beau: no
Ella: send them to me!!!
Beau: no

Beau: you missed your opportunity

Beau: i offered before and you said no

Beau: now you have to live with that decision
Ella: are you fucking serious??????

Ella: you didn’t tell me it was something clara wrote!!!!!
Beau: oh?? and why would that make a difference?? 😏
Ella: beau. i know where you sleep.
Beau: admit the truth and i may consider sending them to you
Ella: are you fucking serious right now????
Beau: deadly
Ella: you are the worsttttttt ughhhhhhhhhhhhhh
Beau: you can’t shoot yourself in the foot and then blame me for it
Ella: watch me
…
EM @masshole21

i’m manifesting a promo video to come. it’s titled: “take the omegaverse quiz with the ottawa centaurs”. @OttawaCentaurs make it happen!
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21

why do i have to keep reminding everyone that we! are! raiders! fans!!!!!!!!!
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

oh please, i know you would watch the shit out of that video, don’t deny it. also open to a @BostonRaidersOfficial version 👀
Boston Raiders @BostonRaidersOfficial

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

We’ll consider it 😏
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @BostonRaidersOfficial @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

forever my team!!!!!! this is how we keep loyalty
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @BostonRaidersOfficial @masshole21

i will give anything anyone wants for either of these videos, just fyi. i am just a hole
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26 @BostonRaidersOfficial @masshole21

i give up

…
Text Thread: Ilya & Harris
Harris: Ilya, wanna tell me why I went into my meeting an hour ago with everything completely normal and came out of it to find #OttawaCentaursOmegaverse trending on Twitter?
Ilya: Haha. Oops 🤭
Harris: I actually laughed until I cried, oh my god 😂😂😂

Harris: Now I’m responding to an email from the GM asking what the omegaverse is…which is SO FUNNY, don’t get me wrong, but a little warning next time, maybe? Then at least I’d be prepared with an infographic 😇
Ilya: Yes, will do 👍

Ilya: I can explain it to team, to take some burden off you 😉

Ilya: Also I will tell Wiebe that you should be given bonus for being best social media manager in NHL
Harris: I appreciate that!

Harris: No explaining it to Troy unless I’m there to see the look on his face, though (and possibly film it)!

Harris: I wonder if they’d let me post that video…probably not

Harris: Oooooo wait maybe ask Luca to explain it to the team instead, that could be fun
Ilya: What???
Harris: What?
…
Text Thread: Ilya & Svetlana
Svetlana: Кто тебя в интернет выпустил? Теперь менеджер «Рейдерс» по социальным сетям заговорил о чем-то под названием «омегаверс», и я только надеюсь, что об этом не дойдет до команды. [Who let you loose on the internet? Now Raiders social media manager is talking about something called “omegaverse” and I’m just hoping it doesn’t get to the team.]
Ilya: Мне не нужно, чтобы меня выпустил. Я устанавливаю свои собственные правила 😎 [I don’t need to be let loose. I make my own rules 😎]
Svetlana: Ага. Уверен, Шейн с этим согласился бы [Uh huh. I’m sure Shane would agree with that]
Ilya: Не говори об этом Шейну. Пока что он ничего не подозревает [Do not bring this to Shane. For now he is oblivious]
Svetlana: К его счастью [Lucky for him]
Ilya: Что, ты боишься, что Марли попросит показать, как это делается, или что-то в этом роде? [What, are you worried that Marley will ask for a demonstration or something? 😏]
Svetlana: Заткнись, блядь, мудак [Shut the fuck up, asshole]
Ilya: Вы двое до сих пор трахаетесь? [Do you two still fuck?]
Svetlana: Иногда. Он больше не обращается ко мне по этому поводу. В последнее время всегда приходится мне первому делать первый шаг. Не была уверена, изменится ли что-нибудь, если я начну работать в команде, но нет. Иногда он заходит ко мне в кабинет, чтобы поговорить как друзья. Не знаю, как это понимать [Sometimes. He doesn’t come to me anymore for that. I always have to initiate these days. Wasn’t sure if working for the team would make things different, but no. He comes to my office sometimes to talk as friends. I don’t know what to make of it]
Ilya: Света. Иногда ты тоже ведешь себя как идиотка. Он испытывает к тебе чувства и думает, что тебе нужен он только ради секса [Sveta. Sometimes, you are an idiot, too. He likes you and thinks you only want him for sex]
Svetlana: Заткнись, Илюшка. Да что ты там знаешь? [Shut up, Ilyushka. What do you know?]

Svetlana: Ты действительно так думаешь? [You really think that?]
Ilya: Я это знаю. Марли — большой тупой плюшевый мишка с целым букетом чувств, но он не знает, как о них говорить. Он смотрит на тебя с явным восторгом, но не хочет переступать границы [I know it. Marley is a big dumb teddy bear with lots of feelings and no idea how to talk about them. He has big obvious heart eyes for you but doesn’t want to overstep boundaries]

Ilya: Если вы хотите, чтобы завязался настоящий разговор, вам придется начать его самим, потому что он сам этого не сделает [If you want an actual conversation to happen, you must start it because he will not]
Svetlana: Хм [Hmm]

Svetlana: Я об этом подумаю [I will think about it]
Ilya: Постарайся не разбить ему сердце. Ещё один раз — и он станет гомофобом по отношению к бисексуалам. Это было бы очень печально [Try not to break his heart. One more and he will become homophobic against bisexuals. This would be very sad]
Svetlana: Уйди, ты меня раздражаешь [Go away, you are annoying me]
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Clara: [Link: Archive of Our Own: “the broken love i make to her” by roz_dentures]

Clara: roz_dentures wrote this new sapphic hollanov fic, thought you might like it!
Georgie: Awww, this is so sweet. Love the sapphic community 💙
…
Direct Messages: ellaaaa & Clara vs the world
Clara vs the world: i tried sending her a sapphic fic. it didn’t work. she just went all #ally again…………this is giving me gray hairs
ellaaaa: did you write it
Clara vs the world: no???
ellaaaa: you should send me your fics
Clara vs the world: i’m surprised beau hasn’t already

Clara vs the world: and no
ellaaaa: why, do you write super kinky smut or something?
Clara vs the world: oh, you REALLY want to know, don’t you?

Clara vs the world: you’re just desperate for that information, aren’t you?

Clara vs the world: too bad you won’t find out
ellaaaa: fuck you
Clara vs the world: hahahahahhahahahha
…
Text Thread: Ella & Beau
Ella: i swear to god, if you don’t send me the link to clara’s ao3 account, i will sabotage your life. i will show up at your work and make a scene. i will switch your shampoo with hair remover. i will set up a bucket over the door to pour YOUR disgusting oat milk on your head when you get home
Beau: lol okay

Beau: i know you won’t do any of those things

Beau: just ask her for the link
Ella: i DID!!!!!!! she said no!!!!
Beau: LOLLLLL

Beau: sucks to suck
Ella: 🔪🔪🔪
…
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

despite my dual centaurs & metros fan status, i’m as disappointed as the next metros fan about them being out of the playoffs. but if anyone even comes into my vicinity with another “shane hollander tripped on purpose” allegation, they will be throat punched without hesitation
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

Yeah, I’m just gonna ignore. Because fuck that. And while I respect your continued dual status, I have to say…the silence on re-signing Shane to the Metros is loud. If he’s gone, I’m officially no longer a fan of them
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister

yeah, that’s really fair…guess we’ll see what happens. with what we know about shane, seems crazy that he would willingly leave the team that signed him, since he also was a fan growing up, but…if he does, it’s probably not really willingly. more of a necessity
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

FUCK the montreal metros!!!! add homophobia to their list of transgressions
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

ugh some days you are nothing more than a spam bot, i swear 🙄 go away


May 2021
beau @hotelcuckchair

okay jesus christ. i’m not gonna say that i didn’t fully ugly cry over this instagram video of roz and hollzy announcing their engagement bc that would be a lie
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

he’s hollzy now?
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

yes. he’s about to marry into the family, so he’s hollzy now
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirls26

okay, i’ll accept it. especially since it’s healing your gay trauma and stuff
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

you’re so easily cancellable and you’re so lucky i have context for your statements. part of the context being that you immediately were ready to fight for hollzy as soon as his relationship with roz got leaked
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirls26

well, yeah. he’s part of the family now. and i don’t need a reason to fight homophobes anyway

…
Text Thread: Ilya & Cliff Marleau
Marley: why the fuck did i find out through instagram that you’re getting married rather than through you? sveta knew, connors knew, even st. simon knew because they all got invites!! where’s mine???
Roz: Ah, sorry, we decided not to send invite to you, forgot to mention
Marley: wtf??? why????
Roz: Because you are Sveta’s plus one now. Obviously
Marley: you’re fucked up

Marley: thanks for telling her to talk to me, though, i guess
Roz: Of course, I knew you would not do it yourselves. Not your captain anymore and still have to parent you through talking about feelings 🙄
Marley: as if you EVER did that as captain 😂

Marley: and as if i’ll take anything you say seriously about talking about feelings when apparently you spent seven years refusing to talk about yours with hollander before you actually got together
Roz: How do you spend so much time around gay people now and still you think you can compare this to my secret relationship with gay hockey rival when I am from homophobic Russia and could get disappeared to gulag?
Marley: ah shit, sorry roz
Roz: No, no sorry. Just prepare for extra lecture on gay things from Xiomara. Because I texted her 😈
Marley: i take back my sorry. i fucking hate you
Roz: Homophobia is very hard to overcome, I understand. I will advise Xio to talk about this also
Marley: 🖕
[later]
Marley: [Screenshot of text thread with Xiomara, which contains 3 voice memos and then a text that reads: “and tell your other bestie that while i love tag teaming as much as the next bisexual, maybe he should take a queer history class and learn some of this stuff too so that he can give the lecture next time, since he has summers off and is a millionaire and i’m currently in between ER shifts. okay? okay.”]
Roz: Haha I will text her to say that I will try to fit into my schedule so I will know things for next time

Roz: Good that you have less emotional constipation now than when you dated her. Hopefully will not fumble Sveta in same way
Marley: that’s what xio said too. she thinks i won’t. she also says that she should be given full credit for it
Roz: I agree. Would be sad if you fumbled before July, too, since then you wouldn’t be able to be at wedding 😢
Marley: oh you are so full of shit, roz. i’ll be there either way and you fucking know it
Roz: Maybe

July 2021
CBC Sports @cbcsports

Breaking news: Shane Hollander, former Captain and star center of the Montreal Metros, has signed a contract with the Ottawa Centaurs in free agency.
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @cbcsports

Oh. My. God. WE ARE SO BACK!!!

…
Text Thread: “the puck meese (rec team)”
Georgie: Party at mine & Clara’s tonight to celebrate Shane Hollander being signed to the Ottawa Centaurs!! BYO Metros jersey + lighter!
[10 people heart reacted to this message, 6 people laugh reacted.]
Clara: note that this will not be a rager given that i have work early tomorrow, but doesn’t mean we can’t still have fun, because it’s the most special occasion!! 🕺💃
Georgie: We will be high on life!! And potentially, just a little bit of weed 🤭
[8 people laugh reacted to this message.]
Nat: I’ll bring the weed 😜
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Clara: so, i see nat didn’t go home last night. or sleep on the couch
Georgie: I thought that you were at work already…..
Clara: well, now i am. but i saw her shoes still by the front door as i was leaving
Georgie: So, you know how I’m straight?
Clara: mhm
Georgie: Turns out there might be a bit more to the story than that
Clara: what, you mean that your two-plus-year-long close intimate friendship with your lesbian coworker where every time you spend time together, you cook each other food and stare deeply into each other’s eyes and talk about your hopes and dreams and plans for life isn’t of the platonic galpal variety? i’m shocked
Georgie: Yeah………
Clara: in all seriousness, i’m really happy for you and proud of you
Georgie: Thank you 💙💙💙

Georgie: I think I’m happy for me too

Georgie: We just kissed last night. Then we talked for a bit, and cuddled. It was nice

Georgie: I’m still figuring it out

Georgie: But I think it’s good
Clara: it’s been a busy few months for you of figuring lots of things out. you get to take your time with this

Clara: let’s talk after work?
Georgie: That would be good

Georgie: If this works out, it’ll be my second real relationship…
Clara: it’ll be so much better than the first one, i know it ❤️

Clara: she’s a good one. and you deserve a good one. you always have
Georgie: I think she’s a good one, too ☺️ And thank you 💙
Clara: i gonna make dinner btw. and bake a cake
Georgie: Awwwww I love you! So much that I don’t even care what crazy thing you’re gonna put on the cake
…
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

God, every time I confidently declared that I was straight online is going to come back and haunt me now, isn’t it?
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

it’s an unfortunately common struggle, yes. congrats on the gay, by the way!
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11

Thank you! Funnily enough, that’s also what Clara put on a cake for me last week
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @hotelcuckchair

a very important message. happy for you as well!!
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

let it be known that each and every time you declared yourself confidently straight online i tried to have a gentle conversation with you afterwards to try to guide you to the light. it just never worked
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

Huh??? Where was I for those conversations??
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister

stubbornly in the closet of your own mind and assuming that i was either talking about queerness as a concept or about me, then using it as an opportunity to reaffirm your ally status, i’m afraid
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

….that sounds like me 🫣

…
Direct Messages: ellaaaa & Clara vs the world
ellaaaa: congrats on your best friend finally waking up and realizing she’s gay

ellaaaa: is the not-girlfriend now a real girlfriend?
Clara vs the world: thank you, and yes
ellaaaa: great

ellaaaa: will you send me your fics now?
Clara vs the world: lol no
ellaaaa: cruel





  
    Chapter End Notes

    I am clearly incapable of writing anything with even one straight character lol. It was so funny for me to write Georgie being oblivious earlier on because it's so relatable to be confidently declaring yourself as something then later being like ooooops nevermind haha can everyone just forget I said that actually?? I actually thought I was going to make Georgie straight when first conceptualizing this story myself, but in the end, I couldn’t bring myself to, when she’s clearly bi & demisexual… Anyway, I am the gay agenda and I reserve the right to make everyone gay.

Marley's bisexual ex turned best friend Xiomara is so important to me.............hi I'm sapphic_sprout and I've become addicted to OCs.


  


      

  












      Chapter 11: are you there, HP customer service? it’s me, clara
  



    Chapter Notes

      Thank you all for your lovely comments on the last chapter, and for your great response to my manifesto haha :) Haven’t gotten around to responding yet but I will soon hopefully! Alsooooo spy the new chapter count!! I have finished drafting all the chapters at last! I’m going on a road trip starting next week to visit family and friends so not exactly sure what the posting schedule will be as I edit, but expect them to be coming more quickly now!


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  January 2022
City of Boston @CityofBostonOfficial

As a precaution, we’ll be fencing off Boston City Hall Plaza this weekend in anticipation of the NHL All-Star Games taking place in Boston. We apologize for the inconvenience, but hope the public understands that we’re acting for the safety of all.
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @CityofBostonOfficial

this is so fucking funny of them actually
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @CityofBostonOfficial

the way rozy is such a menace that public spaces have to be closed in boston to anticipate his arrival
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @CityofBostonOfficial

#my81
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @CityofBostonOfficial

i seriously am so close to committing a crime
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @CityofBostonOfficial

you’re close to something that’s for sure

…
Text Thread: “the rozanovs”
Beau: uh hey em, just a heads up that i think you’re in danger
Ella: i am approaching your location
Em: sooooo……should i run or hide?
Beau: run
Lily: hide
Ella: it doesn’t matter, i’m gonna kill you either way
…
Sure enough, as soon as Em exited their social work research classroom, their eyes landed on the impressive glower and folded arms of Ella, leaning against the wall directly across from the door in the hallway, as if she’d positioned herself there to be the first thing Em saw. She probably had. Em froze for a split second, caught like a mouse in the glowing floodlight that was the gaze of a house cat, then, to the clear confusion and smatter of laughter of their classmates, sprinted for the doors that led to the staircase.
The stairwell was blessedly empty as Em’s footsteps thundered down the one flight of stairs that led to the ground floor. This also meant that they heard the moment that Ella entered the stairwell, too, and as her footsteps raced after them.
“Oh, no, you fucking don’t!” Ella called, her voice echoing from behind them, and Em didn’t even try to fight a smile as they reached the external door and pushed it open, racing out into the snowy outdoors, flakes drifting down onto the clear sidewalk and joining the large drifts covering the grass. It was towards one of these drifts that Em headed, and also where, a few seconds later, the full weight of all five feet and ten inches of Ella tackled them from behind, sending them both into a heap in the soft snow to form what would soon be the strangest snow angel BU students had seen to date.
The cold snow stung on Em’s face, but it was better than the sidewalk, they thought as they lifted their chin and blinked their eyes open, spitting out the bit of snow that had gotten in their mouth. This, of course, just made Ella take the fistful of snow she’d loosely gathered in her hand and shove it right back into Em’s face, rubbing it in for a second as if to ensure maximum coverage before rolling off them.
“That’s for making me run,” she said as she did so.
“Not for implying on main that you jack off to your crush’s ragebait tweets?” Em asked, sitting up and wiping their face free of snow as they began to grin.
For their trouble, they got another shower of snow to the face, though not as concentrated as the prior fistful.
“Don’t say crush,” Ella said, rolling her eyes pointedly once Em was able to see again. “We’re not twelve.”
She’d made no move to stand, but was still sitting casually on the ground, knees bent and arms draped loosely over them as if she was somehow immune to freezing her butt off in the snow.
“Ella, babe,” Em said, snorting and pushing themself to their feet, gaining steady ground, then reaching out a hand for Ella to take. “We’ve been doing this song and dance since like, 2015, when you started thirst-fighting an asshole in the replies of a random tweet about a Canadian university’s women’s hockey team. Aren’t you tired of it by now?”
Ella didn’t reply, but narrowed her eyes at Em’s outstretched hand, then took it, letting them help to hoist her up. Em watched carefully as she regained her footing, eyes scanning across her for any signs of discomfort or unsteadiness from the old knee injury. Ella wasn’t wearing her brace that day, which usually meant it was a good day, but with Ella, it was still sometimes hard to tell. Still, if she felt pain, none of it showed in her posture or on her face, which only twisted into a scowl when she looked from brushing snow off herself to see Em watching.
“I’m fine,” she said. “Stop looking at me like that.”
“As if you would tell me if you weren’t,” Em said, raising their eyebrows and giving Ella an amused look. “Sorry for running, by the way. Instinct, you know, when confronted with the serial killer stare.”
Ella looked a bit pleased at that description. Em snorted out a laugh at the expression, which of course made Ella quickly hitch her grumpy frown back on her face.
“I’m capable of going down a flight of stairs,” she grumbled.
On a good day, was silent, but Em heard it nevertheless. They wouldn’t press the issue further, though. Ella was touchy about her knee, and about the things she couldn’t do sometimes because of it. Em knew that it wasn’t their place to act like they knew her limits better than she did, because they didn’t. They also knew that Ella’s hatred of her own body’s limitations sometimes led her to push herself past those limits to her own detriment, and knowing how to walk the line of trying not to overstep boundaries and trying to keep Ella from hurting herself was something that Em wasn’t always great at. Lily, despite her difficulty interpreting social cues, was often better than either Em or Beau, but none of them were perfect.
“You’re done with classes for the day, right?” Em asked, thinking back to the schedules they’d exchanged at the start of this new semester.
“Yep,” Ella replied, popping the ‘p’ in a bored sort of way. “I should do homework before work starts, though.”
And that was another thing Em tried not to comment on—the fact that, after Ella’s classes ended, she clocked in four nights a week from 8pm to 6am at the customer service phone line, leaving her sleep schedule haphazard and study schedule even more so. It was the somewhat silent agreement of Lily, Beau, and Em that Ella just worked too much, but it was another sensitive subject that Em had to hold their tongue about—not that they were very good at it. Em understood it on the one hand, with parents who’d never been able to contribute much to their own education, as they also had to work part time. At the moment, though, they had a good set-up, where they were paid hourly for their required social work degree internship, which also allowed them to pick up more hours than they were required to. With a full courseload, though, they still drew the line at twenty hours per week, and took out loans for the rest. It wasn’t great, but they needed time to sleep and eat, too.
Ella didn’t seem to consider her own need to do those things. Whenever anyone asked about it, though, she would just tell them that she didn’t want any more loans to pay off and not elaborate further. She was also, it had to be said, super weird about money, with the mere suggestion of repayment for a meal or someone buying her something like a ticket to a hockey game being met with hackles raised. Thus, Em, Beau, and Lily had all just stepped back and decided collectively not to bring it up, instead watching with various degrees of awe and horror as she white-knuckled her way through undergraduate and graduate school while working almost full time with a combination of caffeine, rage, and—buried below layers of deflection and self-deprecation—the kind of quick understanding and memory for her subject that most students would kill for. Ella was, Em had slowly figured out, one of those annoying people that seemed good at almost everything she attempted, though completely unable to internalize her own frightening level of competence.
“Do you want to go work in the library together?” Em suggested, delicately bypassing the comment that had formed in their head about Ella’s work hours.
“If you actually want to work and aren’t going to stare at me with your ‘I have things I want to say’ eyes,” Ella said, giving them a pointed glance. “Then yes. Otherwise, I’ll go home and study there.”
So, apparently they hadn’t been very subtle. Well, that was fine.
“You’re bluffing,” Em said, as they had both already turned their feet in the direction of the library. “I know Beau is off his coffee shop shift, so that means he’ll probably be at your apartment with Chris until his restaurant shift later, and you don’t want to be there for that.”
“Actually,” Ella said, giving Em a superior look. “They broke up. A few days ago. So he wouldn’t be there.”
“Wait, really?” Em asked, an involuntary smile blooming on their lips. “Why hasn’t he said anything in the group chat?”
“Because he knows that everyone hated Chris and he’s worried you’ll say ‘I told you so’,” Ella replied concisely.
“I wouldn’t do that,” Em said, frowning.
“I know. I told him that,” Ella said, shrugging and stepping around a patch of ice. “But he knows that he keeps picking assholes, and he’s embarrassed. You and Lily are perfect. At least when he talks to me about it, I can’t claim any better luck or judgement.”
“We’re not perfect,” Em deflected, though they couldn’t help the smile that the thought of their girlfriend brought to their face. They couldn’t wait to tell Lily about their class discussion of the day once she got home from lab, as they knew she would have thoughts on it.
A loud gagging noise broke them out of their reverie, which was, of course, Ella miming puking at their expression.
“You’re such a baby,” Em said, rolling their eyes but blushing nonetheless. “I don’t know why you’re insisting that you can’t have a crush because you’re not twelve, when you still act like a twelve-year-old anytime someone talks about feelings.”
Ella rolled her eyes and grabbed the door handle to the library, opening it for Em and releasing a cloud of warm air that they gratefully stepped into, Ella following behind.
“Fine, I have a crush, happy?” Ella said, her tone uninterested. “Will you leave me alone about it, now?”
Em had to stop and do a double-take. Ella, halfway across the lobby, also came to a stop when she realized Em wasn’t following, turning on her heel with a put-upon expression on her face.
“You…” Em trailed off, eyebrows furrowed at the unprecedented event that had just been dropped into their lap. “...admitted it.”
“Yes, now can we find a table and do homework?” Ella asked, rolling her eyes.
Em resumed the conversation when they’d found a lonely table on the second floor between the stacks, though.
“It’s been years,” they hissed, keeping their voice low. “You’ve deflected for years. And now you’re admitting to it?”
“Yes,” Ella said, unconcerned, taking out her laptop and opening it, allowing the glow of the screen to illuminate her face in white light.
Em pushed the laptop closed. Ella opened it again. Em pushed it closed. Ella looked up to glare at them.
“What do you want me to say, Em?” Ella snapped, also in a low hiss to avoid being lectured by a prowling librarian. “Clara’s pretty, she’s smart, and I like arguing with her. She also lives in Canada. Everyone knows I’m a bit into her, but she’s not an option, so I just didn’t see the point in talking about it. And I still don’t, even though everyone seems to have gotten more insistent lately, for whatever fucking reason.”
Em gaped. “You are such an asshole,” they said. “All this time, we thought you were in denial. We spent so long trying to get you to see the light.”
Ella smirked. “Not in denial,” she said, opening her laptop again haughtily. “Just not interested in overcomplicating my life. Now, if you don’t mind, I want to be relatively unbothered for the next four hours, since that’s not something I’ll be able to achieve for the ten hours after that.”
So Em, one half frustration and one half incredulity, fell into silence as their mind whirred. The next day, when they saw the tweet from Georgie, though, they couldn’t help themselves.
…
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Long awaited: for our next 2 Girls 1 Puck episode, we will be doing an anonymous Q&A! So, if you have questions for us, send them in voice recording format to 2girls1puck@gmail.com by next Tuesday, and we might answer.
…
Text Thread: Ella & Em
Em: [Screenshot of Georgie’s tweet]
Ella: yes lol. way ahead of you
…
For the record, Clara had known that this whole Q&A thing was a mistake from the first time Georgie had proposed it, reading off the many comments they’d gotten over the years, as people had begun to listen to the podcast more and more, asking for one. They still weren’t very popular, nothing compared to a big name sports podcast, but they had a following now, a group of people that weren’t limited to just their friends and family and beer league team that listened twice a month when they came out with new episodes. They’d even managed to get a few small sponsors over the years. Not enough to really make money off of the podcast, but not nothing, especially for two people in their twenties still trying to establish themselves and make more than pennies in their separate humanities fields. 
More importantly to Clara, it hadn’t stopped being fun, which was the real reason they kept doing it, anyway. Thus, she’d been hesitant about the Q&A, worried that it would break the bubble. What if it turned out that all the questions were from weird, creepy men? What if they asked rude and personal questions that neither woman wanted to answer? Clara didn’t want to wake up and realize that the community she thought she’d built wasn’t as safe as she’d believed, and have to go on while knowing those were the people listening to her, and she couldn’t stop them.
Georgie, though, had been enthusiastic, and so she had proposed the voice recording idea, rather than live questions. Clara had still been hesitant, but it was Nat who had ultimately soothed her worries, offering to go through all the questions ahead of time and pick the best—and most appropriate—ones for the podcast. That way, Georgie wouldn’t know what was asked or by whom, but there would still be safeguards. Nat asked them a few things in the process, and about certain questions, so they had a warning for a few of the more intrusive ones that they’d agreed to leave in, if only to establish the boundary.
Still, the smile that Georgie had been trying to conceal for the whole time they’d been setting up was making Clara wonder whether Nat had told Georgie a bit more about the questions than the information Clara had gotten. She hummed lowly under her breath, wearing a little smirk that declared that she was up to something, and Clara went back to that gut feeling, cursing to herself and repeating inwardly, I knew this was a mistake.
Still, the first ten minutes of the Q&A session went relatively smoothly. It started off with basic questions, fun facts about them without getting into anything too identifying, along with the ruder ones they’d discussed.
“Are either of you single?” asked a distinctly male voice on one that Georgie pressed play on, exchanging a long-suffering look with Clara after the fact.
“Only if your mother is asking,” Clara deadpanned in response.
“No,” Georgie said, after she’d ceased laughing, and they moved on.
Once they’d gotten into the groove of things, though, this was when the questions started to get more interesting, more about hockey. A few asked about favorite plays and about which players they admired on teams other than the ones they supported. Some wanted to know about their takes on certain aspects of the league and its rules. As the questions flooded through, Clara couldn’t help but listen carefully, couldn’t help but wonder as each recording played, whether it was the voice of someone she knew. A few she recognized from their teammates, including one from Nat herself which had them snorting with laughter and recounting the story of a game of truth or dare among their college hockey team where they’d run through their pitch-dark campus when the first snow came in freshman year, only in their underwear. 
At one point, one voice made Clara perk up because of its accent: much subtler than the exaggerated Bostonian accent she’d seen in movies, but distinct nonetheless. It was also distinctly masculine, though, and so while Clara was still interested in who it might’ve been sent by—possibly Em or Beau—she deflated just a little with something she refused to acknowledge as disappointment.
It was just when Clara was starting to believe that the Q&A would end without anything very interesting happening that Georgie clicked play on the next recording, and there she was. Somehow, Clara knew the instant the recording started—the second the person on the other end cleared her throat in a way that was so clearly made to irk and yet also had Clara clenching her teeth to keep the laugh bubbling up her throat from being heard. Clara knew before she even started talking who it was. Because who else would it be?
“Do you think, if you were from somewhere else, you’d be a fan of better teams? Or do you like them because they’re bad?”
The pause after the question was just long enough for Georgie to smack a hand across her mouth to keep her laughter in, and for Clara to roll her eyes up to the sky.
“And, a follow up,” Ella continued after the moment’s silence. “Do you think that being born in Ottawa makes you automatically predisposed to like bad teams, or is that more of a nurture than nature situation?”
For the first time since they’d started recording this podcast, Clara wished there was a camera filming them, too, if only so that she could glare into it and have it heat the person on the other end. She left a delicate pause that she hoped indicated the disdain she held for the question before answering.
“I think that if I were from somewhere else, I might have the same loyalty to my local team there, too,” Clara said pointedly. “And I think that some people might not want to talk about bad teams, especially when they’re talking about one team that’s a recent three-time Stanley Cup winner, and another that’s having a legendary rebuild and the best first half of the season they’ve seen in decades. Next question, please, unless you have anything to add, Georgie?”
Georgie pressed her lips together tightly, cleared her throat, then choked out: “No, I think I’m good.”
Except, it didn’t stop there. Because when Georgie clicked play on the next recording, the same infuriatingly sarcastic voice spoke again, causing Clara to shoot daggers through her glare at Georgie while the other woman’s lips trembled with her suppressed laughter and she determinedly avoided her gaze.
“I’m curious, what was the moment that you realized as a kid that your hometown team sucked? Was it like finding out Santa Claus isn’t real?”
“I don’t know, what was it like for you?” Clara returned, quicker this time, knowing all the while that Ella could not and would not answer, which only made her somehow more annoyed. That, and the fact that Clara had to at least try to pretend she didn’t know who this was was irking her to no end. “I assume you’re asking because you have to come to terms with the same thing yourself, or are worried about explaining it to your future children.”
“I don’t think there was ever the option to pretend or be deluded about the fact that the Centaurs were bad back then,” Georgie broke in, grin entirely too wide in Clara’s opinion. “That was always just a given.”
She glanced over to find Clara’s death glare on her again, and shrugged, smile mischievous.
“What, you disagree?” she asked Clara.
“Let’s just move on,” Clara said after a moment of icy silence.
But this, of course, wasn’t the end either.
“Who in the NHL do you think can’t read, and why is the answer Hayden Pike?” Ella asked in another self-satisfied tone, while Clara’s fists clenched as she gritted her teeth.
“I’d actually say Cliff Marleau,” Georgie replied happily, clearly entertained by the way that Clara was going rapidly rabid across from her. “He tweets less, so it could be true. If Hayden was paying someone to tweet for him, I think they’d be a bit more polished. What do you think, Clara?”
“Yes,” was all Clara said, and Georgie grinned widely again. If looks could kill, she would be a pile of dust where she sat. “Next.”
“This is the last question for the episode,” Georgie said, and Clara thanked every God she knew, ignoring the way the frustration thrumming through her veins felt a lot like exhilaration.
And, of course, the same voice came down the recording when it started, innocent as ever. “If you were going to kill the NHL commissioner, how would you do it? Then, what would you name a celebratory hockey game after the fact that would use his severed head as the puck? Hypothetically, of course.”
Georgie, after having clearly spent too long containing her laughter, finally broke, her face going red as she bent double, letting the giggles release from her in peals.
Clara took a deep breath, then let it out, ignoring where Georgie was now rocking back and forth in her chair as her laughter came out of her in wave after uncontrollable wave.
“I don’t think that we can or should legally answer that question,” Clara replied, face deadpan.
Georgie let out a sound like a dying animal and fell out of her chair onto the ground in a thump that would no doubt be heard on the recording. She promptly rolled onto her back, clutching her stomach and wheezing, still laughing but silently now, tears streaming down her face. Clara shook her head and wished again that there was a camera for her to glare at.
“My cohost is now clearly and deservedly incapacitated, so let me close out. This has been 2 Girls 1 Puck with Clara and Georgie. Thanks for bringing your questions to us, though this likely will never happen again if I have anything to say about it. And, if you’re the last person, a quick tip: next time you have an inquiry, you can direct them instead to the hotline known as 1-800-go-fuck-yourself. Until next time.”
It took a while for Georgie to stop laughing and pick herself up off the floor. Feeling fully justified, Clara left her to clear up the microphones’ setup by herself, going through the motions of making hot chocolate instead and only casting glares towards her roommate when she let out the occasional huff of laughter.
Against her will, Clara’s mind couldn’t help but go back to the voice over the recording, and she huffed out an angry noise that only made Georgie laugh again, and Clara shoot her another glare, though Georgie wasn’t looking her way. When Clara turned back to stare down into the little saucepan she was stirring, though, watching the steam rise from the milk, another, worse thought came into her head: how Clara had known so instantly that it was Ella on the other line. How something in her had perked up at the sound of the voice. How, at the back of her mind throughout the first part of the episode, she’d found herself wanting to hear it, wanting to know. And she had. She’d known right away.
And it wasn’t just the stupid questions made to bait her, not just the little clear of her throat to rub her the wrong way. It was Ella’s voice, which had just made sense. Not because of an accent—because, other than American, Clara hadn’t really been able to identify one clearly—but the expressiveness in every syllable. It had been so her: not breathy, not quiet, but not overly loud either, just there. Announcing her presence. Declaring her right to be heard without having to impose it, her right to be understood with every intonation and sarcastic lilt, every sliver of humor. And, well…the idea that Clara knew Ella well enough at this point to be able to recognize which voice was hers from the first second of speech carried an implication that she couldn’t not look at anymore.
Clara had even heard the smile in it, and for just a moment, in her kitchen, staring down at the power dissolving into hot milk, she imagined what that smile would look like. She’d clicked on Ella’s profile picture a few times before—out of curiosity and nothing else, just wanting to put a face to the name—but it didn’t give her much. Almost half of Ella’s face in the photo was obscured by sunglasses, and she was standing far back from the camera, mock serious, no smile to be seen, fully committed to whatever bit she’d had in that moment. Clara wasn’t one to talk—her profile picture wasn’t even her, it was some funny picture of JJ that had been going around the internet years back. There were reasons for that, of course, but for a moment, Clara had the urge to say fuck it to her career and her plausible deniability, and change it to a real photo of herself, to make sure Ella knew what she looked like, then—the ways she’d changed since filming that Martlets video that she was sure Ella had seen. She had the urge to message Ella right then and there and demand to see a photo of her smiling.
Clara closed her eyes tight and breathed out, trying to shake the stupid thought from her mind, even if she was unable to deny the warmth of the feeling growing somewhere behind her ribcage. When she opened her eyes again, she saw that the milk in the saucepan was beginning to boil angrily in front of her, and quickly began to stir it again.
“Crisse,” Georgie said, making Clara start and look up to where she was now standing, hands on her hips and looking smug in the doorway to the kitchen. “You are so fucked.”
Unfortunately, Clara knew that no level of glare at her best friend would make it untrue. She also knew, right then and there, that one day she was going to see that smile on Ella. And, in the meantime, she was going to hear her voice again. Clara would make it happen. She just needed an opportunity.
…
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Thank you for all your great questions for this week’s podcast! We unfortunately couldn’t get to everyone’s, but we had a lot of fun anyway. Check it out on Spotify or Apple Podcasts!
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

speak for yourself. i didn’t have fun
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

you didn’t have fun? i thought you liked hearing listener questions, engaging your audience??
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

i hate you and everything you stand for

…
Text Thread: Clara & Hector [her brother]
Hector: J’ai donc écouté votre épisode de podcast de cette semaine. Est-ce que je vais bientôt avoir une belle-sœur? 😂 [So, I listened to your podcast episode for this week. Am I getting a sister-in-law soon? 😂]
Clara: va te faire foutre [fuck off]
Hector: Georgie dit que tu es fouetté. Rougissant comme une écolière avec son premier béguin. Je sais à quoi ça ressemble, tu étais super embarrassant à l'époque avec MA petite amie à l'époque [Georgie says you’re whipped. Blushing like a schoolgirl with her first crush. Which I would know what that looks like, you were super embarrassing back then with MY girlfriend at the time]
Clara: georgie doit se taire si elle sait ce qui est bon pour elle [georgie needs to shut her mouth if she knows what’s good for her]
Hector: Maman sera contente d’apprendre qu’elle pourrait avoir d’autres petits-enfants un jour [Mom will be happy to hear she might get more grandkids one day]
Clara: si tu dises quoi que ce soit à maman ou à papa, j’offrirai une batterie aux jumeaux pour leur anniversaire cette année [if you say anything to mom or dad, i will get the twins a drum set for their birthday this year]

Clara: ne me testez pas [don’t test me]
Hector: D’accord, d’accord. Mais je devrai quand même la rencontrer et lui demander quelles sont ses intentions envers ma petite sœur à un moment donné [Fine, fine. But I’ll still need to meet her and ask her about her intentions for my little sister at some point]
Clara: 🖕

Clara: arrête d’essayer d’être drôle, t’es pas drôle [stop trying to be funny, you’re not funny]
…
Text Thread: “third wheeling since 2001”
Em: so……did you both listen to the Q&A from 2 girls 1 puck?
Lily: yes
Beau: oh yeah lollll
Em: last week, ella told me that she knew she had a crush on clara but wasn’t going to do anything about it bc “she’s not an option” and ella doesn’t want to “overcomplicate her life”................
Beau: adaslgahadaflkdjafpdspjaj LMAO what????
Lily: i really wonder what she thinks she’s currently doing then, if not overcomplicating her life? because, uhhhhh, that was quite the episode
Em: yeah…………me too. she really desperately needs to be studied
Beau: this whole thing feels like it should be narrated by david attenborough tbh
Em: i would pay real money for that
…
Text Thread: Shane & Ilya
Shane: Have you listened to the most recent episode of the hockey podcast you sent me?
Ilya: Shane, you can say the name, it will not bite you
Shane: Shut the fuck up, asshole. Just listen to the most recent episode. I think you might be interested.
Ilya: Is Q&A, no? Not very interesting
Shane: Yes. But you’ll be interested. Trust me.
Ilya: Anything for you, solnyshko

Ilya: Shane…is this who I think it is?? With many questions at the end??
Shane: I thought it might be that fan from Boston. The one you like to see argue with one of the podcast hosts on Twitter?
Ilya: Bozhe. I will kiss you stupid when you get home from dumb interview. This is very entertaining
Shane: I thought you would like it ❤️
Ilya: You are so romantic 😍
…
beau @hotelcuckchair

things i’ve heard my roommate who does nighttime phone customer service for HP say, a thread
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

“does the little screen say to reload paper? okay, i believe your printer is out of paper…no, m’am, recycling usually happens at the city or county level, your printer can’t do it by itself…yes, not even if you bought recycled paper”
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

“yes, we are a 24-hour phone line…no, i don’t work 24 hours a day, you’ll reach someone else if you call at noon, but they’ll be able to help you just as well…well, because those aren’t my hours, this is just my job, and i need to sleep, too”
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

“cordless means that you don’t have to plug it in to use it. it still operates on electricity, it just needs batteries. batteries are…um…they store electricity. they can be bought in many convenience stores. no, the military term is something different. yes, i am sure”
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

“i’m sorry, sir, there are other customers in the queue, i unfortunately don’t have time for poetry right now”
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

“so, internet isn’t actually contained in the computer. it’s a separate thing you have to get. no, we don’t sell it”
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

“i hear you that hitting technology often works for you to get it running, but the thing is, if you do it too much, it might also break it. it seems like that might be what happened here”
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

“i understand that, m’am, but our money-back guarantee return policy doesn’t list supernatural intervention as an extenuating circumstance allowing for damage”
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

and, of course, the classic: “have you turned it off then on again?” approximately 1,000x
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

lollllllll the trials and tribulations of customer service. are your calls recorded @raidersfangirl26? would love a highlight reel
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair

theoretically they are for quality assurance, but my coworker says they never listen to or keep the night recordings. it’s a lawless land after 8pm. unless someone makes a complaint in the post-call survey, we’re left alone
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair

who calls HP customer service from 8pm-6am on a weekday anyway???
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair

the worst people you’ve ever met in your life. sometimes, stupidity is a terminal condition

…
Clara Lavoie’s Search History:
hp customer service line number

hp customer service line boston??

how to get someone specific for a customer service person on a phone line

do companies listen to customer service phone line recordings

does completing post-call surveys make companies listen to customer service recordings

how long can i listen to elevator music for before going insane

how to get rid of romantic feelings forever

why romantic feelings turns me into an idiot

why being horny makes me want to ragebait someone until they crack
…
Ella was bored. She was tired. She was done with everyone and everything, and if one more person yelled at her that night over the phone, she would snap. Names of muscles and ligaments were swimming across her brain for a test in one of her classes the next day, and she needed to sleep. Unfortunately, she was only an hour into her shift, so all she could do was lock in.
Another incoming call appeared on the screen in front of her. She took one deep breath. The call didn’t prove itself a mirage and disappear. She took another. Everything in her protesting, she leaned forward and tapped the button that would connect her to the call.
“Hello, this is Ella with customer support from HP, who am I speaking to?” she said, trying to sound, if not chipper, at least not ready to throw herself out the nearest window.
“Ah, perfect. My name is Clara,” a voice said down the other end of the line, low and French-accented and smooth like honey, instantly snapping Ella’s spine straight and zipping through her bloodstream like a shot of caffeine. “And I need help with my printer.”
There was a moment where Ella couldn’t speak, stunned into silence by the voice on the other end. She wondered, for one crazy second, whether it was a hallucination brought on by lack of sleep and stress. She’d heard the voice so many times, but never here. It was absurd to think Clara would be calling, that she would contact Ella at work. Impossible.
“Hello?” came the voice again, unwaveringly real in her ears, a note of humor in it, as if Clara was pleased with the stunned reaction but also impatient to get on with whatever game she’d come to play. “Are you still there?”
 It was the voice of someone who knew she had finally gotten the upper hand. That, above all else, was what got Ella to snap out of it. Whatever game this was, Clara wouldn’t be winning it today. So, Ella cleared her throat, ignored the pounding of her heart and the buzz in her head, as if of angry bees, and replied:
“Of course, what seems to be the problem?”
Ella could hear the smile in the other woman’s voice as she replied: “Well, it will not turn on.”

February 2022
“I’m sorry, what did you say?”
Three weeks. It had been three weeks since Clara had first called the customer service line Ella worked at, three weeks and three phone calls, three evenings where she had spent far too long listening to elevator music before she heard the familiar voice on the other end, three times she’d heard it switch from professional to a less guarded grumpiness in a swift transition that she thought she might have started to become addicted to. Not that Clara was counting or anything. She couldn’t believe that Ella had had access to her voice for years—it seemed horribly unfair now that she knew how much it intoxicated her.
But…well, it was possible that she’d “forgotten” to mention it to her best friend up until that point.
They were sitting under a colorful striped umbrella outside a shop whose sign cheerfully declared: “Menchie’s Frozen Yogurt”, in vibrant fuchsia lettering. The group consisted of Clara, Georgie, Nat, and the twins, Matheo and Elodie, each with a cup in front of them, digging into the cold dessert despite the February chill to celebrate a rare day of frigid sunshine. Except, right then, Georgie’s spoon was motionless midair, frozen yogurt dripping slowly from it back into her cup, as she stared at Clara as if she had just announced that she was going to quit her job and become a full-time alpaca farmer in the Ontario countryside.
Nat, next to Georgie, had a covert smile on her face and was busying herself with eating her own frozen yogurt, probably to avoid being asked to give an opinion on the matter.
“I said that Ella also mentioned the weakness in the Centaurs’ defensive line when I talked to her last night on the phone,” Clara repeated, face neutral and tone unbothered. The casualness would probably only drive Georgie more crazy, but…well, actually, maybe that was the fun of it. “Obviously, from Ella, it was more of a chirp, but—”
“Since when do you have Ella’s number?” Georgie interrupted, her expression so completely done with Clara’s bullshit, replacing her spoon in her frozen yogurt and shoving it slightly away from her. “Since when do you two talk on the phone? What the—” She glanced quickly to the twins, who were watching the conversation with clear lack of understanding but entertained expressions, and looked back to Clara. “—heck is going on?”
“I don’t have her number,” Clara replied, shrugging. “And not long. A few weeks.”
Georgie’s expression of confusion from the first statement quickly melted into utter disbelief at the second.
“A couple weeks?” she exclaimed, leaning forward and nearly toppling her cup of frozen yogurt, but for the quick hand of Nat, reaching out to snatch it away from where it was in the line of fire of Georgie’s boobs.
Clara shrugged, unable to prevent the smile from showing on her face this time.
“Oui,” she confirmed, shrugging again.
Georgie’s expression went, if it were possible, even more exaggeratedly disbelieving. Nat let out a quiet laugh, and Georgie shot her a quick glare. The twins, still watching the exchange like a tennis match, giggled along with Nat at Georgie’s response, though they clearly didn’t understand what was going on. Georgie stared at Clara for a second longer, then, when she didn’t elaborate, leaned back in her chair and gestured with her hand in a demand for elaboration.
“What do you mean you don’t have her number, but you’ve been talking on the phone for weeks?” she asked.
Clara paused for a moment, working to conceal her smirk in anticipation of Georgie’s reaction to her next words. She really should’ve told her sooner, but this was so fun.
“Well, I call her at work,” Clara said.
“At work,” Georgie echoed, her voice deadpan. “Clara, when you say at work, do you mean you call her on the HP customer service line?”
“Yes,” Clara confirmed, small smile blooming across her lips again.
Nat, though clearly attempting not to laugh, reached over to put a hand on Georgie’s knee in a calming gesture. Oblivious, Georgie stared at Clara, then took a deep breath and raised her hands to her face, moving her palms up and down her forehead in a motion that made it look like she was attempting to iron it. As quickly as she covered her face, though, Georgie dropped her hands again to glare at Clara.
“What is wrong with you?” she demanded. “Seriously, what is your problem?”
The twins were giggling again, and Georgie turned to them now.
“Your auntie is very, very strange,” she told them seriously in French. “She does many silly things that make no sense.”
“Sounds about right,” came a deep voice from behind Clara, also in French, and she turned quickly to see her brother approaching, still in his suit from the last-minute client meeting he’d had at his law office, the one that had led to Georgie, Clara, and Nat babysitting the twins for the afternoon, with their mother busy at her shift at the hospital where she worked as a nurse.
“Hi, Hector,” Georgie greeted, straightening from where she’d been addressing the twins and shooting him an exasperated smile. “Your sister is being ridiculous again. If it rubs off on your children, know that I did my best to stop it.”
“Ah, it was bound to happen eventually,” Hector replied, waving an airy hand.
He shot a smile to Nat and nodded in greeting before crouching down next to his kids’ chairs, as they had had turned excitedly to greet him.
“Did you have a good afternoon with your aunties?” he asked. “Good froyo?”
“Froyo,” Matheo giggled, enchanted as ever with the abbreviation since Nat had introduced him to it earlier that day. “Really good.”
“I had fun,” Elodie added in French, currently the more vocal of the two four-year-olds so that she had begun to be referred to affectionately as the ambassador of the two, though she was less interested in talking in English than her brother. “Auntie Clara says we can start skating, dad. She says she can teach us hockey!”
“Did she?” Hector inquired, looking up to Clara and raising his eyebrows in slight accusation, to which she smiled and shrugged.
“We started skating when we were four,” she said. “Why can’t they?”
Hector rolled his eyes at her surreptitiously, then turned back to his kids. “We can talk about it with your mom later,” he said. “Ready to go home?”
“Yes,” Matheo declared easily, leaping out of his chair and making the group around the table smile, Clara and Georgie exchanging affectionate glances at the unfazed honesty, a trait he’d always possessed. Clara dearly hoped he never became ashamed to say what he needed and felt as he grew up.
Elodie followed a little more reluctantly, glancing back to Nat and Georgie as she did so, giving them a smile and a wave as she rounded to stand next to her dad, leaning slightly on his leg. In return, he reached down to give her head a gentle and affectionate pat.
“We’ll see you soon, at dinner next week,” Georgie told the little girl, clearly knowing what that hesitant look on her face meant. In response, Elodie perked up.
“Nat, too?” she asked in English.
Nat smiled and nodded. “Me, too,” she said, her French still heavily accented but getting better all the time she spent practicing with them, even if she admitted that Clara and Georgie’s strange pattern of switching in and out of French at the drop of a hat could be a bit confusing at times. “I’m excited to see you and your brother again.”
Elodie smiled and pressed her face against her father’s pant leg, suddenly shy, to which all the adults grinned. Hector and the twins bade them goodbye, though he exchanged a meaningful look with Georgie that made Clara roll her eyes and turn to her best friend when her brother’s family had left.
“The twins adore you,” she said genuinely first to Nat, before directing her exasperated look to Georgie and pointing an accusing finger. “Stop tattling on me to my brother.”
“When you stop doing crazy things, I’ll stop filling your brother in on said things,” Georgie said, no hint of apology in her voice, leaning forward again and snapping her fingers in a slightly threatening manner. “Phone line. Ella. Elaborate. Now.”
Clara turned her gaze to Nat, who held up her hands and grinned.
“Don’t look to me for help,” she said. “I’ve done some messy lesbian things, but not even I’ve called the customer service phone line my crush works at to flirt to them.”
Clara rolled her eyes. “I only did it in retaliation for her questions on the Q&A session,” she said. “Which was your fault, if you remember.”
“I definitely didn’t forget, thanks,” Nat said, smiling in a way that told Clara that she was still extremely proud of herself for that stroke of genius. “But I find it hard to believe that you’ve been calling for weeks in retaliation. You reached an eye for an eye after one phone call, and yet, for some reason, you kept calling.”
Clara sighed, and promptly spilled the beans. By the end of her story, Georgie had rolled her eyes so many times that she was declaring that she had a headache, and Nat was red in the face from laughing.
“So, when’s she moving in?” Nat asked through her laughter, wiping away a tear. “That is the next step, right?”
“She lives in Boston,” Clara said. “I probably won’t even meet her anytime soon.”
“Maybe the next step is to get her real number,” Georgie said, her tone very exasperated. “Or, like, her full name, even. Talk on the phone while not pretending like you have a broken printer? These are all options.”
Clara grinned and gave a shrug. “I’ll work on it,” she said, all innocence.
“At least you’re not in denial anymore,” Georgie said, shaking her head. “It’s been years. I deserve compensation for my patience.”
“Don’t talk to me about patience,” Clara said, giving her a pointed look. “Or denial.”
Georgie pinked, flushing red all the way to her ears and down her neck. Nat smiled and pressed a kiss to her cheek.
“It’s the queer experience, baby,” she said. “Nothing wrong with driving your friends a little crazy while they watch you tiptoe around not acknowledging feelings or tension for months or years. We all have to do it at some point.”
“Couldn’t we have better cultural traditions?” Georgie lamented.
Clara and Nat shared a look, then began to laugh again.
…
From: Clara Lavoie (via Google Docs)

To: georgiana.li@gmail.com

Subject: Document shared with you: “hollanov socmed au (tbd title)”
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: Uh…are you for real with this?
Clara: any edits before i post?
Georgie: I suggested correcting some run-on sentences and a few typos, but nothing big
Clara: thank you!!
Georgie: You need to be studied
…
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a dumb screenshot of youth
hockeylesbian12
Summary:
Shane had been a fan of the Montreal Metros for about as long as he could remember, and, though he usually didn’t seek out confrontation with fans of rival teams, he’d also never been afraid to defend his franchise, whether in-person or online. Most of them backed down quickly, anyway, when they realized that he could back up his opinions with so much hockey knowledge that his best friend, Hayden, had once affectionately called him a “walking hockey encyclopedia.” Most of them.
For years, Shane had been plagued by Twitter user @rozyraiders81, who not only was frustratingly able to match Shane’s hockey knowledge in arguments, but who was also, to put it mildly, the biggest pest he’d ever encountered. He’d also seemed to have made it his mission in life to annoy Shane as much as humanly possible. Of course, that left Shane with no other choice than to fight fire with fire. What could possibly go wrong?
Notes:
anyone who knows me from twitter will keep their mouth shut or i will personally get you cancelled on the grounds of homophobia. and i’ll block you. you’ve been warned.
and yes, hayden pike is the cop slide shitter in every universe.
 
Comment on a dumb screenshot of youth

roz_dentures on Chapter 1

i don’t know you on twitter but this is making me want to!! i want to know the tea sooooo bad 👀👀👀
Reply to comment on a dumb screenshot of youth

hockeymoose11 on Chapter 1

the tea is just that like more than half of this is plagiarized from real life. i’m so tired
        Reply to comment on a dumb screenshot of youth

        hockeylesbian12 on Chapter 1

        homophobia

Comment on a dumb screenshot of youth

hotelcuckchair on Chapter 1

wooooowwwwww you really are testing the limits of my discretion. hayden pike being the cop slide shitter in every universe, though……i’ll accept that as a bribe
Reply to comment on a dumb screenshot of youth

hockeylesbian12 on Chapter 1

sorry, i have no idea what you’re talking about or who you are. you must have me confused with someone else.

…
Direct Messages: beau & Georgie
beau: you did previously confirm that hockeylesbian12 is clara, right?? i didn’t imagine that?
Georgie: No, you didn’t
beau: okay, cool, just checking, the response to my comment had me seriously doubting my own recollections for a bit
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: Do you actually have mind control powers?? Tell me now
Clara: lol 🤷🏾‍♀️😇
Georgie: I think I’m going to take that as a yes…
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Ella fell first but Clara fell harder. Or, rather, Ella refuses to acknowledge the extent of the terminal level of down-bad-ness she’s had for years, while Clara is willing to actually face up to it after having her “oh OH” moment.
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    Chapter Notes

      Yesterday I drove 10 hours! Have a chapter. Also…don’t kill me. Here there be angst. AND! Some lore drops.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
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Text Thread: “third wheeling since 2001”
Beau: guess who just showed up at our door
Lily: please let the answer be mormons or armed kidnappers and not ella’s mom
Beau: unfortunately the answer is ella’s mom
Lily: noooooooooo
Em: shitttttt
Beau: yeah…and she’s here because she “thought it would be fun to watch the olympic women’s free skate together!”
Lily: oh my god. FUCK!! HER!!!
Em: should we come over?? do you think an additional buffer would be good???
Beau: honestly…no. i think it would probably just stress ella out more. she’s white knuckling it now as it is.
Beau: i’m doing the best i can to buffer cathy’s comments on my own. but she’s pissing me off. even though she’s come around about the whole queer thing
Em: yeah i mean glad she’s at least trying to be an #ally now but it’s like rainbow capitalism. just because you put a rainbow on it doesn’t mean i’m gonna forget about the war crimes
Lily: exactly
Lily: how have the skating comments been??
Beau: yeah……i don’t really want to rehash those, but not great
Beau: i really just wish i could kick her out, but i know it would just make everything harder for ella and she wouldn’t want me to
Em: fuck, it’s so hard to see her make herself small like that. but it’s just our job to support her in whatever relationship she chooses to have with her family
Em: at least she didn’t give her mom a key to your apartment like cathy wanted
Beau: yeah…i don’t even want to imagine how much a nightmare that would be
[4 hours later]
Beau: okay she left
Em: how’s ella?
Beau: she’s…coping. and by that i mean she hasn’t said a word to me and shut herself in her room
Em: yikes. should we come over?
Beau: i think space is probably what she needs right now, but i’ll let you know if anything changes. i’m planning to give her an hour on her own to decompress then do a wellness check
Lily: that seems reasonable. let us know if we can help in any way
…
beau @hotelcuckchair
what young adult books and movies don’t tell you is that when you grow up you’ll discover that the most evil person you’ll ever meet is actually a middle-aged white woman named cathy and the only way you’ll be able to blow her up is in your mind bc of laws and stuff
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @hotelcuckchair
Who’s Cathy? A coworker?
beau @hotelcuckchair
Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @hotelcuckchair
that would be a lot simpler, but no. friend’s mom.
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11
Oof. Definitely worse 😬

ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
sometimes friendship is so annoying. asking me things like “how do you feel” and “do you want to talk about it” and “what are your thoughts on matricide”. wouldn’t you like to know, weather boy?
beau @hotelcuckchair
Replying to @raidersfangirl26
and still you haven’t answered them 🤨
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26
my answers are yes, maybe, and no
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair
this is exactly how it feels to interview hockey players. maybe she’s born with it, maybe it’s 10 concussions and an 8th grade reading level
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair
yes
EM @masshole21
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair
shut up, you’re in grad school and you’ve only had 4 concussions
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair
Wow. Things starting to make sense

…
Direct Messages: ellaaaa & Clara vs the world
Clara vs the world: you okay? specifically right now but also generally bc you’ve had four concussions and that’s not a great number
ellaaaa: what’s a great number of concussions to have had?
Clara vs the world: zero is definitely one of them
ellaaaa: hmmm, seems unrealistic
ellaaaa: don’t tell me you’ve had zero? you still play hockey
Clara vs the world: i’ve had one
ellaaaa: l-l-l-l-loser
Clara vs the world: you’re sick in the head
Clara vs the world: probably because of all the concussions
Clara vs the world: don’t think you’re being slick about avoiding the question, by the way
ellaaaa: oh i wasn’t trying to be
ellaaaa: cute that you’re concerned about me, though 😘
Clara vs the world: you’re already making me regret it
…
Direct Messages: Georgie & hockey addicts anonymous
Georgie: Is Ella okay? Sounds like something happened? With her mom?
hockey addicts anonymous: yeah, but she’s doing pretty okay from what we can tell
hockey addicts anonymous: probably won’t share more than that for her privacy
Georgie: That’s fair
Georgie: Just, you know, let me know if there’s anything Clara or I can do to help
hockey addicts anonymous: did clara ask you to message me??
Georgie: …is yes a bad answer?
hockey addicts anonymous: no, it’s actually very sweet!
hockey addicts anonymous: i’ll let you know if there’s anything in the future, but ella’s pretty private, so if she hasn’t said anything to clara, probably best to leave it alone
Georgie: Okay, thanks!
hockey addicts anonymous: of course!

April 2022
Text Thread: Ella & Beau
Beau: are you…laughing? over the phone? at work??
Beau: is ella coleman having…a good time at her customer service job???
Ella: shut up
Ella: just one caller, barely work
Ella: actually, scratch that, not work at all
Beau: huh??
…
beau @hotelcuckchair
i don’t usually kinkshame but person with broken printer x phone customer service rep is a new one i never thought i’d see and i feel like i need to at least kink ask why
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @hotelcuckchair
Someone had to say it
EM @masshole21
Replying to @hotelcuckchair
UMMMMMM what does this mean??? @raidersfangirl26 explain yourself
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever
Replying to @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair
i think i’d rather not know, actually
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @rozanov81forever @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair
first of all, you’re dead to me, @hotelcuckchair. second of all, i don’t think that I’M the one that need to explain themselves in this scenario
EM @masshole21
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair
then who is?????
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair
@dagenaisforprimeminister Thoughts?
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair
i also don’t know who needs to explain themselves, sorry
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11 @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair
You’re so full of shit

EM @masshole21
reporting back to say that i got the full story. and guess what? it didn’t make anything make any more sense. entirely new fields of study need to be created to understand what the fuck is going on with hockey twitter queers, i think
…
Text Thread: Ilya & Svetlana
Ilya: [Sent tweet from beau @hotelcuckchair: “i don’t usually kinkshame but person with broken printer x phone customer service rep is a new one i never thought i’d see and i feel like i need to at least kink ask why”]
Ilya: Ты — мой шептун лесбиянок, скажи мне, что это значит [You are my lesbian whisperer tell me what this means]
Svetlana: Илья [Ilya]
Svetlana: Я говорю на квир-языке, но не говорю на языке интернет-неудачников [I speak queer but I don’t speak internet loser]
Svetlana: Я не могу перевести это для вас [I can’t translate this for you]
Ilya: Мне нужно это знать!!! [I need to know!!!]
Svetlana: Жаль [Too bad]
Svetlana: Клифф просит тебя ответить ему и уклоняется от ответа, когда я спрашиваю, о чём именно [Cliff says to message him back and is cagey when I ask about what]
Svetlana: Он либо делает мне предложение, либо просит меня переехать к нему [He is either proposing or asking me to move in with him]
Svetlana: Скажи мне, какой [Tell me which]
…
Text Thread: Ilya & Cliff
Marley: do you know if sveta is allergic to cats?? or if she likes cats? xio’s fiancé just found a cat and her kittens and they’re looking for homes for them but no one wants the mom so far which is crazy because she’s wicked adorable, so i’m considering adopting her
Marley: sveta has been spending a lot of time at my house though lately and it’s been really good with us, so i don’t want to disrupt anything if she doesn’t like cats or is, like, deathly allergic to them or something
Ilya: Send picture of cat
Marley: [Attached image of small, tortoiseshell cat with big eyes]
Ilya: Definitely get cat. Sveta likes cats. She had one when we were kids in Russia
Ilya: I don’t know why you don’t just ask her in first place?
Marley: i thought it would be cute as a surprise if she likes them
Marley: and if she didn’t but wasn’t allergic i wanted to have time to think of what i could do to convince her in advance
Ilya: You should be eating her pussy anyway
Marley: who the fuck do you think i am?? of course i do that anyway!!!
Marley: fucking asshole
Marley: just for that, i’m not letting you help name the cat
Ilya: Nooooooooooooooooooo
Ilya: How dare you!!!
Marley: how dare YOU?!!
Marley: like you don’t even know me
Ilya: I am sorry, Marley, I know you eat pussy very well and often or Sveta would complain and also would tell me to give you tips
Ilya: Can I help name cat now?? Please?
Marley: 🖕
Marley: not a chance with that fuckass apology
Ilya: 😭😩
…
Text Thread: Ilya & Svetlana
Ilya: Вы бы ответили «да» на любой из этих вопросов? [Would you say yes to either?]
Svetlana: «Да» переезду, «нет» — скорее всего, браку [Yes to moving in, probably no to marriage]
Ilya: Вероятно, интересно [Probably, interesting]
Svetlana: Ты же мне ничего не расскажешь, да? [You’re not going to tell me anything, are you?]
Ilya: Нет [Nope]
Svetlana: Придурок [Asshole]

June 2022
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: Are you still wanting to go out to the bar Nat found for that pride event??
Clara: oh yeah just give me like fifteen
Georgie: ……are you still on the phone??
Georgie: Clara…are you talking to who I think you’re talking to? You have bullshit voice on
Clara: that’s rude, i don’t have a bullshit voice
Georgie: You have a very distinct bullshit voice, and you’re actively using it. Right now
Georgie: Why did I just hear the sounds of water
Clara: you didn’t
Georgie: Stop trying to gaslight me, I’m the only person your powers don’t work on
Clara: okay i’m done with the call! be ready in a few
Georgie: Jesus Christ. Have you even CONSIDERED the SANE options I’ve given you, like asking for her full name or her personal phone number?? You know, normal things normal people do when they have crushes? Not elaborate forms of psychological warfare as flirting
Clara: considering them, definitely
Georgie: I guess I should appreciate the silver linings where I see them
…
Direct Messages: Clara vs the world & beau
Clara vs the world: hey
beau: oh, this should be good
…
Clara had been staring at the blinking cursor in her empty search bar for five minutes now. She knew she shouldn’t. She’d known that she shouldn’t before she’d even opened the Twitter app, before she’d gone to her messages and typed in Beau’s name. She’d known it was a bad idea from the moment Georgie had put the idea into her head, and yet, she clearly hadn’t been wise enough to resist. Because now, for the first time, she had more than just a first name and Twitter username, more than the glimpses of information about Ella’s life from afar—she was just one search away from proof that Ella was a real person, maybe even with a real picture, not the tiny blurry one from her profile on Twitter. But she shouldn’t. She knew she shouldn’t.
And yet, as Georgie had always joked with her, Clara was nothing if not a puppet to her own curiosity. Before she could talk herself out of it again, she quickly typed “ella coleman massachusetts” into the search bar and pressed enter. Heart in her throat, she scanned the results. Surprisingly, the first thing that came up was a YouTube video. Clara clicked on it, a furrow appearing between her brows. The title read: “Ella Rose Coleman: 2012–13 Grand Prix Final Long.” It was dated December 2012.
…
Direct Messages: ellaaaa & Clara vs the world
Clara vs the world: is this you?? https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dQw4w9WgXcQ 
[ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26 has blocked Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister]
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Clara: wtf? [Screenshot of the last DM and the blocking notification.]
Clara: i’ve blocked her before as a joke but i don’t know why this would be the timing if it was a joke
Georgie: Yikes. What’s the video?
Clara: ice skating performance. here: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dQw4w9WgXcQ 
Georgie: Clara. Please tell me you didn’t miss the way she landed after that last jump. She kept skating after, but…her knee?!
Clara: what??
Georgie: Not to bring up bad memories, but I KNOW you remember what happened to Laura in her senior year, in that game against the Carabins in December!!
Clara: how could i forget… but i didn’t see it, i was being blocked on the ice at the time
Georgie: I saw it from the net, and trust me, it looked just like that landing
Georgie: Did you read the comments on this video?? They all say this was the last time Ella competed!
Georgie: Career-ending injury? At, like, sixteen/seventeen? I’m guessing that’s a sore spot. No wonder she blocked you
Clara: tabarnak
Georgie: How did you even find this video??
Clara: you told me to find out what her full name is! i asked beau
Georgie: Beau? Why Beau??
Clara: seemed like he’d be the most likely to give it to me
Georgie: Yeah…probably true. He enjoys the drama. Though this may have backfired on him…
Georgie: Speaking of, why in the world was the first thing you did look up her ice skating injury videos, rather than, like…her Instagram???
Clara: i barely ever go on instagram, you know this. i don’t think it’s unreasonable to go to google first
Clara: and i didn’t LOOK UP ice skating injury videos, i just googled her name and this was the first thing that came up. i didn’t know!!
Georgie: God, this is messy. Okay, hold please
Clara: oh god
Clara: i love you and want to trust you but please try not to make this worse
Georgie: I’ll try not to
…
Direct Messages: beau & Georgie
Georgie: Hey, have you talked to Ella in the last few hours?
Georgie: You may have inadvertently caused an international incident
beau: what???? why?? i didn’t do anything!
Georgie: You gave my best friend your best friend’s full name. Which she Googled. This came up: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dQw4w9WgXcQ
beau: oh shit
beau: oh FUCK
beau: shit fuck shit fuck shit fuckkkkkkk
Georgie: Yeah, basically
Georgie: Clara sent it to Ella
beau: no no no no no nononononono FUCK
Georgie: Ella blocked her without responding
beau: oh jesus christ
beau: i fucked up so bad
beau: this is terrible terrible timing
Georgie: So, from your reaction, this is worse than I even thought, maybe??
beau: yeah, you could say that
beau: georgie, she doesn’t even like to talk to *us* about this stuff
beau: i think i know almost all of it, mostly from a period of a few months back in college when she felt more like sharing, and she mostly clams up whenever i try to bring it up since. there’s a lot that em & lily don’t even know, and they’re some of the closest people to her in the world and have been for years
Georgie: So……if you had to guess, how long do you think Clara will be blocked now?
beau: ……………
Georgie: Is the answer forever?!?!
beau: i’ll work on it
beau: i’ll let you know
Georgie: Okay…thanks…
Georgie: Clara really likes her, you know
Georgie: She didn’t notice the injury before she sent the video. She wouldn’t have sent it if she had. She really didn’t know
beau: i know
beau: i’m going to try to fix this
…
Text Thread: “third wheeling since 2001”
[Beau named the conversation “eclair intervention chat”.]
Beau: hey, we have a code red……………and it’s my fault but i swear i didn’t know it could go this badly
Lily: what??
Em: what’s eclair, other than the pastry?
Beau: my ship name for clara & ella. because, you know, french
Beau: which i may have…………ruined
Em: what did you do????
Beau: clara messaged me on twitter and asked for ella’s last name
Beau: so i gave it to her
Lily: i don’t see anything wrong with that……??
Beau: yeah, i didn’t either
Beau: except i didn’t realize what the first thing that came up when googling her name was
Em: oh no
Em: this is not good
Beau: yeah, and clara sent her the video to ask if that was her in it
Lily: oh my god
Lily: has anyone heard from her???
Beau: i’ve tried texting, i’ve tried calling. i just got home from my restaurant shift, but she’s not at the apartment. it’s not a work night for her so who knows when she’ll come home
Beau: she unshared her location with me
Em: fuck!!! with me, too
Lily: i still have it!
…
The metal was warm under Ella’s head, warm on the backs of her arms, on the sliver of skin exposed where her t-shirt rode up, even though the heat of the day had faded hours before. The sky above her was dark, the moon a sliver in it, but it wasn’t dark enough to see many stars. A few of the brighter specs overhead could be made out, but Ella wondered whether those were just satellites, whether they might disappear as soon as she blinked, ephemeral in the grand scheme of things. Where she’d grown up, she would’ve been able to see them. She knew it because she and Liza used to sneak out to the beach sometimes in middle and then high school when it was warm enough, just to lie flat on the sand where no one could see them and gaze up into that starry sky.
Then, they could pretend the world up there belonged to them in the way that everything down on the ground seemed to be doing less and less. They could pretend that the town they’d grown up in was theirs and didn’t belong to the tourists, that their lives weren’t getting increasingly eaten up by work with no room for the childhood slipping through their fingers, that they weren’t tearing and compressing their own bones and ligaments to fit into the boxes their parents had set out for them, that they didn’t feel things that could destroy them.
Ella wanted to go home. She wanted to see that horizon again, the endless blue cut only by the vague shape of islands she didn’t care to learn the names of and would never be allowed to set foot on. She wanted to hear the sound of waves lapping the shore. She wanted to go back to the smell of ice in the practice rink she’d spent most days a week at for so many years, her mother coaching her through routine after routine until she could do them sleeping, until she stepped through each in her dreams, until she’d befriended gravity and made a deal with every crystal of ice that her blades made contact with so that it felt like they were welcoming her home each time she landed.
She wanted to go back to a time when those waves and that beach and that ice and her mother had felt like friends she could call for help, like when she’d cried into her mother’s shoulder in those first months after her first injury, how she’d told her how it hurt and how she missed it and how she wanted it all back. She wanted to go back to before she’d been aware of the full extent of the cost, both literal and figurative. She wanted all of it before it had become dangerous, before it had been tainted, before it stopped being hers, before it stopped being home, before it became a trap. She wanted to go home, and she wanted to be as far away from the old home she’d known as she could. She wanted to go somewhere where it couldn’t reach across the short distance and tug her back by the collar of her shirt, drag her back into that ice and that sand and that seawater that tasted salty and metallic like blood.
“Ella?” came a voice overhead, and then a face came into her field of vision, crowding out the lack of stars overhead, long black hair falling around it, features upside down and blurring as Ella blinked up at her. Was Ella crying? Maybe she was. Maybe that was the taste of salt in her mouth this time.
“Oh, Ella,” Lily said, her voice dipped in sympathetic sorrow, and then her face disappeared, and Ella’s hands were clasped in someone else’s warmer ones, and she was being pulled up to a sitting position, her head spinning and nausea churning in her gut at the sensation. She managed to keep the feeling from surging with careful breaths through her nose.
“Lily?” she asked, her tongue papery in her mouth, squinting up at her friend. “How’d you find me?”
Lily released one of Ella’s hands to pull something out of her pocket, and when Ella squinted, she realized it was a phone—her phone.
“You left it at the bar across the street,” Lily explained, handing it back to Ella. “I had your location. When you weren’t there, I figured I’d check here.”
Her lips tilted upwards in a small smile, glancing around at the empty playground, the plaza surrounding it, then she looked back to Ella, to the base of the slide she was still sitting on, unable to face getting to her feet.
“You do like to latch onto places,” Lily said. “At least it makes it easier to find you.”
“Why were you trying to find me?” Ella asked, only able to process about half of that.
Lily’s face fell back into a concerned frown. “From what I heard,” she said carefully, “Georgie messaged Beau. So Beau reached out to Em and I. You weren’t answering any of Beau’s texts or calls, and I was the only one with your location left. So we decided that I would come find you.”
Ella couldn’t really remember why she hadn’t rejected all of their access to her location, why she’d left Lily’s, but she did know that, of any of her friends coming to find her right about now, she was glad that it was Lily who was here, and that she’d come alone. She didn’t say it, though, just blinked up at her, still trying to get her into focus even though she was pretty sure the tears had stopped. Now, it was probably the drinks that were getting in the way of visual clarity. From what she could tell, though, Lily was still just studying her carefully.
“Can I help you up and to my car?” Lily asked after a few moments of silence. “I don’t think you should stay here.”
Ella groaned and shook her head, the motion making her dizzy again. “I don’t want to go home,” she said. “Don’t want to talk to Beau.”
“He’s sorry, you know,” Lily said neutrally. “To be fair, she was going to find out your full name at some point. I don’t think any of us really could’ve predicted that this would be the first thing that happened once she did.”
Lily didn’t say Clara’s name, didn’t voice what exactly had happened to make Ella end up sitting drunk on a weeknight at the bottom of the Boston cop slide, crying and staring up at the sky, wishing she could see the stars. Ella was glad for small mercies.
“Well, it was,” Ella said. “And now she knows.”
“Knows what?” Lily asked. “What did you not want her to know, exactly?”
Ella breathed out a sigh, and looked away from Lily, towards the street where cars passed, her eyes fixing instead on the blur of yellow and white headlights.
“That I’m—” Ella cut herself off, gesturing in the air to complete her sentence instead of saying it out loud. She wasn’t sure what word she was searching for. Something that expressed the deep heaviness she carried around with her at times, the grief and the anger that had filled the hole of ragged flesh left by a torn away dream, the pain it had left behind that she couldn’t shake. All the feelings that seemed to have been stirred to the surface since the Olympics in February, when her mom had visited.
Lily didn’t make Ella elaborate, just pulled her to standing, gentle as ever, as if she wanted to put into every touch the things she couldn’t convince Ella to believe with words.
“We can go to my place if you really want, but Em will be there, too, and you won’t have a room to yourself,” she said as she walked Ella to her car. “Or I can take you back to yours and tell Beau you want to be left alone for right now.”
Ella must’ve nodded, done something to indicate the longing in her to be back in a place of her own, because some time later, she found herself going up the familiar stairs with Lily’s precautionary hands hovering behind her to catch her if she stumbled. She didn’t. She made it through the door to find Em and Beau sitting on the couch in the living room, looking up with frantic and relieved looks on their faces. Before they could speak, though, Lily spoke.
“Not tonight,” she said. “Ella’s tired.”
Both Em and Beau shut their mouths and nodded, chastised. Ella’s eyes found Beau’s, all apology and concern in the blue. She managed a small shrug, a blink. She couldn’t smile, but she hoped he understood, that it eased his mind just a little. She didn’t blame him, not really. They would talk later.
Ella let Lily help her pick out soft clothes, let her help her get into bed, be tucked in like a child with a parent. Lily brought her a bowl in case she felt nauseous, water she supervised Ella drinking then another glass to put on her bedside table for if she got thirsty in the night. She made Ella settle in on her side, pulled the top sheet over her, even though it was too hot for the comforter. Ella almost wondered if Lily would try to sing her to sleep, then wondered if she would protest if she did—at what point did this level of care become demeaning? She didn’t know. She just knew that, at the moment, she was liking it too much to say no.
Before Lily left, though, she dealt the blow that all her gentling had been leading up to, the one that invaded Ella’s dreams.
“I think she really likes you, you know,” she said quietly as she stood to leave. “And I know you really like her, even if you pretend like it’s no big deal. This doesn’t need to ruin that. I know it’s scary. But you’re brave.”
Then she gave Ella a small smile. She closed the door quietly on her way out, leaving Ella in the soft darkness.
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Clara: which cottage in the woods do you like more for becoming a hermit and dying alone in, this one or this one?
Clara: [Attached images]
Georgie: Oh my god, stop. I’m working on it, okay?
Georgie: And obviously the second one. Water feature, duh
…
Direct Messages: beau & Georgie
Georgie: Any updates??
beau: well, we’ve located her and she’s not at the bottom of the ocean
Georgie: I’m guessing that response indicates that I should be patient?
beau: yeah, this is going to take a while. we’re giving her space for now, will stage an intervention if the avoidance period gets too long, though. so i think that might be the best bet for others to do, too
Georgie: I’ll pass that along
…
For the next week, Ella was back to pretending nothing was wrong, business as usual. There was a time limit on her denial, she knew. Her friends would only give her a certain courtesy period before they brought it up again, but she was blissful in her avoidance for just then. She’d been half afraid that Clara would call her work line to force a conversation, but she hadn’t.
When she’d mentioned it faux-casually to Beau, he’d looked at her like she’d said the most obvious thing in the world and said: “Yeah, she’s not an asshole. She’s not gonna make you have that conversation at work, when you can’t hang up on her.”
And if that realization made Ella soften a bit, if it made her think too fondly about Clara, of her snarky commentary and the way she could make her voice so innocent, so deadpan that she could make anyone believe anything, she admitted it to no one. Ella wanted to let Clara lie to her all day long, wanted to let her ruin her life utterly, wrap her around her finger, chew her up and spit her out. After that, and after listening to the latest 2 Girls 1 Puck episode, hearing the way that Clara’s voice was just slightly less animated than normal, even as she tried to conceal it, her decision was made for her.
…
[ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26 has unblocked Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister]
Direct Messages: ellaaaa & Clara vs the world
ellaaaa: +1 (774) 261-2996
ellaaaa: call me? for real this time?
…
Clara felt her phone buzz while home alone, laying on her back on her bed, legs resting against the wall as she stared up at the ceiling, half-listening to the hosts of a popular hockey podcast going over the latest free agency and trade rumors and trying hard to give a shit. She ignored it when the first buzz came, then reached her hand out blindly to grab at her phone as the second one did, lifting it up to eye level so she could see who was trying to reach her at 10pm on a Sunday. When she saw the Twitter notification accompanied by Ella’s name, she jolted like a firecracker had been set off under her ass, immediately dislodging her legs from the wall and rolling to sit up.
Clara stared at her phone after opening the app, stared at the phone number sitting there. The request, plain as day. Neither of them had ever asked for more before, never offered a direct line for the other into their life, but now, here it was. It would change things, Clara knew it would. For so many years, it had just being this, every interaction contained within the brackets of two people getting a rise out of one another. Sometimes, they stretched the plausible limits of that explanation, tested them, but they never broke them. But now, Ella was doing just that, after Clara had spent the past week becoming more and more certain that she’d messed things up so badly that she would never hear from Ella again. Now, Ella was offering more, giving Clara the option to take it or not, to step out into the abyss of the unknown with her or pull back.
Once she’d taken in the enormity of what was happening, Clara didn’t even hesitate. As if it would be snatched back at any moment, she copied the phone number and created a contact for it in her phone, then pressed call. The line rang once, twice, then was picked up. There was a single second that felt like an eternity where all Clara heard was the soft sound of a breath on the other end, then there was Ella’s voice.
“Clara?” she asked, only the slightest waver in her voice to give away her nerves. “Is that you?”
It was far from the initially clipped voice Ella used to answer the phone on her work line, the one that always started a bit higher and then lowered in register once she realized who was on the other end. It sounded different than the later one, too, which was full of sarcasm and still halfway into professionalism, like someone who had left an important meeting and returned to their office to drape their suit jacket across the back of their chair, unbutton a few buttons on their collared shirt, and roll up their sleeves, but had left the rest of their ensemble intact, conscious of the fact that they were still at work.
Hearing this voice felt like looking into a hidden window revealed behind a secret tapestry, which was only pulled back for a select few. The vulnerability in it was palpable, and it made Clara feel like she’d been offered her first sip of water in days after hiking through a desert, instantly desperate for more.
Clara swallowed, realizing how dry her tongue felt in her mouth, and replied. “Hello,” she said. “Yes, it’s me.”
There was a soft exhale on the other end, as if Ella really had been nervous that it wouldn’t be.
“Good,” she said. “Glad it isn’t someone trying to get me to accept Jesus Christ as my lord and savior or something.”
Clara laughed, some of the tension releasing from her muscles. “Do those people call now? I feel they usually just knock on doors and carry signs on the street.”
“Oh, yeah,” Ella said, the hint of a smile in her voice that Clara ached all over again to see. “I’ve got them calling me morning, noon, and night, begging me to stop it with all the sin.”
It was a bit of a feeble joke, but Clara couldn’t help but smile softly anyway.
“You must really need to be saved, then,” she said.
“Mhm, it’s a real problem,” Ella replied, then they fell into awkward silence.
They didn’t really know how to do this, Clara realized. They’d never talked like this before, with no script to follow. She wondered if, at any moment, one would ask the other about the weather. She resisted the urge.
“So,” Clara said, clearing her throat. “You unblocked me.”
“Yeah,” Ella replied after a moment, sounding like a scolded child. “Sorry. Well, not for unblocking you. For blocking you to start with.”
Clara’s brow furrowed, and she swung her legs off her bed, socked feet landing on the carpet and standing.
“No, that’s not what I—” Clara started, shaking her head and beginning to pace. “Why are you sorry? I’m the one who needs to apologize. I—I never should have sent that video to you. I never would have if I’d noticed the injury, if I’d known. I’m sorry.”
There was a sharp inhale on the other end, then a pause before Ella asked: “How much do you know? How much have they said?”
“They?” Clara asked, pausing for a moment in her pacing to scrunch up her face in confusion. “I haven’t looked up anything else, if that’s what you’re asking.”
“No, I mean—I know that it was Georgie who told Beau about what happened,” Ella said. “I assume he said some things about it to her?”
Clara paused, then let out a long, measured breath. “Nothing that she told me,” she said quietly. “I didn’t ask her to message him, either, you know. She was just trying to help, to see if she could fix things. I’m sorry if that crossed—”
“No, you don’t need to apologize,” Ella cut off her apology, and Clara nodded, though she knew Ella couldn’t see her.
“Okay,” she replied.
“Fuck,” Ella said after a moment, low and frustrated. “I’m sorry. I know I’m being…cagey. This is…I don’t really like to talk about this. To anyone. And you, well, you weren’t someone who had to know. People in real life, they know something must’ve happened, it’s pretty obvious.”
Her voice was full of the kind of bitter, self-depricating humor Clara sometimes knew her for online, but had never heard from her in the times they’d spoken. Clara’s mind whirred, contemplating her words and rapidly arranging pieces into place to form a potential picture.
“Is that why you decided to go to grad school for physical therapy?” she asked. It had been something she’d wondered in the past week, unable to tear her mind away from Ella and the video and what all of it might mean.
“Yeah, mostly,” Ella admitted. “I also just like sports science and I’ve always been okay at learning that kind of thing. But the physio I had after the injury…she was kind of the best. She tried to help me even when I wasn’t helping myself, tried to protect me even when—well…I still talk to her, sometimes, actually. She was really supportive when I was applying for grad school.”
“She sounds nice,” Clara said, trying to push down the million other questions that arose in her in response to what Ella had said.
Ella, though, seemed to read her mind, because there was something of a smile in her voice as she continued, as if she was amused by Clara’s restraint: “You can ask, you know? I know you want to know.”
“As if you know what I want,” Clara replied, knee-jerk, but she was smiling, too. “Do you want to tell me?”
“Maybe,” Ella said, and there was that smile in her voice again, that made Clara want to get in her car and drive who knew how many hours in the dark, across the Canada-U.S. border. “Maybe you should ask for what you want.”
Clara rolled her eyes at the tease, but her heart was beating fast in her chest not only at the hint of heat in Ella’s voice, but also at the invitation, of the weight of what she wanted to ask about, after it had made Ella shut her out only a week before. She mustered up her courage anyway.
“You were a figure skater?” Clara asked. “When did you start?”
“I was three when I learned to skate,” Ella replied, no deflection or delay to be found, just giving Clara what she’d wanted for so long but hadn’t thought she could have: information about who she was. Her tone was slightly tense, as if she, too, had had to steel her courage for this conversation and the disclosure, but she was doing it anyway. “My mom taught lessons at the rink closest to us. She skated when she was younger, too, and was a coach. She started coaching me in figure skating when I was five. I was seven when I went to my first lower-level competition. I qualified as a novice at thirteen, a junior at fourteen, and a senior at fifteen. The video you saw was from the second time I’d competed internationally at the senior-level Grand Prix event. I probably would’ve won if I hadn’t fucked that last landing in the free skate. I placed fourth instead.”
“I don’t know what half of that means,” Clara admitted, a little awestruck. “I know enough to know that it means you were really fucking good, though.”
There was a pause. “Yeah,” Ella admitted finally, quietly. “I was. Everyone said so, my other coaches and commentators and the judges—not just my mom. I was supposed to compete at the World Championships the next March, to qualify for the 2014 Winter Olympics in Sochi. Everyone predicted that I would make it.”
Clara blinked, and turned to sit back onto her bed with a thump, her mind reeling with the information that had been dropped into her lap. Ella hadn’t just been good. Ella had been the best. In her head, she did some rapid recalculations, abandoning her earlier assumption that she could understand Ella’s experience as an athlete because of her own experience as a hockey player. Clara loved hockey—loved the game, loved her teams—but she’d never thought of doing it professionally as an adult. Ella, meanwhile—
“You were going to be an Olympian,” Clara breathed.
Ella laughed, and it sounded bitter again, but Clara thought that maybe, what it really was underneath was sad.
“Were being the key word there,” Ella said. “It was a crazy dream, but it was mine for a while. Then, well…you saw what happened.”
Clara had. She had rewatched it several times, not daring to look for other information outside the video, feeling that it would only make things worse. But she’d watched the video over and over, seen the moment, right at the end, when Ella’s right knee caved inwards. It was subtle, as she’d regained her balance, remained upright, but once she’d seen it, she hadn’t been able to unsee it.
“Did it heal wrong?” she asked tentatively.
Clara knew a good deal about ACL tears from what had happened to Laura. Usually, they needed surgery, and took a long time to heal. That had been Laura’s problem. The injury had cost her the end of her last season of hockey with her university team, and her recruitment into any bigger league, since that had been her ultimate goal, unlike Clara. For figure skaters, though, there was no draft, no university sports pipeline, so presumably, Ella could’ve gone back once it had healed, if it had healed right, though it would’ve have been easy. But she hadn’t.
“It…” Ella trailed off, and Clara heard the few deep breaths she took through the phone, as if trying to calm herself before continuing. “It seemed fine, the first time. But I went back too early, and, after another few months, it tore again. That one…that one didn’t heal right. After that, it was all done.”
There was a heaviness in her voice, a grief that clearly still weighed her down, and Clara’s heart ached for her. She remembered what it had been like to sit with Laura through that grief, in the times she’d got to witness it. Fits of depression interrupted with uncontrollable sobbing, then burning anger at the drop of a hat. What must it have been like to have a whole life stripped away, a whole vision reduced to ash, especially so young? One day, a future Olympian, and the next, a blank page with a question mark on it as her future, with an injury that, based on all she’d said and implied, might pain her for the rest of her life.
There was a gap in Clara’s understanding of the story, though.
“Why didn’t anyone stop you from going back before it was healed?” she asked. “Your mom, your coaches, anyone? Shouldn’t they have known better?”
Ella let out a short, almost surprised laugh, then quickly stifled it, and Clara furrowed her brow, confused, failing to see what was funny. There was a moment of silence then, and Clara waited. What Ella said next wasn’t an answer, though, and her voice was full of finality: a door slamming shut, prohibiting any more questions on this particular subject.
“It was complicated,” she said. “And it doesn’t matter now. That was the end of it.”
Clara let the silence hang for a moment, biting her tongue. She thought of February, of what Ella and Beau had tweeted, about Ella’s mom, about what it might mean. About how Clara had been so careful, how she’d needed so badly to ask, to offer help, but how she’d held herself back from intruding when it had become clear that Ella didn’t want her to, even if it made her ache. She thought about all of it, then pushed it all back and breathed out, accepting the boundary.
“Is that when you got into hockey?” she asked instead. “You joined Twitter in 2013, right?”
“Stalker,” Ella chirped, but there was the hint of a smile back in her voice again. “Yeah, I started watching more games and getting back into it during my first recovery period, then I created my Twitter right after my second surgery. My dad used to take me to Raiders games back when I was little. It was good to have something to be excited about again.”
It was a horribly sad statement, and yet Ella didn’t say it like it was, just like any other fact. She lived in Boston, she was a professional pest on Twitter, and she’d gotten back into being a hockey fan at seventeen to find a reason to wake up in the morning again after she’d lost the last one. It was just a reality, and it was hers.
Though it wasn’t the same, Clara could relate in some way—she remembered how she’d felt about hockey in high school, in the months and first years after her mother’s brain surgery, how her obsession had intensified when she’d needed it to escape herself at times. It had made her feel less afraid all the time, more in control, whether she was playing it, watching it, or thinking about it. That’s when she’d started writing RPF, and, too, when she started writing notes and essays that were the early ancestors of the sports journalism she did today.
Clara didn’t respond to say any of that, though. Instead, she said: “I guess the Raiders have to get their fans somehow, even just through nostalgia and desperation.”
Ella let out a sound that started as an indignant squawk and ended as a laugh, and Clara grinned, knowing she hadn’t misjudged.
“That is so rich coming from a Centaurs fan,” Ella retorted once she’d finished laughing.
“You know that’s not a conversation you want to get into with me right now, since they made it to the conference finals last season, and everyone knows that once they’ve got their groove next season, they’re going to win the Stanley Cup,” Clara said, rolling her eyes.
Ella scoffed. “Sure,” she said. “Or they just had a good first season and now they’ll burn out.”
Clara took a deep breath and let it out, shaking her head and clenching her fists, irresistible smile still on her face, knowing that the urge to bite back was exactly what Ella was trying to inspire in her.
“You’re so fucking transparent,” she said. “Don’t think you’ll distract me.”
Ella huffed out a laugh. “Distract you from what, exactly?”
Clara bit her lip, something restless and devious coursing through her, itching under her skin.
“I was told that you had freckles,” she said, mock serious. “I saw no freckles in that video.”
There was a moment’s pause, then Ella let out a loud snort.
“They were covered,” she said, a note of indignance in her voice. “I was sixteen and in a figure skating competition, of course I was wearing makeup. I had them then and I have them now.”
“Hm, could be false advertising,” Clara said, still smiling slyly, though she knew Ella couldn’t see her. “I might require proof.”
How was it possible that she’d been telling Georgie and Nat in January of that year that they probably wouldn’t even meet anytime soon, telling herself that it was all just silly? Now, all that practicality had faded in the face of Ella’s silence and subsequent return, and Clara wanted all she could get.
Ella made a disbelieving sound. “I do have a profile picture, you know,” she said. “You could look at it anytime.”
“You’re standing about ten feet back from the camera with oversized sunglasses on holding a giant metal fish ornament like one of those men on dating apps,” Clara deadpanned.
“And?” Ella replied haughtily.
“And, you’re ridiculous,” Clara said, rolling her eyes and smiling despite herself. “I can’t see freckles in that photo, either.”
“Maybe you need to get your eyes checked,” Ella retorted.
“I have,” Clara said. “That’s why I have contacts. And glasses. The rest is a skill issue on your part, not mine.”
“You wear glasses?” Ella asked, sounding taken aback. “You didn’t have glasses in—”
She broke off, and Clara let a wider smile spread across her face.
“Ah, in the video of me from university that made you obsessed with me?” Clara asked, leaning back on the bed and practically crowing with victory.
“Shut up,” Ella grumbled. “Fine, I’ll send you proof if you want it so bad.”
“Good,” Clara said, her cheeks hurting by how hard she was smiling. “I’m curious, too, if you’re still all sparkly like you were when you were younger. I didn’t expect that from you, if I’m honest.”
“Jesus Christ,” Ella groaned. “I was sixteen in a figure skating competition!”
Clara laughed at the sweet frustration in her voice.
“I didn’t say it was a bad thing,” she teased. “I like sparkles. It was just not how I expected you to look.”
“Fuck off,” Ella said, and Clara imagined a smile twitching at her lips behind the faux-frustration. Hopefully soon she would know what that looked like. “I have homework to get back to now that we’ve smoothed things over or whatever.”
“Don’t forget to send proof,” Clara warned. “Or I’ll make you regret you ever sent me your phone number.”
“I’ll block you again,” Ella threatened.
“Don’t be rude.”
Ella let out an indignant sound. “I only blocked you for a week,” she said. “You blocked me for a whole month once!”
Clara smirked. “You deserved that,” she said. 
It was three years ago, she didn’t say. It meant something different then, she didn’t say. We’re different people to each other now, she didn’t say.
Ella let out an aggrieved sigh. “Goodnight, Clara,” she said. “I’m sure I’ll hear from you at some point soon.”
“I’m sure you will,” Clara replied. The line went dead, and Clara was left to smile to herself in her room, feeling better than she had in a week.
…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Ella: [Link: Instagram profile - ellacoleman26]
Ella: proof enough?
Clara: hmmm, yes, i guess i’m satisfied
Ella: and?
Clara: and what?
Clara: fishing for more compliments? i could tell you you’re hot, but that might just inflate your ego, i think
Ella: no, i know you think i’m hot, i don’t need reassurance
Ella: i mean what about yours?
Clara: so confident
Clara: and what exactly are you looking for proof of?
Ella: glasses
Clara: fair enough. i just followed you
Ella: they’re not in most of your pictures
Clara: i only wear them sometimes. mostly wear contacts
Ella: you look different out of a jersey
Clara: yes, and i also look different since college. this is not news
Ella: guess you weren’t lying about the sparkles
Clara: no, though clearly you abandoned your own
Ella: i did. and i was right, you know
Clara: right about what?
Ella: you do look good in green
Clara: shut the fuck up
Ella: i think you mean thank you
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Clara: [Link: Instagram profile - ellacoleman26]
Clara: i am dying
Clara: this will be the thing that kills me
Clara: big brown eyes and freckles and that smile
Clara: i can’t cope
Georgie: Wow…so much to unpack
Georgie: First, I thought you decided not to look her up more until you’d made up?
Clara: we have. she unblocked me and gave me her number and we called
Georgie: WHY WOULD YOU NOT LEAD WITH THAT????
Georgie: You talked?? On her normal phone? No printers, no elevator music??
Georgie: Also how dare you have this happen when I’m spending the night at Nat’s and I won’t be able to unpack it fully until tomorrow!!
Clara: yes, we called with no elevator music. it was nice
Clara: things are all better now
Georgie: You’re giving me so much more than that tomorrow
Georgie: Back to the original topic: I’m going to take this and every future moment to laugh at you about how completely and entirely your type your “nemesis” is and has been for the entire time you’ve been antagonizing each other on the internet
Georgie: The Rozanovs were NOT lying about those freckles
Clara: i know and it’s fucking killing me, as i said
Clara: ugh and she’s definitely taller than me. she’s going to be AWFUL about it. i just know it
Clara: i will not survive this
Georgie: LOL
…
beau @hotelcuckchair
oh thank fuck. war is over
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11
Replying to @hotelcuckchair
If you’re talking about what I think you’re talking about, which I think you are, I feel the exactly same way. I am so relieved 🙏
beau @hotelcuckchair
Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @hotelcuckchair
i am. and thank you for sharing in my relief 🤝 @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister none of this would be happening if you were just normal from the start
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11
sorry, i have no idea what you’re talking about or who you are. you must have me confused with someone else.
beau @hotelcuckchair
Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11
YOU WILL NOT FOOL ME WITH THIS AGAIN
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26
Replying to @hotelcuckchair @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11
the fuck does this mean???
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister
Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11
absolutely nothing

…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Ella: is this about the fanfiction again? when are you going to send them to me??
Clara: when i’ve decided you’ve earned them
Ella: and what exactly do i have to do to earn them?
Clara: hmm, i’ll think about it 😈
Clara: begging more would be a start
Ella: 🖕





  
    Chapter End Notes

    No, the link isn’t the actual video sent in-universe. If you clicked on it, well…I’m curious as to what you expected. Given *gestures at everything around me*

Okay also I know it may SEEM like I just shamelessly doing identity theft on Hollanov with the glasses & freckles things (though giving each to one of them instead), but actuallyyyy it’s because *I* like freckles and glasses and I just wanted to spread the love. (You’re not special, Ilya Rozanov, I’ve been gay pining over freckles and glasses since 2008, too!!!)

Credit to JadeLight who commented on the original fic about their ship name! I decided to make it eclair rather than eclara in the end because I thought it was funny with the French of it all, but you still inspired it :)

If you’ve seen Teen Wolf, do remember that dream sequence thing that Stiles, Scott, and Allison all went on in Season 3 Part 1 where they all are reliving important moments in their lives and then they turn around and realize that the nemeton was right there for all of it, the main character the whole time? Yeah, that’s like the cop slide in this fic LOL. You think we’ve moved on, but no, it’s still watching Ella have a mental breakdown. Not the ally that you asked for, but the one you needed.


  


      

  












      Chapter 13: improper use of a customer service phone line
  



    Chapter Notes

      This chapter is………wellllllllllll 🫠🤭🫣 Divine inspiration came to me in the form of a bit, I committed to it, and I then got lost in the sauce. It happens to the best of us. You may be able to guess how this is gonna go based on the chapter title (though it’s not like there’s been any kind of proper use of a customer service phone line thus far anyway). Buckle up.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  July 2022
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Clara: [Attached picture: Tim Horton’s billboard ad that says “Cream Boston” on it]

Clara: found this in the archives. still relevant
Ella: good to know you’re thinking of me 😉
Clara: against my better judgement
Ella: is your better judgement in the room with us? was it same the thing that told you that it would be cute to post a picture of yourself on instagram wearing a homemade t-shirt with “jj dagenais for prime minister” on it when you were sixteen, holding up a peace sign?

Ella: cute to think that deleting it will help, i already took a screenshot
[Clara calling - Accept?]

[Call ended. Call time: 8 minutes 44 seconds]
…
beau @hotelcuckchair

the sexual tension between me and quitting my job. through the roof
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

which one?
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair

both. i am tired

EM @masshole21

finished my last class!! back to being full-time in the workforce with an advanced degree i go :) i’m actually so pumped
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @masshole21

Congratulations!! What was your degree in again?
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @masshole21

social work! now i’m working as a therapist under supervision to get my clinical hours before i can be licensed!
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @masshole21 @hollanderdynasty11

That’s amazing! I feel like it was only yesterday that I and all the people I interacted with on the internet were just high schoolers, and now we’re all professionals. Like reading an AO3 author’s note and it says “sorry this is late, I just passed the bar” 🤯
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @masshole21

it is pretty mind boggling i guess haha
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21

i’m very happy for you!!…and i’m so bitter that you finished and i’m still here. i want to break freeeeeeeeee
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

don’t worry, i’m still here too, you’re not alone 🙃 been here longer than either of you, too, and i’m still kicking……sometimes
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

you’re braver than any U.S. marine 🫡


August 2022
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Okay, so HYPOTHETICALLY, IF I went to grad school to become an archivist…how miserable would I be if I also tried to continue to work full time?
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

very much depends on the degree, university, etc.. also depends on whether your work will be flexible with your hours. still, it would be tough and you’ll be at least a bit miserable. i’d recommend going down to part time if you can swing it
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

miserable, in my experience, but could still be worth it
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hollanderdynasty11

wait, you work nights FULL TIME?? i thought you were part time? i’ve only been able to reach you ever on wednesdays and thursdays
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26 @hollanderdynasty11

i work mondays and tuesdays, too. they’re just busier nights for some reason, that might be why
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

if you have classes during the day and work every weeknight except friday, when the fuck do you sleep??
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26 @hollanderdynasty11

great question, clara! in several-hour periods between commitments like a cat, i’ve observed. or not at all, sometimes. she is Not Well

…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Clara: are you mentally and/or physically okay??
Ella: ugh, yes, i’m fine!!

Ella: i worked almost full time in college, too, and part time for all of high school, more than full time in summers. i’m used to it
Clara: huh??? how is that even legal??
Ella: i grew up on cape cod, things are different there
Clara: i have no idea what that means
[Clara calling - Accept?]

[Call rejected.]
Ella: busy with my schedule of all work and no sleep, sorry
Clara: if your point is to butt out, i can take it…for now
Ella: i’m actually busy

Ella: but also, yes, ask anyone and they’ll tell you that nagging me won’t stop me. as a note
Clara: i’m not going to nag you

Clara: i’m a journalist. maybe i just want to figure you out
Ella: i might like that even less
Clara: that is both completely unsurprising and doesn’t deter me at all

September 2022
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Ella: [Link to article: “The Toronto Rebuild: will the Guardians learn from Dallas Kent?”]

Ella: liked your article

Ella: even if half of it was just a subtle gloat about how the ottawa vs toronto exhibition game went last week
Clara: thank you. toronto’s a good city, i hope they stop backing shitty players

Clara: maybe they need to be humbled with a bad team for a while and build a better culture that way
Ella: like ottawa?
Clara: yes, like ottawa, who was then karmically rewarded for the good energy eventually

Clara: raiders sucked ass against new york today, by the way. sorry for you. not a good omen for the upcoming season
[Ella calling - Accept?]

[Call ended. Call time: 16 minutes 23 seconds]
…
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

This is going to be the Ottawa Centaurs’ year, I’m calling it right now, I don’t care about jinxing because I don’t believe in it, and I’m going to say I told you so to everyone when it happens!!
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

this is so very very cursed so i hope you’re right and will blame you if you’re wrong
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

I accept that
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

you’re right and you should say it!! love an underdog story, and loving the good energy from the centaurs for these past years! still also a boston fan but i’ve been fond of ottawa since rozy got there and i think they deserve the cup this year!
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hollanderdynasty11

LILY NO!!!!!!
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hollanderdynasty11

LILY YES!!!!!!!!!!!!


October 2022
beau @hotelcuckchair

the sexual tension between me and quitting my job. through the roof
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

update: i quit my job (at the coffee shop)
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

as your friend, i’m happy for you! as your roommate, wish i hadn’t heard about this on twitter and would like to sidebar about if rent will be a problem?? i might be able to cover it for a bit but not for long, sorry :/
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hotelcuckchair

oh no, i wouldn’t expect that of you!! i’m not completely impractical - i got a new one!

…
Text Thread: “the rozanovs”
Beau: ok so you know that little coffee shop i’ve been going to for years that is also a bookstore and has readings and events and things??? they hired me!!!
Lily: what??? oh my god, beau, that’s amazing!! i didn’t realize you’d applied to anything new?
Beau: thanks!! and i hadn’t! but i know the owners from going there so often and i was talking to the woman the other day, and she asked if i might consider working there! they were looking for someone to take over some of the duties of managing events and doing the books as well as everyday barista stuff since their adult son used to help out a lot with that stuff but just moved away with his wife, and she knew i studied econ in college and i always come to their readings and events so i’m interested in that, as well as having barista experience, so she just, like…offered me the job???? it’s crazy, i’m still in shock
Em: beau!! that’s so great!! you’ve been going to that place forever, i’m not that shocked, actually!! especially since the one event i went to with you, you helped out with setting up and cleaning up even though it wasn’t at all your job
Ella: that IS so crazy but you’ll be good at it!! sounds like something that’s very up your alley

Ella: proud of you

Ella: you’ve come along way since being a cape summer person
Beau: i know!! it’s kind of perfect, and i wasn’t sure i was going to be able to get something like that with where i’m at, but i didn’t really want to go back to school or know what for, either…i really hope it works out

Beau: not quitting the restaurant yet but…if it does work out, she said they might give me more hours. i could be full-time eventually. with benefits and everything! not some 39 hour bullshit

Beau: fuck, i’m feeling really emotional
Lily: emotional is fine! emotional is good!! we should celebrate!
Beau: you know what i want? let’s go to the next raiders game! we haven’t been in soooooo long!!
Lily: OMG. YES.

Lily: because guess who it’s against???
Ella: geez, lily, the fucking betrayal stings
Lily: the centaurs!!
Beau: haha that’s actually perfect. then we get to see rozy, and ella can text her gf
Ella: she is NOT my girlfriend
Em: yet lol
Beau: the fine print there is getting finer by the day
…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Ella: [Attached picture: TD Garden ice showing the scoreboard during the break between second and third periods, with the Raiders up a point.]

Ella: the centaurs are in boston again, when is it your turn?
Clara: maybe since the centaurs won in the end, you should be visiting ottawa
Ella: that ref call was biased and stupid
Clara: biased?? YOUR team had home ice lol. if anything they’d be biased in your favor
Ella: if you think i’m visiting ottawa you’re crazy
Clara: we’ll see
[Clara calling - Accept?]

[Call ended. Call time: 31 minutes 8 seconds]

November 2022
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: Are you on the phone with Ella…again??
Clara: and what about it?
Georgie: I’m supportive…if this is a regular phone call. But given the fact that you marched across our apartment ten minutes ago, before the call started, to grab an electric drill with more purpose than I’ve ever seen anyone do anything, I think it probably isn’t. Especially as I can now hear that electric drill being run, and nothing being drilled into, while you’re talking in your bullshit voice

Georgie: Furthermore, the fact that you’re still calling her place of work as some kind of weird mating dance even when you can talk to her on her normal phone makes me wonder if you need some kind of psychological help
Clara: i fail to see how any of that is relevant
…
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Hey internet, I think the person I invested twenty years of friendship into might actually be beyond reason or logic at this point. What are my next steps?
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

wish i could offer words of comfort, but all i’ve got is to buckle up and accept the things you can’t control
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hollanderdynasty11

is this about me……
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @rozanov81forever @hollanderdynasty11

if you had to ask, you already know the answer

…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Ella: be honest, are you just a fan of elevator music?

Ella: you must be if you’ll sit and listen to it on hold so often
Clara: maybe i’m growing to like it. i figured out how to dance to it a while back

Clara: and then there are the other attractions of calling
Ella: oh? and those are?
Clara: the post-call survey, of course. i love a survey
Ella: your life must be so boring
Clara: oh yeah? and if i was bored, how exactly would you entertain me?
Ella: i can think of a lot of ways
[Ella calling - Accept?]

[Call rejected.]
Clara: out, sorry. guess i’ll have to hear them some other time
Ella: guess you will

December 2022
Text Thread: “the rozanovs”
Ella: merry christmas everyone

Ella: guess who’s getting married
Em: i know sapphics move fast but this is impressive even for that
Ella: ugh shut the fuck up, no!!

Ella: it’s my dad. my dad is getting married. to a woman’s he’s been dating for six months
Lily: wtf????????
Beau: WHAT!?! wait is this the australian?

Beau: also i saw you literally two hours ago, was this the first thing you heard when stepping out of your car upon arriving there???
Ella: you’ve met my mom, i don’t know why you’re surprised by that

Ella: and yeah, the australian. so he might be moving? i’m not sure
Beau: wait you didn’t even hear it from him??? CATHY told you??
Ella: yep!!
Em: oh ouch. that conversation……doesn’t sound like it would be fun
Ella: nope!!
Em: can i ask……how old is she???
Lily: em, is that seriously your biggest concern right now?
Em: i mean……yeah, maybe
Ella: no yeah it was mine too. i was worried i was going to get a sibling. but, reading between the lines of what my mom’s said and heard, doesn’t sound like she’s that much younger than him
Em: that’s a fucking relief. and very surprising tbh. given…the middle aged man of it all
Ella: i know right
Em: how are you feeling about it??
Ella: fuck if i know

Ella: it was a great welcome home for christmas present, that’s for sure
Beau: fuck…want to turn around and drive right back up? there’s still time to spend christmas with us
Ella: no, i should be here, sorry. gotta see this through
Lily: love you!! sorry you’re dealing with this
Em: what lily said. if you need a rescue or an excuse, we’re just a call and hour and a half drive away
…
A week later, Ella covered her mouth to stifle a yawn, nodding along as she listened to another customer explaining their problem over the phone. It was nearing midnight, and the sun had set almost eight hours ago now, but the calls had only just begun to slow in volume. It hadn’t been the worst day on the phone line, with most people having genuine problems rather than issues that could’ve been solved by charging something properly or due to a gross misunderstanding of the function or limitations of technology.
Still, Ella had already had a long day, having only just driven back up from Christmas on the Cape hours before, with her mother’s many delays and guilt trips having kept her so last minute that she’d barely had time to do anything when arriving back but put her bag down, say a few words hello to Beau, and refill her water bottle before logging on to work. All she wanted to do was collapse. Unfortunately for her, she still had more than six hours to get through before that could happen.
When her latest call ended, she took a deep breath and grabbed her water bottle for one long drink before glancing back at the screen. Only one call in the queue now. Everything slowed down once it approached midnight, since most sane people at that point would save their technology problem for the next day. Ella was glad of it…maybe she’d be able to doze between calls for the next hours.
Sighing, she clicked accept on the only call in the queue, waited the few seconds while the person calling heard the mandated notice that the call was being recorded, then recited her practiced greeting once it connected: “Hello, this is Ella with customer support from HP, who am I speaking to?”
“Hello, I need your help,” came the familiar frustrated voice down the line.
“Clara,” Ella blurted out, startled out of her usual routine and response, and sitting up in her chair.
When ten had ticked by, then eleven, she had figured that today wasn’t going to be one of the days that Clara called, since she usually called on the earlier side, having a normal schedule and work to get up to in the mornings. Ella had been disappointed, as something deep down in her had been desperate to talk to Clara after the week she’d had, someone who could clear away the clouds like few others. And here she was, at 11:58pm, if Ella’s computer time was right, with what sounded like genuine frustration in her voice, as if, for once, she really had a problem. Maybe something in the universe had noticed Ella’s need and made it happen by sheer force of will.
“Ella,” Clara returned with emphasis, and oh, yes, that was genuine annoyance in her voice, though not, Ella thought, directed at her. Still, perhaps she’d been Pavlov’d into hearing the tone and immediately perking up in interest, because that’s exactly what she did, her bone-deep weariness melting away.
“Whatever the problem is, I’d be happy to help,” Ella replied smoothly, smiling to herself and leaning back in her chair, feeling suddenly like the cat that got the cream. She waited for the response, wondering if it would be different this time, or—
“My printer will not turn on,” Clara said, the irritation in her voice palpable and different than usual, even if the phrase was more familiar than the back of Ella’s hand at that point. “And I need to use it. Now.”
There was something particular about her tone that made Ella pause and furrow her brow. Something about the way the accent fell onto the words, the way she sounded just a bit more French than usual, each vowel and consonant slippery, blending the slightest amount at the edges into its neighbors, leaning on them and supporting their weight. Suddenly, Ella’s eyes widened and she had to bite her lip to keep herself from laughing out loud. Clara was tipsy. Clara had called her at work while tipsy.
“Okay,” Ella replied, and she knew that the laugh in her voice wasn’t subtle, knew Clara could hear it from the loud and annoyed huff she let out after the word. “Is it plugged in?”
“It doesn’t—you know what, yes,” Clara replied, sounding whinier than ever. “Yes, it is plugged in, yes, I have pressed the on button, and yes, it does have everything else it needs. It just will not turn on. So you need to help me fix it.”
Ella couldn’t help it, the laugh that she’d been holding back bubbled out of her lips and into the air. For once, it wasn’t a loss, because Clara was clearly not even pretending this to get Ella riled. It was real, and she was adorable. Clara huffed louder, making her discontent known.
“It’s not funny,” she said. “I just got home and I need this to turn on. I wouldn’t have come home if I didn’t need to print something right now. I would still be out there, in a lesbian bar with my best friend wingmanning me, if I hadn’t been thinking about this stupid printer and how it refuses to work for me when I need it to.”
Ella thought the metaphor might be breaking down, but she couldn’t really blame Clara for not being able to hold it as steady after a drink or two. And, anyway, she thought she got the gist. Or, at least, she was really hoping what she was translating Clara’s poorly-constructed metaphor into was right. She was pretty sure that she was at least partially the printer in this scenario.
“Our company is very sorry that our printers are causing you to lose opportunities,” she said after collecting herself into faux-professionalism. “We hope you won’t turn to competitors.”
“I would, but their customer service isn’t nearly as good as yours,” Clara said, still sounding slightly annoyed, but less keyed-up as she had been before. “Though, if you don’t stop laughing and me and start helping me soon, I might have to take matters into my own hands.”
There was something in that voice, something in the slightly lowered octave, a promise that made Ella perk up even further, her urge to laugh ceasing and replaced with a curiosity that made her want to lean in, play the game just to see where it might lead. 
“Okay, okay,” Ella said, her voice teasing but trying to placate Clara all the same. “Take a deep breath. I can only help if you help me understand what’s going on.”
Surprisingly, she heard Clara actually take a breath on the other end, which made Ella think all sorts of things she probably shouldn’t.
“What’s going on is that I’m frustrated,” Clara said finally, the sense of urgency leaving her voice. “I used this two days ago, I plugged it in, nothing wrong with it, no issues. Now, it won’t turn on. Now, tonight, when I need it.”
Her voice had lowered an octave, and, as she continued, Ella felt the hair on the back of her neck rise, felt goosebumps appear on her arms. It was cold in the apartment, and that was all it was, she told herself. And yet, if she really thought that, she wouldn’t have hesitated a split second before asking her next questions, before continuing on, reckless, anyway, and the questions wouldn’t have come out as they had, low and intimate. If she’d really thought that, she wouldn’t have glanced at the red square on her computer that announced that the call was—theoretically—being recorded.
“Why do you need it now?” she asked. “Why tonight?”
Clara let out a little wry little laugh. “Because I had a drink and a half,” she said, her voice lowering. “And I kept thinking. I kept thinking about coming back here. About using it. About calling you, if it worked. About calling you, if it didn’t. About how it wouldn’t be enough, even if it did, not without you to hear it, too. So I need it now, because I can’t stop thinking about it.”
Ella’s skin went hot as quickly as it had pebbled with goosebumps before, and she was suddenly far more aware of her body than she had been a moment earlier. The way the fabric of her clothes dragged across her skin, the way the inseam of her jeans pressed into her. She shifted slightly in her seat.
“Are we still talking about your printer, here?” she asked, a smile curving her lips even as her pulse raced, her head filled with static.
“Of course, what else would I be talking about?” Clara replied, her voice smooth and innocent, the urgency of before taken completely out of it and replaced with the devious streak Ella knew well from her phone calls before. The one that already made Ella’s blood pump hot through her veins, even without this added layer.
“Just checking,” Ella said, a note of teasing in her voice. “This customer service line only works for HP products, you know.”
There was a pause, and Ella’s heart sank, wondering whether she’d misjudged. Then, Clara responded, her voice still honey smooth, but there was something careful in it, checking.
“I know,” she said. “But, if you want me to hang up, I can. I can fix the problem myself, I’m sure.”
“No!” Ella replied before Clara could get out a word further. “No, you don’t have to hang up. I can help.”
Her voice came out too eager. Her heart pounded in the silence, each beat telling her how stupid she was being. She knew that if she even intimated that Clara should hang up, she would do it in an instant. Ella should do that. She should tell Clara to hang up, take her fifteen minute break, and call Clara back on her cell phone, finish this there. She could do it, and do it easily. The problem was, she really didn’t want to.
When she focused, there was the sound of gentle breath in her ear, and the part of her mind that had already thought up a hundred ways to get Clara breathing hard in her ear was screaming in frustration to disregard the little red square recording icon on the screen and all it implied. It reminded her that Clara had been calling for months, with an air of familiarity permuting their conversations that couldn’t be denied, often devolving into topics far outside the scope of her work without pretense. Ella had decided that she liked the calls more than she worried about the slight risk of being scolded over them almost a year ago—she could’ve messaged Clara to tell her to stop if she’d been worried, but she’d decided not to. And by then, if anyone was truly listening, they would’ve reprimanded her. If they listened to this call, they’d already have heard enough to know that someone Ella knew was calling her for social reasons, and that she was entertaining it. So, in for a penny…
“Well,” Ella said, swallowing and shifting in her seat so she was sitting up slightly straighter, so that the inseam of her jeans pressed into her just a little bit more, her mind fully made up, now just trying to keep the thoughts in her head in order enough to form a coherent response. “You could try holding down on the power button for ten seconds. It should reset.”
“Hm,” Clara returned, her voice low and just the slightest bit breathy. “Constant pressure?”
“Yeah,” Ella got out, clearing her throat. Her skin was hot, but a shiver went through her nonetheless. “Doesn’t work for everything, but for…for machines, it often does.”
“Uh-huh,” Clara said, a note of amusement in her voice. “So, for something other than a machine, you’d advise a more intermittent approach?”
Ella’s mouth was dry, and she swallowed before replying “Maybe,” she said. “I guess it would depend. You’d have to learn what works for whatever you’re working with. See how it responds to different techniques, different touch.”
“Hm,” Clara replied, a satisfied little musical hum in her voice. “I think I’m a pretty good learner. Are you?”
“I’ve been told that I’m the best,” Ella replied, unable to stop her voice from lowering an octave at the sound of fabric rustling on the other end of the phone, and the images it brought to her mind.
“Of course you are,” Clara said. The annoyance in her voice was accompanied by an unmistakable heat, and Ella wondered whether she’d given up on whatever she’d been trying to use to aid her. “You just need to turn everything into a competition, non?”
“Only trying to do my job the best I can,” Ella replied smoothly, staring into the accusing red recording icon glaring at her from her computer, trying not to think about how all it did at this point was make the whole thing a hundred times hotter—how Clara must feel it too, or she wouldn’t have called this way—so that she didn’t spontaneously combust right there. “It’s all about customer satisfaction.”
“Well, I’ll only be satisfied if you actually gave me the right instructions so that this stupid thing—oh, there!” Clara’s tone changed to triumph in the middle of her sentence. There was the faint sound of a slight hum starting up. “It turned on.”
“Good,” Ella replied, her mouth suddenly very dry again at the sound that was coming over the line, which was as far from a printer as a machine noise could be. She’d heard every printer noise known to man over the course of the last two years she’d worked on this line, and this low buzz was of another class entirely. “I’m glad to have helped.”
Clara let out a sound that was a mix of a hum and a sigh. “Very good,” she said, her voice just slightly higher than it had been before. Then, in a voice that was nearly a whisper: “Thank you.”
Ella wasn’t entirely sure that her brain contained anything more than a series of error noises after hearing those two words leave Clara’s lips in that tone. She also wanted to get on her knees and pray to every deity that had ever existed that she would one day be able to see the look on Clara’s face as she made the sound that next came out of her mouth.
“You should probably stay on the line with me on until it prints,” Ella said, begging silently that Clara would. “Just in case you have any other issues.”
If Clara hung up, Ella would probably just die right there and then, and it wouldn’t be dying happy. No, dying happy was probably what was happening currently, as she strained to hear every little noise on the other end of the line and her heart pounded so hard it might just fail at any moment.
“Yes, good idea,” Clara said, voice just as breathy as it had been moments before. “You’re very good at your job, you know. Very competent. Very knowledgeable. Very—ah!—helpful.”
Ella’s cheeks flushed red at the praise, and she let out a shaky breath, shifting in her seat slightly. “Glad to be of service,” she said.
Clara let out a laugh that was cut off with a little gasp as the hum increased in volume, and Ella wondered if this was heaven or hell. Was she being tortured? It felt a bit like it. Her hands clenched and unclenched from the armrests of her chair, but she was barely conscious of it. The cold air of the apartment felt warm, as her entire body was overcome with a heat that had nothing to do with the feeble radiator in the corner.
“You really are, aren’t you?” Clara asked, continuing the conversation with a level of coherence even now that Ella found both mind boggling and, unfortunately, incredibly hot. “You say you don’t like customer service, and yet you secretly love to helpful, love to be good, love to be able to give what people need?”
Ella closed her eyes when she heard the sharp inhale the statement ended on, as if doing so would keep it in her mind longer, let it melt on her tongue and go into her bloodstream.
“Maybe it depends on the customer,” Ella said, and she knew she sounded wrecked. “I have my favorites. For them, maybe, I’d be anything they need. They’d just need to ask.”
“Am I one of your favorites?” Clara asked, voice nearly a whisper again.
“You are,” Ella breathed back, her whole body aching, screaming for something, but she just sat there, just listened to the pitch of Clara’s breaths becoming higher. The sounds were sweeter than anything she could imagine, and she wanted to memorize them, not be distracted by anything else—by her own body. She would be Clara’s captive audience for however long she wanted her.
“So you’ll give me anything I need?” Clara asked, breathless, a strain in her voice, as if she was teetering on the edge of something.
“Anything,” Ella said. “What do you need, Clara?”
“Mon dieu,” Clara said. “You. Just you.”
“Then you have me,” Ella said, barely registering the words and their truth as she blurted them out, not caring about anything else other than giving Clara what she wanted, what she needed, what they both did. “I’m yours.”
The sound that came next was something out of a dream, a gasp that almost sounded like Ella’s name, melting into a moan that echoed in her mind longer than it did in her ears. Ella groaned under her breath, too, just to hear it. It dissolved quickly into breaths, quiet but fast into her ears, and Ella wondered if she was dreaming, if she’d fallen asleep at her desk and would be woken by the next caller, jolted out of this utopia. She prayed that if she was, they would at least have the decency to wait until this was over to rouse her.
After a only few more moments of bliss, Clara’s breaths slowed, and, finally, the humming noise ceased so that quiet unfolded before them. It was a comfortable quiet, though, both just sharing breath through the phone line, like the kind shared in a kiss that two people were too overcome to do properly, the kind that eventually fell into them just breathing into one another’s mouths, helpless and desperate. Or maybe it was like the steadying breath shared with the rise and fall of two people’s chests pressed horizontally together, each movement of one set of lungs pushing the other’s body out and pulling them back like the tide, in and out, always together.
Ella, suddenly, needed that image in her head to unfold in real life, more than she ever had before. She needed to see Clara, pillowed on her chest, skin bare and expansive for her to trace her fingers across, finding every stretch mark and scar and secret. She wanted to see her fall over the edge and come back from it, as her breaths slowed again and the sheen of sweat on her dark skin dried, as her eyes focused back onto Ella’s face. She wanted to see her hair fan out over Ella’s pillow if she kept it loose, or watch as her clever fingers fixed it into a bun if that’s what she did beforehand, heart thrumming with anticipation and knowing what would soon come. Most of all, Ella just needed Clara there, next to her, warmth of her skin against Ella’s own, for however long Clara wanted to stay. Dangerous thoughts. And yet, Ella had promised dangerous things already. Yours, she’d said.
Ella cleared her throat, finally, and asked: “Good?”
Clara let out a low, tired hum. “Good,” she affirmed. “Thank you for your help. I needed it.”
“Of course,” Ella said. Then, to add some lightness, bring them back to that joking place they’d been before, the cover story that neither had properly said a word to deny, even if both knew with perfect clarify what the real truth was: “I’m sorry that you had to leave a bar all because of your printer. Seems like it shouldn’t be interfering with your life like that.”
There was a pause. “I’m not sorry,” Clara finally responded, her voice far too sincere. “If you meant what you said, that you’ll be here to help?”
Ella swallowed, then nodded, though she knew Clara couldn’t see her. Her brain was still fuzzy, skin still hot. She couldn’t think clearly still, not with Clara’s voice low in her ear.
“I meant it,” Ella said, helpless again against honesty in this moment.
“Good,” Clara replied. There was a pause. “I think I’m going to go to bed now. Suddenly tired, who can guess why?”
Ella huffed out a laugh. “Goodnight,” she said. “Sleep well.”
“Have a good rest of your night, Ella,” Clara said, smooth and intimate. Then, the call cut off, and a deeper silence settled over Ella than before.
Ella took a deep breath, and let it out slowly, rubbing her hands along her thighs, up and down, as if to convince herself she was still real, not in a dream. Then, she leaned forward and opened her chat with her coworker, Lorna. Going on break, she typed, then sent the message. Lorna quickly reacted with a thumbs up, and Ella let out a quick breath of relief before switching her status on her computer to away and removing her headphones. What happened next wasn’t going to be recorded.
When Ella collapsed back into her chair fifteen minutes later, her cheeks flushed, she realized that yes, just as she’d hoped, Clara really had managed to make her whole day better.
…
Text Thread: “the rozanovs”
Ella: so what does it mean when you’ve been messaging someone for years and ragebaiting each other over twitter and recently sometimes calling and then have plausible deniability phone sex?
Em: lot to unpack there

Em: first ☝️ i have an important clarifying question

Em: what in the WORLD could you POSSIBLY mean by “PLAUSIBLE DENIABILITY PHONE SEX”?!???!!
Lily: yeah i’d also like that clarified

Lily: but congrats??? i guess??
Ella: ……don’t even worry about it
Em: no bc i’m actually SO worried about it
…
Direct Messages: Georgie & hockey addicts anonymous 
hockey addicts anonymous: hey, so em asked me to DM you (because we have rapport) to ask what the phrase “plausible deniability phone sex” means to you?
Georgie: Um………pardon??
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: Can you explain to me why Lily (of the Boston Rozanovs) just DM-ed me asking me what “plausible deniability phone sex” means to me?

Georgie: What the fuck did you do last night after leaving early from the bar??
Clara: what are you, a cop?
…
Text Thread: Ella & Beau
Beau: so, how does one have phone sex over a hp customer service line, anyway?

Beau: is it like…..ohhhh, plug it back in again, slowly this time?
Ella: no comment

Ella: also how did you figure out that’s what i meant??
Beau: ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME AFKDSALDFADOJSFJL I WAS JOKING

Beau: you’re crazy for this i swear to goddddd

Beau: the fact that you had PHONE SEX over a WORK PHONE LINE only AFTER you started calling her regularly on your actual cell phone

Beau: i hope you know that you’re all i want to be when i grow up
Ella: for the record, i didn’t start it
Beau: oh my god i am OBSESSED
…
beau @hotelcuckchair

@dagenaisforprimeminister i swear fealty to you and all of your descendants 🫡
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

ok 👍
EM @masshole21

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair

someone please explain to me what the FUCK is going on?!!!?!!?
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @masshole21 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair

Honestly…I’ve decided I already know too much, and am gonna leave it at that
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @masshole21 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair

this has been my approach for years
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hollanderdynasty11 @masshole21 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair

that’s why you’re my favorite
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @hollanderdynasty11 @masshole21 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair

HEY!!!
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @rozanov81forever @hollanderdynasty11 @masshole21 @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair

i guess that’s fair. lily’s my favorite, too

…
Text Thread: Shane & Ilya
Shane: Are you actually still on Twitter?? It took me a minute to realize that’s what your phone screen was showing when I passed.
Ilya: Shut up, my favorite show is on. Something is happening and I am trying to figure out what
Shane: Oh my god.

Shane: Is this about the hockey lesbians again?
Ilya: One is bisexual, and yes. I need these angry women to kiss
Shane: I know I fed into this, but I’m worried that this could be considered stalker behavior at this point.
Ilya: No, it is called “parasocial relationship”. Twitter taught me
Shane: I’m about to get in the shower.
Ilya: Okay??
Shane: Do you want to come fuck me in it or would you rather stay on Twitter all day thinking about someone else’s sex life?
Ilya: Comign
Shane: Well, hopefully not that fast.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    *Clara and Ella end the HP customer service call where they had phone sex*
Ilya, waking up in a cold sweat next to Shane, miles away: Something just happened

Just say no to writing fanfic, kids. If you don’t, one day, in your late twenties, you might find yourself trying to figure out how to write phone sex over a HP customer service line. And by then, it will be too late.


  


      

  












      Chapter 14: pov: what if they kissed at the bottom of the boston city hall plaza cop slide
  



    Chapter Notes

      Hehehehehehehe 🤭 What IF they KISSED at the BOTTOM of the BOSTON CITY HALL PLAZA COP SLIDE?? What then………… 😝
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  January 2023
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

crazy that i have two tickets to the raiders vs. centaurs game in boston in a week and none of my friends are free. what, am i supposed to go alone to watch yuri on ice??
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

LMAO who could this be for?? 👀
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

you have issues. just ask her to visit you like a regular person
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

@dagenaisforprimeminister my friend is incapable of using her words, so just letting you know that this is for you

…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Clara: so…how will you make it worth my while if i come down?
Ella: the hockey game isn’t enough? wow. i guess you’re not as loyal to your team as i thought
Clara: i can see the centaurs play in ottawa anytime. going to need more than that
Ella: well…what do you want?
Clara: oh, i forgot, you’ll give me anything i need 😇
Ella: fuck off
Clara: i’ll think about it
Ella: fucking off or coming to visit?
Clara: both
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: Oh my god. Did you see the video from Bood??? I can’t BELIEVE Shane actually went down the slide UNSCATHED!!! I mean, I can, but WOW!!! Forever our captain, Shane Hollander. The man that you are!!!
Clara: as jj said, always has been, always will be the fucking best

Clara: you know……it really looked easy when he did it
Georgie: Yeah, that’s because he’s Shane fucking Hollander

Georgie: Lavoie, I know exactly what you’re thinking
Clara: and?? tell me it’s dumb
Georgie: It’s dumb
Clara: tell me i shouldn’t do it
Georgie: ………………

Georgie: I won’t do that, but only because I have ulterior motives. And if the slide is going to make you and Ella meet, that’s a cost I’m willing to have you bear

Georgie: How long is the drive?
Clara: i’m going to look it up now
…
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

ugh now that hollzy has gone on the slide i really really feel like i need to. why must boston have cool things sometimes
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

why does ottawa suck so much all the time? questions that the universe may never answer
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister

eat shit and die. i’m never visiting
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26

She’s looking up drive time as we speak
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26

pov what if they kissed at the bottom of the boston city hall plaza cop slide 👉👈
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26

be the hollanov you want to see in the world kids

…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Ella: soooooo? what’s the drive time
Clara: seven hours

Clara: and i’m getting in the car now, so you better not have been joking about those tickets

Clara: and just so you know, if i’m driving almost seven hours to boston, i don’t want to dance around this anymore. you better be ready to put your money where your mouth has been all these years
Ella: i’ll do my best

Ella: [Location pin]

Ella: my address. meet me here and we can go to the game together
Clara: see you soon
…
“This is all very refreshing, you know,” Beau said from a chair in his and Ella’s apartment, sitting cross-legged and eating from a bowl of grapes as he watched her run around like a chicken with her head cut off, cleaning frantically. “Like, you’re not immune. You’re a person like the rest of us, made stupid with love.”
“Shut up, you’ve been going to too many romance book readings,” Ella replied, raising a middle finger to him behind her back from where she was bent over their couch, fishing around in the cushions and pulling out stray coins and bits of things that had ended up in there over the years. “Why the fuck is there a condom wrapper in here, Beau? Ew, we said no sex on communal furniture!”
Beau dodged the condom wrapper that was thrown at him, but leaned over to see where it had fallen onto the floor. He snorted.
“And I have followed that rule,” he said. “But it looks like you haven’t, given that that’s a novelty astrology condom wrapper. Which one of us is fucking gay women, again, you or me?”
Ella immediately turned to pick it up, and winced.
“Oops,” she said. “Sorry. That must’ve been from the girl I met at that sapphic speed dating event I went to last year. If it makes you feel better, I think we moved to my bedroom pretty quickly, it just started on the couch.”
Beau rolled his eyes. “Whatever,” he said. “We got the couch on Craiglist, I’m sure it’s seen worse before us anyway. Just throw that away before Clara sees it and it makes her not want to connect your Co-Stars. Which you obviously can’t get to second base without.”
He waggled his eyebrows, and Ella snorted, tossing the condom wrapper into the trash bag she had next to her, though she didn’t disagree. Beau had heard her complain enough times about the fact that knowing about astrology seemed to be just as important as having a strapon for sapphic dating these days to know that he was spot on with the joke. Ella was not in laugh-at-Beau’s-jokes mode at the moment, however. She was firmly in stress-clean-before-the-person-I’ve-been-obsessed-with-for-years-comes-over mode instead. Which was entertaining enough for Beau that he didn’t even care about not having his very apt joke laughed at.
But clearly Ella wasn’t going to initiate further conversation, so Beau got another idea and grabbed for her phone from where it sat on the coffee table, unlocking it quickly with her code. He’d known it for years, and she his, from their years of working in coffee shops and restaurants with each other, where they’d gotten into the habit of checking one another’s phones when the other had their hands full, and reading out messages to each other. Occasionally, they’d encountered sexts, and reading them aloud to the other become a performance that made both laugh until they cried. Somehow, though, Beau didn’t think Ella would take as kindly to him reading anything personal from Clara than any of the others before her, so he avoided Ella’s messages and went to her contacts instead.
“Do you have Georgie’s number, or just Clara’s?” he asked, preoccupied with his task as he searched up Clara’s name.
“What?” Ella asked, turning to look at him, spotting him on her phone, and immediately lunging. “Hey, stay away from my messages!”
Beau instinctively turned away from her to shield the phone as he texted himself Clara’s number and smirked, instinct confirmed. “I’m not looking in your messages, I’m in your contacts,” he said. “Do you have Georgie’s contact or not?”
“Not,” Ella said, grabbing the phone from him and shoving it into her back pocket. “Remind me to change my passcode.”
“Why would I remind you to do something that makes it harder for me to be nosy?” Beau asked, raising his eyebrows and grinning as he picked up his own phone again. “And I told you, I didn’t look at your messages. You can keep whatever weird printer-related sexts you send to Clara to yourself.”
He opened his DMs with Georgie and typed out a message asking her for her number, then glanced back up to see the back of Ella’s neck flushed as she stood and walked around the couch to the kitchen, picking up a rough sponge and beginning to attack the sink with far too much aggression.
“You wouldn’t see anything anyway,” she mumbled, just loud enough for Beau to hear.
Beau let out a loud laugh, throwing his head back. “You’ll have phone sex over your work line, but you draw the line at sexting?” he asked, disbelieving and thoroughly entertained. “What, are you trying to save some mystery for your first time? That’s so sweet.”
“Fuck off,” was all Ella had as a retort, and Bea grinned, turning back to find Georgie’s reply.
…
New Text Thread
[Beau added Lily, Em, Ella, Clara, & Georgie to the conversation.]

[Beau named the conversation “boston cop slide polycule”.]
Beau: new group chat just dropped bc it seems our worlds are finally colliding, at least partially
Em: good idea!
Lily: like the group chat idea! absolutely not with the name
[Lily removed the name from the conversation.]
Georgie: Ooooo yes I love this idea! Hi everybody! This is Georgie
[Georgie named the conversation “unlikely comrades in arms”.]
Lily: hi georgie! thanks for naming this something sane before beau takes over. now, if there was only a way to lock it…
Beau: i’ll leave it (for now) just bc georgie named it and i respect her
Em: hate the implications of that for lily. beau, you’re sooooo cancelled. notes app apology immediately or i’m taking to the internet and as soon as i say you’re a cis white man they’ll start hunting you for sport
Beau: oh shit no that’s not how i meant it!!!! please don’t set the hounds on me!!!!
Georgie: Hahahahhahahaha this is more or less what I thought being in a group chat with you all would be like
Clara: ugh of course it’s this group blowing up my phone while i’m at customs

Clara: not even in boston yet and the bostonians are already making me regret it
…
Text Thread: “the rozanovs”
Ella: i swear to god if you ruin this for me i will kill all of you in cold blood
Em: haha excited for your dateeeeeee???
Ella: 🖕
…
Despite all she’d said, the first time Clara even vaguely considered regretting driving to Boston on a whim was when she had to find a parking spot. She had to circle the block several times, and, despite her car’s small size, had to also make several adjustments in the process of parallel parking, which got her honked by several cars and one middle finger. Clara rolled her eyes, considered telling the person with their finger sticking out of their window to go be mad about something that actually mattered, and decided against it. Then, despite herself, she smiled. She’d made enough jokes over the years about Ella exemplifying Boston, but she’d never been to the city herself, only known its reputation. Now, she was there, and though she hadn’t even seen Ella yet, she already felt her all around.
The second time she considered regretting being there was a few short minutes later, standing outside the brick building that Ella had given her the address to, looking up at the windows reflecting cold, late-afternoon sunlight, feeling suddenly that everything was far too real. She wouldn’t be ridiculous enough to believe it had moved to quickly—not when they’d spent years messaging, and had been speaking on the phone, in one way or another, for another year—but a little, scared voice in the back of her head said it anyway, regardless of the lack of logic there. The larger part of her, the one that had suffered through customs and tolls and an increasingly aching butt for the past seven hours, told her to get over herself. So, with some trepidation, she pulled out her phone and shot off a text.
Clara: i’m here

She didn’t get a reply, and glanced back up to the windows above, the stairs that led to the door, then around herself, hoping no one was looking at her and wondering why she was loitering on the sidewalk staring at a random building as if it held the answers of the universe within. She experienced a period of 30-second panic, wondering if this was all some big elaborate prank to get her down to Boston so that she could be humiliated as a Metros and Centaurs fan in person. Then, the front door of the building opened. Clara’s chin lifted in instinct to look up the stairs at the woman who stepped out, and their eyes locked as soon as Ella looked down to the sidewalk to find her.
Clara couldn’t help staring. She couldn’t be blamed for it, nor the way that her breath caught in her throat for a moment. Because Ella was real, standing there, paused on the top step and looking down at her, her breath visible in the air in small clouds of mist that disappeared almost as soon as they formed, proving her status as a true, living, breathing person. Not someone Clara had made up on the internet, not just a voice in her ear, not even just pictures in a social media profile that could belong to anyone. Here she was, all those parts together, standing in front of the building she took Clara’s calls from, wearing an extremely soft-looking green hoodie over a pair of jeans, a black brace standing out over her right knee, her cheeks rosy from cold and freckles standing out even from a distance, brown hair thick and loose and giving off just the hint of a cooper glint in the sun.
Clara was at the same time very glad that she had just gotten the prescription in her glasses updated so that she could see to that level of detail, and also hit with a sudden wave of embarrassment when she remembered she’d worn them instead of her contacts just to see if Ella actually liked them, the way Clara thought she might given what she’d implied over the phone and via text. Then, an even greater wave of embarrassment hit her over the fact that she’d just been standing there, staring up at Ella for god knew how long now. Then again, Ella hadn’t said anything either, just stood still and stared down at her with lips slightly parted and eyes wide, as far removed from her usual snarky demeanor as was possible, as if Clara’s sudden presence in her world had shaken her just as much as it had shaken Clara to step into it. This fact gave Clara the confidence to hoist her bag more securely over her shoulder and mount the steps.
“Hello,” Clara said as she reached the top one, standing a few feet away from Ella and letting a smile steal onto her lips as her eyes flitted across the other woman’s face, taking in her brown eyes, the shape of her thick eyebrows that made even a neutral expression look slightly challenging, the freckles that dotted across her entire face and down her neck, and her lips, dusky rose in color and just slightly chapped. Clara didn’t let herself linger long on them, but didn’t snap her eyes away immediately either, since she didn’t feel guilty in the slightest. Instead, she dragged her eyes up slowly to meet Ella’s gaze again, and, noticing that she’d tracked Clara’s look, smiled wider and stuck her hand out between them.
“I’m Clara,” she said, a teasing lilt in her French-accented voice. “It’s nice to meet you. I’ve come to invade your city and watch as your hockey team gets humiliated by mine.”
That broke Ella out of her frozen state, and Clara got to enjoy—in person this time—the way her eyebrows pinched and she rolled her eyes exaggeratedly as her lips formed a scowl. And yet, she grasped Clara’s hand back, her fingers warm and grip sure, and shook it.
“Hi, I’m Ella,” she said. “And you fucking wish.”
It was Clara who started laughing first, hand still tight in Ella’s, giggles shaking her body as she stood there, looking into Ella’s glare that was apparently supposed to intimidate her. Soon enough, as the laughter bubbled out of Clara’s mouth, it seemed to shatter something in Ella’s glare, and a smile broke across her face, too, a laugh leaving her own lips. They didn’t release one another’s hands until Clara stepped forward and wrapped her arms around Ella’s waist, pulling her down into a hug—because, yes, she was a few inches taller, and yes, Clara knew that Ella would be insufferable about it later, but right then, it didn’t matter. All that mattered was how Ella’s arms rose to embrace Clara back, wrapping around her shoulders to pull her tight, and how the height difference meant that they fit together perfectly, bodies flush as their curves filled in the gaps of the other’s. And maybe, just maybe, there had been nothing to be nervous about after all.
“Come upstairs?” Ella said when they’d finally pulled back, cheeks still flushed and smile still on her lips. “We have more than an hour before the game still. You can put your stuff down and we can eat, if you’re hungry.”
Clara smiled, big and toothy. “Starving,” she said, and followed Ella up the stairs.
…
“I’m just saying that, you know, the Centaurs took Roz,” Ella said hours later, as the two walked out of T.D. Garden into the cold night air outside, alongside the crowd of other grumbling Bostonians leaving the arena. “If that inspires the Raiders to foul them a little more, that’s less part of the game and more a matter of city pride. Penalties time shouldn’t apply. And, if Vetrov hadn’t been in the box, the Raiders would’ve won. So, really—”
“Bla bla bla, I’m a sore loser, bla bla,” Clara interrupted her, the small, satisfied smirk that had been growing on her face for the last twenty minutes of the game, when it became increasingly clear that the Raiders wouldn’t be evening the score, still securely fixed there. “Did I get it right?”
Ella scoffed. “You’re so lucky I didn’t leave you to the wolves,” she blustered. “I could’ve done it, you know. You’ve got a lot of nerve showing up to T.D. Garden in a Centaurs jersey. You should be thanking me for my protection, and instead—”
“Instead,” Clara said, turning around to walk backwards so that she could face Ella, the smile on her face growing into a cheshire grin. “I do exactly what I told you I would when I got here. And enjoy every bit of it, as I deserve.”
Ella narrowed her eyes at her, and Clara laughed, turning to rejoin her and skipping a little as she did so, but slowing to match Ella’s pace without needing to be asked, which Ella felt an unwilling rush of gratitude for. The cold winter air plus the unfortunate combination of stubbornness and a broken escalator the previous week meant that it hadn’t been a good few days for her knee. 
The fact that she’d worn a brace was a testament to how much she needed it and Beau’s convincing pragmatism earlier that day as he’d fixed her with a knowing look and told her: “You don’t want Clara to see the brace, but I’m also pretty sure you don’t want her to see you limp, either. I’m not going to waste my breath telling you that it’s alright either way, because you’ve heard me say it a hundred times, I’m just asking which you hate more.” 
Clara, of course, hadn’t blinked an eye at it, because she was evidently far too good a person for Ella, despite the current fit of egotism she was enjoying at her expense. Ella turned to look at Clara for a second, studying her expression, then let out a huff of air that was part humor, part frustration, before facing forward again.
“You’re giddy,” she accused. “This isn’t even about hockey anymore, you’re just getting off on beating me in my own city.”
Clara laughed. “Of course I am,” she said. “That’s the whole point, isn’t it?”
Ella rolled her eyes and grumbled: “Calling me a sore loser, but you’re a sore winner.”
Clara shrugged her shoulders unashamedly, and Ella still caught the wide smile in the corner of her eye, enough to tell her that it hadn’t dimmed in the slightest.
“At least our next stop will teach you some humility,” Ella said, shaking her head slightly and snorting.
Clara let out another victorious laugh and bumped Ella’s shoulder lightly with hers, the contact sending a startled cascade of what felt like static electricity down Ella’s arm. When she looked over, Clara’s dark brown eyes were sparkling behind her glasses, cheeks round with the smile that tugged on her full lips. Even her hair, which she now wore as a mass of tight curls that fanned out in a mane to frame her face and just brushed her shoulders, seemed to crackle with electric energy.
“Or maybe it will just boost my ego more,” she said, mischief and teasing dripping from every syllable. “We’ll just have to see, won’t we?”
Staring for just a split-second too long, it was only Clara’s hand shooting out to tug at Ella’s forearm just in time that prevented her from walking head-first into a light pole. Clara didn’t fully stop laughing for another ten minutes, when they’d reached their destination.
The Boston City Hall Plaza was illuminated by the light of the lamps that dotted the brick walkways, as well as the streetlights of the adjoining streets, along with the alternating head and tail lights of cars that slid past. And, towards the side that was bordered by Congress St, there was the pièce de résistance: the sixteen-foot beast that was the cop slide, surrounded by other play structures which seemed to try to back up the Boston City Twitter’s feeble insistence that the gargantuan monster was, in fact, meant for children.
Staring up at it, Clara tilted her head slightly to the left like a cat, as if surveying it from a different angle would help her understand how to properly approach it. Beside her, it was Ella’s turn to be smiling smugly, arms crossed across her chest.
“I think I see now why so many people have gotten injured on this,” Clara said, almost thoughtfully. “Though I don’t really understand why it would be better for children?”
Ella laughed and shrugged her shoulders. “Beats me,” she said. “Any reason why you’re delaying?”
That pulled Clara’s attention away from the slide, as she turned with a huff and a glare to face Ella again, one eyebrow raised in challenge. “You think I’m scared,” she said, an accusing note in her voice. “I am not scared.”
Ella just smiled. “Okay,” she said. “So what are you waiting for, then?”
Clara narrowed her eyes at her, and they just stared at one another for a moment, gazes locked in stalemate. Then, Clara set her jaw in a stubborn expression, and she removed her glasses, holding them out to Ella with an air of challenge.
“Hold these for me,” she said. “I don’t want to get them fucked up on there.”
Ella smiled, taking hold of them and sliding them into her sweatshirt pocket for safekeeping before giving Clara a mocking salute.
“Anything for you,” Ella said, a sarcastic lilt to the syllables, but Clara’s eyes gleamed at the words nevertheless.
“Oh, I know,” she replied, giving Ella a wink with her chin jutted arrogantly before she turned on her heel and headed straight for the jungle gym to climb to the slide, hair bouncing.
Ella rolled her eyes, willing the blood flooding to her cheeks to go away. She certainly hadn’t anticipated how those words on that call, that moment where she’d whispered that she’d give Clara anything she needed, would be coming back to haunt her when she’d said it. Her brain hadn’t really been working at full capacity in the moment. The worst part, maybe, was that it should’ve be easy for her to retort back, easy for her to find something Clara had said on that call that she could reply with, make her flush in return—after all, it had been Clara who had called Ella in the middle of the night on a customer service line, sexually frustrated to the point of desperation, and then moaned down the line as she came. Somehow, though, every time Ella replayed it in her head, all attempts to find ammunition for teasing was drowned out by the horny static filling her brain.
“I think this is all a ruse,” came a deadpanned voice to break Ella out of her heated recollections, issuing from the blue and orange structure that led to the slide. “I don’t believe that dozens of gigantic hockey players made it up this to the slide at all.”
Ella let out a loud laugh, startled by the echo of what she’d thought every time she herself had gone up to the slide. No one told you that the jungle gym was perhaps the worst part. Clara, who Ella couldn’t see anymore from where she stood, made an angry shushing noise, which only made Ella laugh louder.
“What, you think the people at City Hall will come out and arrest us or something?” Ella called up when she’d finished laughing.
“They tweet like they would like to, at least,” Clara called down to her in a more measured volume, her voice coming from higher up now, telling Ella that she was probably already near the top, if not at it. Confirming Ella’s guess, Clara let out a snort of laughter, and commented: “I can see what they meant about graffiti being traced back to certain players.”
Ella laughed, too. “Oh, yeah,” she said. “It’s not subtle.”
A giggle echoed from above. “Oh, this one is cute,” Clara called down. “‘EC + BM + LS + EM, Raiders Forever!’ I wonder who could’ve written that one.”
Ella felt her cheeks heat at the embarrassment of Clara correctly identifying what the group had written in sharpie on the structure in their early college years, before the slide had even been discovered by the NHL. Still, she shoved it away.
“Stop stalling!” she called up to the structure. “The quicker you get down here, the quicker we can get you to the ER with your injuries and then go home!”
Clara let out a loud snort. “You’re so full of shit,” she said. She did not, thankfully, mention the fact that Ella wasn’t even going on the slide, due, again, to the brace she was currently resenting that encased her knee.
Sure that Clara couldn’t see her, Ella pulled out her phone and opened the camera, swiping to video then pressing record, stepping back so the full slide was in the shot.
“Go down on your stomach! It’s the safest!” Ella called up to the top.
“Fuck off!” came Clara’s reply, and Ella grinned.
There were a few moments of silence, and she smiled even wider.
“You’re going to chicken out after coming all this way?” she called up. “It’s just a slide!”
There was no response, but then the sound of clanging started, and Ella whooped, bouncing a little on the balls of her feet as she waited for Clara to be spat out the other end. She didn’t have to wait long, because the clanging grew louder, and, within a few seconds, Clara emerged. She came out feet first, but had clearly been turned in the journey so that she was on her stomach, her face concealed but hair wild from the experience. Her hands scrabbled for purchase on the slide as if to slow her descent, which may have partially worked since she was deposited not on the ground, but came to a halt with her body teetering just at the edge of the slide for a second. With a sad thump, though, she toppled off it onto the ground anyway, and Ella heard a few muffled curses in French and a groan as Clara pushed herself up and turned, only to flop over onto her back so that she was starfished there, staring at the sky above, breathing hard.
Ella began to laugh. Clara, seemingly still too winded to say anything, raised her right hand in a clear middle finger, which only made Ella laugh harder. She quickly stopped the video and shoved her phone into her pocket before walking up to stand over her, looking down to take in the sight of Clara, hair haloed out around her head on the ground, chest rising and falling in breaths that were slowing a little even as she laid there, blinking up at the moon overhead.
“Are you okay?” Ella asked, not bothering to hide the amusement in her voice or in the smile on her face.
Clara didn’t say anything for several seconds, but when she finally seemed to decide that she’d regained her breath enough to do something other than lie there, she pouted and brought her hand up to her nose. “Ow,” she said in a voice that was half whine, and Ella couldn’t help it—she doubled over in renewed peals of laughter.
“Ostie d’trou d’cul,” Clara muttered, and Ella sighed inwardly, making a mental note that she might just have to work on learning French if she ever wanted to know what Clara was calling her. She wondered if there were any French-Canadian-specific online courses, or if she’d have to learn the differences the hard way.
Once Ella had stopped laughing, she leaned over and offered her hands to Clara, who dropped her own hand from her nose but squinted up at Ella suspiciously for a moment before she reached up to take the help. Ella smiled, but within a second, it turned out that it was she who should’ve been suspicious, as Clara used the hold to pull Ella forward instead of letting herself be hoisted up, and before Ella knew what hit her, she was a groaning heap on top of Clara on the ground. Clara, while she had let out a soft ‘oof’ when Ella landed on her, had descended into her own giggles by the time Ella had gotten her hands on the ground on either side of the other woman to push herself up enough to look down at Clara in accusation.
In the low light cast by the streetlights around them, Clara’s dark skin seemed to glow, her eyes reflecting the light back, framed by dark lashes, full lips shaped into a wide smile and parted to let the laughter through, as low and melodic as every sound her vocal cords produced. For a moment, Ella’s brain seemed to overheat like an old computer, whirring more slowly than usual, just like it had when she’d seen Clara for the first time on the sidewalk outside of her apartment building, live and in person. She shook herself out of it quicker this time, though.
“You’d better hope you didn’t just crush your own glasses,” Ella grumbled, covering for her moment of awed silence and hoping the annoyed expression had remained in place for it.
“Absolutely worth it,” Clara returned, her giggles fading out but her smile remaining as she gazed up at Ella, settled into something quieter, eyes still shining bright.
It wasn’t something Ella could help—the way her breath caught as she realized how close their faces were, the way her gaze was drawn down again to Clara’s lips like it was magnetically pulled there. Nor could she control how her mind replayed, in that moment, what Clara had sounded like moaning into her ear through the phone. It was a sound, after all, that had been on a loop in her head in the weeks since. She couldn’t control where her mind went, to all the things they hadn’t mentioned since Clara had gotten there but which had been hanging in the air between them all the same.
It was in the way that Clara had set her bag down in Ella’s bedroom, leaning innocently against the wall by the door for when they returned. Ella had been too distracted by Clara pulling off her coat to reveal a Centaurs jersey soon after to bring it up. They hadn’t talked about the way gazes and touches lingered, how Ella’s hand had found the small of Clara’s back almost naturally as they’d maneuvered their way through the crowd up to their seats in T.D. Garden. They’d been distracted, then, too, by bickering the whole way about their teams and the stats of their players, and Ella with returning every glare Clara got for wearing the away team’s jersey, despite her earlier warning that she wouldn’t defend her and Clara’s clear delight at the chaos she was causing.
But now, as Clara looked up at Ella with clear fondness in her gaze under the light of streetlight, the clouds of their breaths mingling in the air between them into one, there was nothing left to distract them. And Ella was done pretending that she hadn’t spent every second since seeing Clara on that sidewalk wanting to kiss her.
When she’d dragged her eyes up to Clara’s, she thought she found something similar in them, but she had to make sure.
“Can I—?” Ella started to ask, only to be interrupted promptly by Clara’s firm, “Yes,” as if she were already impatient in waiting for her.
Ella couldn’t help but smile, even with her pulse thrumming loud and fast in her ears and her palms starting to sweat against the rubber beneath them. None of it dissuaded her, though, as she leaned down and connected their lips in a kiss that it seemed she’d been waiting years for, even if she hadn’t admitted it to herself at the time.
It was slow at first, soft—an exercise in searching and finding one another, a tentative learning of the other’s physicality, just as the whole afternoon and evening had been thus far, in a different way. It was so much gentler than Ella would ever have expected, after so many years of baiting each other to be the very opposite of gentle. Seemingly as soon as she’d thought that, however, the kiss became fiercer, Clara arching up and pulling Ella down into her as her hand found the back of Ella’s neck, Ella meeting her with the greed of someone who’d been deprived of something for far too long finally getting it. The hand she wasn’t using to hold herself up grasped briefly at Clara’s waist, under her coat but over the Centaurs jersey she still couldn’t believe Clara was wearing, then traveled upwards to press flat to the area just below her left collarbone, above her breast, where she could just feel the beat Clara’s heart harmonizing with Ella’s own, drawn to it for a reason she couldn’t currently express.
After an indefinable period of time, awareness of the fact that they were kissing on the cold ground outside in the middle of a busy city came with the honk of a nearby car, startling both of them so that the kiss disconnected with Clara’s head jerking up, their foreheads bonking together and causing Ella to roll off her with an ungraceful sound, onto her back on the ground next to Clara. They began to laugh again, staring up at the night sky above, until Clara stood first, extending her hands to Ella just as Ella had done what had probably been only minutes before. Ella considered them, wondering for a moment if she should get payback. Clara seemed to have taken this possibility into account, given her firmly planted feet and one raised brow above Ella. In the end, though, Ella just allowed herself to be pulled to standing, releasing one of Clara’s hands but casually keeping hold of the other, their fingers intertwining as if they’d done it a million times before. It was only then that she noticed the hint of red against Clara’s dark skin.
“Your nose is bleeding,” Ella said, her brow furrowing as she pointed it out. “It wasn’t bleeding before, was it?”
Clara’s brow furrowed, too, and she reached up with her free hand to wipe under her nose, looking to see the streak of red that came from it with slight interest. As soon as she’d wiped the blood away, another slow trickle set out to replace it.
“I don’t think so,” Clara replied, grimacing as she clearly became aware of the sensation of the blood dripping from her nose, wiping the blood already on her hand on her red Centaurs jersey. “Gravity, I guess. I’m assuming you don’t have a tissue or anything?”
Ella didn’t. After Clara shot down Ella’s first idea of stopping by City Hall to see if the doors were unlocked at this time and to politely ask for them to spare a tissue for someone who had gone down the slide they kept telling everyone was meant for children, they found themselves at a convenience store. Leaving it with a packet of tissues that Clara promptly shoved in one of her coat pockets, one of which was already wadded up and pressed to the nostril that was still dripping blood, she looked supremely unamused when Ella laughingly asked her if there were any other sights she wanted to see while they were out.
The expression only made Ella have to suppress more of a smile, which persisted all the way to the train platform and onto the T until they were sitting next to each other and Clara turned to her and snapped, in a slightly more nasally voice than usual: “What?”
Ella grinned, eyes flitting across her face, from the miraculously intact red-wire-framed glasses that she’d since put back on, the tissue pressed to her nose, her lips slightly parted as she had to breathe through her mouth, and the proud jut of her chin despite it all.
“Nothing,” Ella said. “You’re just cute when you lose.”
The splutter that left Clara’s lips was well worth the tirade she unleashed next, and, by the time they were back in the cold air approaching Ella’s building on foot, Clara’s nose had long stopped bleeding, but they were still arguing about whether a bloody nose was enough to be considered an injury in the context of the challenge to go down the cop slide unharmed. And yet, even as their words followed them up the stairs of the building and continued as Ella unlocked the front door, once inside the apartment with their coats off and deadbolt turned in its lock, they quickly abandoned the argument as their lips found the others’. They thus became wrapped up in one another again and didn’t speak for a long time after that.
…
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

yes i did fall on my face. yes it was, unfortunately, fun. and yes @raidersfangirl26 did laugh at me the whole way back to her place, as promised
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

@dagenaisforprimeminister If you move to Boston I will mock you until the end of time
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister

well i’m not moving to ottawa. they don’t have a 16 foot slide
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister

but boston doesn’t have shane hollander and ilya rozanov

Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

So, just to be absolutely, 100% clear: you did finally kiss, right? @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

is there a reason you’re tweeting this at me and not just texting me?
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

Yes, the reason is that I need this proof in the same place where I originally predicted that you were going to. And so I can publicly say I told you so.
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister

yes, we kissed 🙄
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11

Great. Perfect. I told you so x10,000
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister

we also fucked, in case you wanted to know
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister

I don’t think that part necessarily had to be on the internet, but congrats 👍
Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister

Congratulations from me as well
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @IlyaRozanov @hollanderdynasty11 @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister

ilya rozanov?????!?!?!?!?

…
Text Thread: “unlikely comrades in arms”
Em: am i having a stroke or did THE ilya rozanov just come into ella & clara’s twitter replies to say “congrats on the gay sex”..................................
Lily: if you’re having a stroke i’m having the same stroke. and i’m finding it distinctly possible
Georgie: I…….don’t even know what to say right now. I had Nat (my girlfriend) pinch me and I’m still not convinced I’m awake.
Beau: i’ve checked the spelling of his handle about 15 times and either i have sudden and severe late-onset dyslexia or it’s really him

Beau: also has anyone heard from ella or clara, do we think they’re okay??

Beau: don’t reallyyyyy wanna go back to the apartment rn as i told ella i’d be out all evening but i can do a wellness check if need be
Em: if i had ilya rozanov congratulating me on my gay sex, i wouldn’t be okay
…
Direct Messages: ellaaaa & Ilya Rozanov
ellaaaa: hello
Ilya Rozanov: Hi
ellaaaa: okay, that was a test…because i was sure your tweet was a mistake and then you wouldn’t reply…but then you did…so………
Ilya Rozanov: Yes, tweet was not a mistake. Yes, I am replying
ellaaaa: sorry, i’m freaking out a bit over here
Ilya Rozanov: I understand. I am a big deal
ellaaaa: not to sound ungrateful, but why did you reply to my tweet to congratulate me on having gay sex with my now maybe girlfriend?? how did you even find my tweet? i do appreciate that, for the record. i’m just a bit in shock as well
Ilya Rozanov: I am happy for you. And I saw tweet because I follow you
ellaaaa: ……………….what

ellaaaa: i just checked and you definitely don’t follow me
Ilya Rozanov: Not from main account, from other burner account
ellaaaa: excuse me what???!!

ellaaaa: can i ask when and for what reason you followed me? again i am absolutely and completely not complaining about this but i’m also freaking out and need clarification
Ilya Rozanov: Marley sent me picture of tweets with Hammer after Raiders cup win in 2014 and I thought they were funny so I followed for more chirps
ellaaaa: ……you’ve been following me since 2014??????
Ilya Rozanov: Yes
ellaaaa: i’ve been talking publicly online about how i want to fuck you and marleau since i got a twitter. and you’ve been following me since 2014
Ilya Rozanov: Yes I did see those. Also about Svetlana. She found them very funny
ellaaaa: cool cool cool cool cool cool cool
Ilya Rozanov: I was very happy to read about you and your Clara since I have seen you both be very stupid online for very long and I hoped you would figure out sometime
ellaaaa: you……were invested……in MY relationship?
Ilya Rozanov: Yes, I was very entertained
ellaaaa: sorry, but can i tell other people about this? i need to process a bit
Ilya Rozanov: Yes, I don’t care. I can always create another burner account if someone finds out which is mine
…
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

so apparently ilya rozanov has been following me via burner account since 2014. and apparently, he’s been watching the progression of clara & i’s relationship like reality tv………i’m in shock
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

i don’t think i can have read that right, please rephrase
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26

i don’t think there’s any way for me to put it to make it make any more sense, if i’m honest
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

this cannot be real life
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

you know……i did scream aloud upon reading this news. but then i stopped and thought about it for 1 second, and realized this is absolutely and completely on brand for him
Shane Hollander @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

For the record, I told him it was a weird thing to do.
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer @raidersfangirl26

Hi, Shane, I’m a huge fan and best friend of one half of the clueless pair your husband has been invested in for the last few years. I don’t think you understand how much you’re turning all of our worlds upside down right now, sir!!
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer @raiderfangirl26

shane hollander…..and ilya rozanov…..have discussed my love life……in their home
Shane Hollander @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11 @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer @raiderfangirl26

Haven’t you discussed my love life in your home?
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @ShaneHollanderHockeyPlayer @dagenaisforprimeminister @hollanderdynasty11 @raiderfangirl26

this is, perhaps, a fair point
Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov

Replying to @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

I do have a question I have wondered for years. How is it that two of this group have worked in cafe and neither is they/them? I have been told that is not how it works
EM @masshole21

Replying to @IlyaRozanov @rozanov81forever @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26 @masshole21

LOL love you so much king, knowing your community’s stereotypes. not sure the reason i’ve never worked in a coffee shop, just never happened. and at this point i think i’ve phased out of my window of opportunity

Alice Roan @alice_in_nightmare_land

@raidersfangirl26 I have taken the liberty of checking receipts and have now constructed a 16-slide presentation on why I’m suing you for emotional damages. Yes. One slide for every foot of the cop slide. I’ve also decided that I’m homophobic now.
Cliff Marleau @CMarleauRaiders

Replying to @alice_in_nightmare_land

your wife’ll probably be sad to hear about the homophobia part
Alice Roan @alice_in_nightmare_land

Replying to @masshole21 @alice_in_nightmare_land

She’ll understand.
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @alice_in_nightmare_land

feel free to send it my way but know that i have absolutely no remorse for my actions
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @alice_in_nightmare_land

that tweet will be great in court
EM @masshole21

Replying to @alice_in_nightmare_land @CMarleauRaiders

also did anyone have cliff marleau runs in gay women circles on their bingo card for this year?? how in the world

…
Too soon, the weekend was over. Too soon, Clara was back out on the sidewalk in front of Ella’s apartment, having packed the few things she’d brought back into her car and lingering there with Ella’s fingers laced through hers, facing one another, unwilling to let go. Ella had grown overly fond of the few scant inches of height difference between them in the past few days, overly fond of the ways that their bodies fit together when they stood, how they seemed to fit naturally together like puzzle pieces when they hugged, how Ella could wrap herself around Clara from behind while she was wearing Ella’s t-shirt and standing at the stove making eggs in the morning and press a kiss to her temple. It felt like they’d been doing that for years, not just days, and she wasn’t ready to let it go yet.
“You should just stay,” she said, making her expression neutral as if it were a perfectly logical argument. “Ottawa’s such a boring city, what will you really miss there?”
Clara rolled her eyes. “Oh, nothing much,” she said. “Just all my family, my friends, and my whole life. Easy to replace, I’m sure.”
It was a joke, but it pushed at something tender inside of Ella, something that made her want to hold onto Clara tighter rather than let her go. They hadn’t talked about it, not yet. They hadn’t talked about a lot of things. It had been hanging in the air, the fact that they lived in different countries, the fact that they’d spent years knowing each other online and had never encountered each other in person before this because of the distance, and yet neither had brought it up. It felt too premature. But something big and scary bloomed within Ella, a dark chasm that said: What if she never comes back? What if this is all you get?
As if sensing where her mind went, Clara squeezed Ella hands in her own, bringing her back to meet Clara’s dark brown eyes, the smile that still shone on her face.
“March, right?” she asked.
Ella breathed out, then let a smile form on her face, too, and nodded.
“March,” she confirmed.
March, during Ella’s spring break, when she was going to drive up to visit Clara in Ottawa and stay with her for a few days, just as Clara had stayed here. Meet her friends, her beer league hockey team, and maybe even her family, if, as Clara had joked, she thought that Ella would behave herself.
“You better think of some good compliments about the Centaurs in the meantime,” Clara joked, smirk playing across her face. “Maybe I was charmed by your rudeness, but I can tell you now that my father won’t be.”
Ella smiled, but she could already feel the nerves churning in her stomach when she thought of it. They were interrupted again, though, by Clara stepping forward and leaning up to press a quick kiss to Ella’s lips, which Ella gratefully returned. Then, Clara’s arms were wrapped around her in a hug again, and Ella savored the feel of her breath against Ella’s neck, the goosebumps that arose there even as her nervous system settled into warm contentment at the warmth of the other woman pressing into her.
Then, Clara was stepping back again and giving Ella a sad little smile. She mumbled something soft under her breath, something Ella couldn’t make out but thought might’ve been in French, then shook her head.
“I won’t go if I stand here much longer,” she said. “And I do need to go.”
Ella pushed a response which felt too raw back behind her teeth, and nodded.
“Okay,” she said. “Hope you have a good drive.”
Clara smiled softly at her. “Good luck with homework,” she said.
And with that, their hands parted, and Clara got into her car, the door closing to separate her from Ella. With that, the bubble burst, and the world returned. As Ella watched Clara drive away, as the final glimpse of the back of her head disappeared around a corner, her posture slumped like a marionette with strings cut. She stood at the curb for several long minutes, staring out into the street ahead, reluctant to step away from the edge of something new and back into the familiar patterns of her life before that weekend, until the honk of a horn told her that another car was eyeing the parking spot she was standing too close to. Then, she turned and headed back up the stairs to her own apartment, but not before sending one last look over her shoulder. At what, she didn’t know.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Sorry for the bittersweet ending, but, as you can tell, this may have been a getting together, but they definitely haven’t figured their shit out yet. Don’t worry, they will soon.

Who is Alice’s wife and how does Cliff know her, you ask? Well, it’s Xio, duh hehe. Please check out my short fic, just posted as part 3 in this series, “code BS for boston slide”, which is some short snippets of hockey players coming into the Mass General ED with injuries from the slide and being treated by Xiomara. Plus some Cliff & Xio friendship and details of their past relationship, and a little bit of Alice/Xio, if you’re interested :)


  


      

  












      Chapter 15: the one where parental issues haunt the narrative
  



    Chapter Notes

      This chapter is an absolute doozie lol, but I refuse to divide it up into more than one chapter. Also, I hope this has been clear already by now, but Ella is an UNRELIABLE NARRATOR!! Enjoy the angst (and other fun stuff too).


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  January 2023
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Ella: [Two photos attached, one of a lecture hall with coffee cup in the foreground sitting on a desk, the second of a corresponding selfie where Ella looks sleepy but is smiling mischievously at the camera, several hickeys prominent on her neck]

Ella: it’s too early for class, but coffee and classmates staring and wondering who mauled me this weekend is helping
Clara: tell them

Clara: [Selfie from cubicle of news workspace, Clara giving the camera a satisfied smile]

Clara: looking forward to mauling you again 😘
Ella: should i be worried that you’re a vampire?

Ella: no fair that i’m so pale. they don’t even register on you
Clara: skill issue. maybe you just need to try harder next time

Clara: call later? i get off work at 4, if you have any time between school and work
Ella: i’ll try! i have some homework to catch up on, though
Clara: of course, no worries

Clara: thinking of you though

Clara: georgie says to say hi from her
Ella: tell her i say hi back

Ella: have you been talking about me? 😈
Clara: as if you haven’t been talking about me
Ella: maybe…
Clara: georgie wants to know if we’re together

Clara: i realized we never said anything about that
Ella: do you want to be?
Clara: do YOU want to be?
Ella: i asked first
Clara: i mean technically i did, but if you want to be stubborn about it, fine

Clara: if you’d want to be exclusive, i think i’d like that
Ella: i’d like that, too, then

Ella: em, beau, and lily asked me about it, too, actually

Ella: does this mean i can tell them you’re my girlfriend?
Clara: yes, if i can call you mine
Ella: you can

Ella: ughhhhh i want to see you. march is too fucking far away!!
Clara: i know. let’s video call soon?
Ella: absolutely
…
Text Thread: “the rozanovs”
Ella: okay yes confirmed she’s my girlfriend
Em: thank god. glad you corrected the order of operations in which you planned a trip to meet her family before you were even official. bc that was crazy

[Beau emphasized this message.]
Ella: shut up
Lily: to be fair, i think the order of operations has been off for a while
…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Ella: free now?
Clara: yes!
[FaceTime from Ella - Accept?]

[Call ended. Call time: 52 minutes 35 seconds]
…
Text Thread: Ella & Beau
Beau: why do you have duolingo on your phone
Ella: stop going into my phone
Beau: you never changed your passcode which is basically an invitation

Beau: are you learning french?

Beau: is ella coleman learning french for her girlfriendddddd???
Ella: why ask me questions if you already know the answer
Beau: bc you’re so sweeeeeeet and i want to make you admit ittttttt

Beau: does she know????
Ella: no

Ella: don’t you dare tell her
Beau: romantic 😍
Ella: fuck off
…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Ella: and here i thought you’d be done calling the customer service line now that we’re actually together
Clara: very naive of you

Clara: if i stopped calling, what would i do when my printer breaks?
Ella: THAT was not a printer. it was probably the furthest thing from a printer you’ve used so far

Ella: what the fuck was that, actually??? i didn’t know you had access to heavy machinery
Clara: as i told you, it was my printer. don’t shame clyde for the sounds it makes
Ella: they should make a shazam for this
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: Why is a video titled “8 hours of ambient forklift sounds” in our TV’s YouTube history??
Clara: what you don’t know can’t hurt you
Georgie: Sure…okay…sure…Let’s go with that.

Georgie: Why does that video even exist????
Clara: not sure, but it was good for my purposes
Georgie: I’m getting psychic damage from this conversation. Bye
…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Ella: [Attached photo of plate of food]
Clara: is that what i think it is??
Ella: cape cod nachos 😊
Clara: you disgust me. you do this now because now you’re my girlfriend, you think i won’t block you?
Ella: you won’t
[Clara calling - Accept?]

[Call ended. Call time: 46 minutes 24 seconds]

February 2023
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

i was so single for years that i forgot how good kissing really is. now i’m having withdrawals, which is deeply stupid and annoying. fuck you @raidersfangirl26
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

i’m pretty sure everyone already knew this tweet means you want to fuck me, you didn’t need to tag it on at the end as well
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister

terrible. awful. can’t believe i like you
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26

You know what normal people do when they miss their partners? Video call. Not tweet something both angry and horny at the same time…I continue to root for you two, but I’d like to unsubscribe from the live foreplay
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26

yeah, what i learned from @masshole21 and @rozanov81forever is that wishing your friends would get together is the nice part, actually. after they’re together, it just gets gross. i think we should count our blessings that it’s just foreplay we’re witnessing, tbh
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26

hey!! uncalled for
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26

whyyy is this STILL being brought up years later!??
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26

i can never unsee the things i saw behind that door, em. never.
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @masshole21 @hollanderdynasty11 @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26

Feeling a little luckier now

…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Ella: now that you’ve thirst posted on main, are you actually going to facetime me, or was it just exhibitionism that was getting you off?
Clara: idiot
[FaceTime from Clara - Accept?]

[Call ended. Call time: 2 hours 6 minutes 14 seconds]
Ella: you’re cute when you snore
[next morning]
Clara: i do not snore!!
Ella: uh huh
Clara: i don’t!!
Ella: go ask georgie right now, see what she says

Ella: she said you snore, didn’t she?
Clara: shut up
Ella: you’re cute when you lose
Clara: i don’t lose either
…
Text Thread: “the rozanovs”
Em: [Photo of Ella smiling at her phone]

Em: entry 24 in ella being sappy and domesticated now
Ella: delete this
Em: no
Lily: [Short video of Ella alternating between looking at TV screen where hockey game is playing and texting, small smirk on her face]

Lily: entry 25
Ella: ugh lily you were supposed to be on my side!!!!!!!
Lily: this is me being on your side :)
Beau: [Photo of Ella with her phone pressed to her ear, sitting on the kitchen counter, a wide smile on her face, feet blurry in the picture as she seems to be kicking them]

Beau: entry 26
Ella: that’s it, i’m throwing all of your phones in the boston harbor
Beau: i will sacrifice in the name of promoting the eclair agenda
…
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

@hotelcuckchair stop trying to make eclair happen, it’s not gonna happen
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

you can’t oui oui baguette out of this one. you fell for the french and now must face the consequences
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26

excuse you, i’m french canadian
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26

clara, light of my life, i do not know the difference

…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Ella: [Link to article: “The Raiders: wild card slot this year, or another disappointment?”]

Ella: you’re on thin fucking ice
Clara: you love it, don’t lie
Ella: you said the raiders have been playing badly since losing ROZANOV and HAMMERSMITH left!!!!!

Ella: that is JUST as insulting to your team as it is to mine!!!!

Ella: putting ILYA ROZANOV and BRAD HAMMERSMITH on the same tier???!?!?!??!

Ella: how is cbc sports letting this shit through???????
Clara: 😘😏
[FaceTime from Clara - Accept?]

[FaceTime rejected.]
Clara: aw don’t be like that
Ella: fine, you better be ready to make it up to me
Clara: oh, i am
[FaceTime from Ella - Accept?]

[FaceTime ended. Call time: 13 minutes 4 seconds]
Ella: i’m really sorry, i just had to take that or my mom would be weird about it later. want to talk more?
Clara: it’s alright, i understand

Clara: yes, i still have time!
[FaceTime from Ella - Accept?]

[FaceTime ended. Call time: 24 minutes 18 seconds]
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Georgie: So…our lease is up in June
Clara: it is

Clara: i assume this isn’t just a fun fact you’re sharing?
Georgie: I’m not sure
Clara: let’s talk when i get home from work?

Clara: we’ve lived together for our entire adult lives so far. it’s been great, but neither of us thought it was indefinite. so if you want to move in with your girlfriend, i’m not going to be mad, okay?
Georgie: Love you 💙
Clara: love you too
…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Clara: bad day at work. can i call you?
Ella: of course!
[Clara calling - Accept?]

[Call ended. Call time: 1 hours 47 minutes 53 seconds]
Ella: always call me when you need
Clara: 💕

Clara: i can’t wait until march
Ella: neither can i
Clara: you know you can call me whenever you need, too, right? to talk or anything
Ella: of course i do
Clara: ok, just wanted to make sure
…
Text Thread: Ella & Lily
Ella: this regalia shit is insane

Ella: why is it so much money??????
Lily: yes, it is, and i don’t know

Lily: but after this semester, no more school costs, so that’s good, at least?
Ella: yeah, just have to put this massive down payment on the rest of my life for some reason 🙄
Lily: do you know what you’ll be doing post graduation? have any leads on where you’ll work when getting your licensure and stuff?
Ella: i don’t know yet

Ella: you have your post-doc stuff all lined up?
Lily: yeah, pretty much. pending doing well with my dissertation defense and everything
Ella: that’s good. i’m glad for you. remember that when you get the time for your defense, you have to send it to us so we can go!!
Lily: don’t worry, i will 💕

Lily: i know you’ll figure it out, too
Ella: i will. just…figuring out what i want, i guess
Lily: i think you know what you want

Lily: maybe you’re just figuring out how to ask for it

Lily: that’s okay
Ella: maybe
…
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

this is a callout post. @raidersfangirl26 fell asleep on facetime with me AGAIN. i’m publicly shaming her into having a better sleep schedule
EM @masshole21

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

jesus christ @raidersfangirl26, you can’t even stay awake for your girlfriend?? this is poking all kinds of holes in your “i’d be awake if you were just more interesting” claim
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

i can’t help it!! i work nights!!
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister

maybe………stop??
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @rozanov81forever @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister

i would, but then the eating part of the basic human necessities of eating and sleeping might be a little hard, you know

…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Clara: why do you have to work so much?? why not take out loans?
Ella: i’m taking out loans on top of this, and i already have loans that i’m paying off. i don’t need more debt
Clara: i know that the american education system is all fucked with how much everything costs

Clara: but em said when i was there that they didn’t work as much in grad school as you do. nor does lily now
Ella: yeah, well, em’s situation is different. and lily’s getting a phd, it’s funded, so also different

Ella: i’m done in may and then things will be better
Clara: you’ll work less?
Ella: maybe

Ella: i’m sorry it’s cutting into our time, really
Clara: don’t be sorry. i guess i’m just trying to understand
Ella: there really isn’t much to understand

Ella: time to call? i have thoughts on your latest podcast episode
Clara: you can shove your thoughts up your ass, but sure, i’d like to hear from you anyway i guess 🙄
Ella: wow. this is verbal abuse

Ella: i know you love my thoughts
[Clara calling - Accept?]

[Call ended. Call time: 44 minutes 22 seconds]

March 2023
Text Thread: Ella & Paul [her dad]
Paul: Hey Ella, I have a bit of a change of plans. Rebecca and I were already exhausted just thinking about all the planning for our wedding next year, so we’ve decided to move it up to a week from now and elope instead, since she’s here on the Cape already! We planned it so it would be during your spring break so you can be one of our witnesses, then we’re just going to have a small party afterwards with some of my friends at a restaurant on the pier.
…
Text Thread: Ella & Cathy [her mom]
Cathy: Have you heard about the shotgun wedding your father is planning??

Cathy: God, I can’t believe he’s doing it in town after all.

Cathy: Why even get married at all at that point?

Cathy: At least I’ll get to see you and you can tell me all about it afterwards. We could even drive back up together and I could spend a few days with you in Boston? It’s been so long and I want to catch up!
…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Ella: i have bad news about the trip this month

Ella: can i call you?
Clara: yes, what’s going on?
[Ella calling - Accept?]

[Call ended. Call time: 31 minutes 2 seconds]
[Clara calling - Accept?]

[Call rejected.]
[Clara calling - Accept?]

[Call rejected.]
Clara: please don’t leave it like this

Clara: i’m sorry for what i said

Clara: i just hate hearing you like this. i understand going to your father’s wedding, of course i do, even though i’m disappointed i won’t see you. but you talk like you don’t have any choice in any of this, and that’s not how it should be. you deserve choice. you deserve space. you deserve to live your own life. i’m not upset for me, ella, i’m upset for you.
Ella: this is my life. i can’t just abandon it. i’m sorry
Clara: i’m not asking you to abandon it!!
Ella: yes you are. you don’t know it, but you are
Clara: if i ask for something, you’ll know it. please don’t put words in my mouth
Ella: i don’t even know what we’re doing here

Ella: what’s the point in pretending we’re building a real relationship if we’re going to be seven hours away the whole time with no plans for that to change?

Ella: maybe it’s best to just leave it here. we’re not part of each others’ lives enough to understand each other, not really
Clara: don’t say that. you know it’s not fucking true!!
[Clara calling - Accept?]

[Call rejected.]
[Clara calling - Accept?]

[Call rejected.]
[Clara calling - Accept?]

[Call rejected.]
Clara: i’m not sure being more part of each other’s lives would make a difference if you don’t even want me to understand you in the first place, and that’s what it feels like sometimes. but i want to, ella. i really want to. please talk to me?
[Clara calling - Accept?]

[Call rejected.]
[Clara calling - Accept?]

[Call rejected.]
[Clara calling - Accept?]

[Call rejected.]
Clara: please
…
Clara was sitting on the couch in her and Georgie’s living room, upside down with blood rushing to her head, waiting to see how long it would be until she couldn’t take it anymore. It had been five days since she’d last heard from Ella. After the sixth missed call the night of those last texts, which had gone straight to voicemail, she’d stopped. That hadn’t stopped her from texting three times in the days since, asking again to speak, even if it were brief. She ached to know how Ella was, what she was filling her days with, what she was thinking as her father’s wedding approached.
Of course, Ella rarely talked about her family, so she probably wouldn’t want to talk about that. Even back during the time of their conversations over DMs, while Clara sometimes had an anecdote about her brother or her parents, Ella tended to not bring her own up. Clara had only realized it the previous year, when Beau and Ella had alluded to Ella’s mother in her tweets, and Clara had searched her mind for any context she had to Ella’s family situation, coming up with nothing. Then, there had been that first real phone call after Clara had found out about Ella’s past life as a figure skater, when she’d mentioned her mother as one of her coaches, but shut down the conversation when Clara tried to inquire further.
Clara had presumed that, once they got together, this might change over time, but it hadn’t, and it had prickled at Clara more and more as they talked more frequently. But even as they’d talked about other deeper things—gotten to know the ways one another thought and lived and the things they hoped for in the future—Ella still skirted around any question or mention of her family. From the tidbits she’d let slip, Clara knew that her relationship with her mother was tense, and with her father, practically nonexistent. And yet, Clara hadn’t even known that Ella’s dad was engaged until that horrible phone call five days ago when things had unravelled more rapidly than Clara could’ve imagined. When backed into a corner, it turned out, Ella shut down, and, when offered sympathy, she acted like a defensive animal suspicious of being force-fed poison. Still, Clara had few more answers than she’d gone into the phone call with in the first place, and now had also been gifted a pit of dread in her stomach that only deepened the longer the silence stretched.
Was it really over? Did Ella really mean what she’d said about it being pointless? Clara had thought that the way she felt—which had grown sharper the longer they’d known one another, especially in the past two months when they’d shucked the pretense of not wanting each other—was reciprocated. She’d assumed that Ella had missed her as Clara did her, that the way that they carried on phone calls through the small and large parts of their days, the way they sent photos of their lives and the places they went, that that was all part of them becoming part of the other’s life. Now, she couldn’t help but remember every time Ella listened instead of sharing, every question she’d deflected, and all the texts that danced around feeling rather than confirming it.
Had Clara been asking too much of her, jumping in too fast based on a depth of her own feelings which wasn’t fully returned, and Ella just hadn’t figured out a way to tell her yet? Was that what Ella had meant when she’d said that Clara was asking her to abandon her life, without knowing it? Clara had initially dismissed the idea, but now she wasn’t sure. She wasn’t sure of anything. She wished they’d talked about this back in Boston, wished that she hadn’t been so wrapped up in just drinking in Ella’s presence to ask her the important questions, to really clarify what it was they were doing. She couldn’t believe they hadn’t, and now, the silence allowed the doubt to creep in.
“You know, this is way more of a me behavior than a you behavior, typically,” came a voice in French in front of her, and Clara blinked open her eyes to find the upside-down figure of Georgie in her sightline, having approached without her noticing it.
Clara sighed and moved to rotate herself back to a normal sitting position on the couch, her head spinning as she lifted it and the blood rushed back to her body.
“I know,” she replied in kind once she’d finally gotten her bearings. “Maybe I just wanted to try it out.”
Georgie’s lips thinned into a slight frown as she examined Clara for a moment longer, then walked over to sit on the couch next to her, leaning against the armrest and pulling her legs up to cross them.
“No new fanfic to write?” she asked after a moment, this time in English. “No research project? That’s usually how you cope.”
Clara swallowed, then shifted so that she was facing her best friend and pulled her knees to her chest, shaking her head. “I can’t think of anything,” she admitted. “All I can think about is this.”
Georgie sighed, and nodded. “Yeah,” she said. “I guess that makes sense.”
“Does it?” Clara asked, feeling helpless. “I’m used to being able to do something with what I feel. Now I can’t. It wasn’t like this with Laura.”
Georgie tilted her head, considering. “Well, it’s a bit different,” she said carefully. “You felt Laura pulling away for a while, and by the time it ended, you already kind of knew that if you were going to be able to fix it, you would’ve done it already. Ella stonewalled you pretty suddenly. You’re still trying to figure out what to do, and if you can do anything. You’re still in care mode but with no one to take care of.”
Clara nodded dully, not bothering to argue or deny. She knew from Georgie and her family, and from the therapist she’d been needled by her parents into seeing in her teen years, that she’d picked up a bit of a caregiver tendency after her mother’s illness, and had a hard time shaking it over the years. Usually, it was fine. Sometimes, though, it made it hard to accept what she could and couldn’t control. And, as Georgie liked to remind her, she couldn’t fix everything for everyone.
“Why does she do that?” Clara burst out after a moment of quiet contemplation, frustration lacing her tone. “Why does she just—” She waved her hands wildly as if to try to illustrate what she couldn’t find the words for, the very particular way Ella’s voice got when she wasn’t going to answer anymore questions, the monotone quality to it when she deflected. “Why can’t she just talk to me about it?”
Georgie made a sympathetic noise. “Seems like that might just be what she does, sometimes,” she said. “Between this and what happened last year, when she blocked you, shutting down just might be her thing. I don’t know if helps, but that was temporary, at least.”
Clara shook her head. “I don’t know if this will be,” she said in French, her voice low.
Georgie frowned at her, eyes sad. “It’s hard,” she said. “But I’m here whatever happens. And if you need me to give her a talking to, I can do that too.”
Despite her blue mood, Clara couldn’t help but break into an amused smile at the thought of Georgie giving Ella a speech like that and trying to be intimidating, and Georgie, clearly knowing what she was thinking, rolled her eyes and uncrossed her leg to kick her, which escalated in a full blown battle between them. Finally, Clara fell off the couch with a loud thump onto the carpet, letting out an “ow!” at the sharp pain in her butt, and Georgie snorted before helping her up, enmity forgotten. It didn’t blow away the raincloud over Clara’s head, but for a moment, at least, she felt normal again, which felt good.
In a few months, she and Georgie wouldn’t be living together anymore. It seemed like, in more ways than one, she was heading towards some kind of cliff in her life, and Clara didn’t know what she would do when faced with the edge of it. She tried not to think about the strange and fantastic notions that she’d been rolling around in her mind since January, about uprooting her whole life and risking it all for the person she thought she might already love, and even more so since Georgie had talked to her about moving in with Nat. They were too bleak, just then, when the future felt more uncertain than ever.
…
The sound of the party was muffled as soon as the door of the restaurant swung closed at Ella’s back. She took a deep breath of the March air, the cold still lingering and sharp as it went down her throat, rough on the exhale. Her brain was slightly fuzzed from champagne, cheeks warmed from the alcohol enjoying the chilled salty breeze off the ocean. She took one step forward, then another, until she was walking down the stairs and out away from the restaurant; the music, laughter, and loud voices fading more into the background. It was late, past midnight, so that all the other windows were dark, no one walking around on the streets except Ella. A ghost town with one occupant, and, for that moment, she was all that existed.
She stepped out into the middle of the street and began to walk, not knowing exactly where she was going or what she was doing, only knowing she needed to get away from the voices. Away from the congratulations. Away from the excited plans for the future, a future that was just her father’s, without her in it.
The cold stung the skin exposed by the dress she was wearing, a stupid maroon thing that clung to her in all the annoying ways she’d forgotten dresses did since she’d been a teenager in high school, when she’d still been a figure skater and her mother had still cared about her image because it had still mattered. For that night, though, she was supposed to be whatever everyone else wanted her to be, and that included wearing the dress that had been chosen for her, wearing her false customer service smile that she only used for family now that all her interactions for her job were over the phone, and not wearing the brace that would make everyone aware of too many uncomfortable things they didn’t want to think about.
Her knee wasn’t hurting too badly that day, luckily, but, because the air hadn’t fully relinquished its hold on winter yet, there was still that background ache, and it had gotten worse throughout the day of standing, of concealing her limp whenever she moved. Still, the discomfort didn’t deter Ella from her dreamlike journey down the street. Some part of her relished it, even. This pain was present. The pain was real. The pain was proof that she hadn’t stepped backwards in time, that she still existed as she was now, that it hadn’t all been a dream.
And yet, the past seemed to be happening all over again even still. Her father was leaving her again. Ella was alone again, wondering how she would begin the next day, knowing all the ways she’d messed up in the days past. Wondering how she’d ruined her life so completely, and if she could fix it. Wondering what she even wanted out of it anymore, trying to construct a vision of the future from the ground up, each one feeling more precarious than the last.
Back in high school, she’d thought that leaving this town would help, and yet she kept being tugged back. She’d gone to Boston, she’d started a new life there. And it was better. But she couldn’t escape the aftertaste of it at the back of her tongue, the image of it in her rearview mirror. Her mother showing up on her doorstep unannounced, dragging the ghosts of her past behind her in through the doorway so that Ella would never be able to leave them behind. No matter how many times Ella tried to bury her past in the backyard, it always seemed to reanimate and scatter soil across her floor on its way back in. Each time it did, Ella found herself in the same patterns, found them infecting the new things she tried to build, rotting them from the edges inwards. And, each time, it was her fault for letting it.
Her dad made it look so easy—leaving. He’d be halfway across the world in a few weeks, starting a whole new life as if he had nothing keeping him in his old one. In a few weeks, it would be like he didn’t even have a daughter, at least not one that was worth staying for. Maybe the little contact they currently had would trickle out entirely. Maybe it would be a relief for him, to stop trying to pretend he knew anything about her, that he cared. Ella should be used to that by then, she should’ve learned not to wish for things that weren’t possible long ago. She hadn’t been worth staying for since she’d been sixteen. Her mother’s words, repeated so many times, every time her father failed to show up for her, every time he let her down, echoed in her ears: This is just who he is. What did you expect?
She found herself on the beach, tugging off her shoes and ignoring the ‘Closed’ sign, stepping onto the familiar touch of cold sand. She moved slowly still, though the sand didn’t slow her in the way that it should. There was a way you learned to step onto sand, if you’d done it enough as a child, so that it wouldn’t detect your weight, and not drag you down with it. It was the same way a child learned to shrink themselves to tiptoe through a house undetected, so that not even the floorboards knew to creak at their presence. Ella was a master at it.
Eventually, she settled down onto the sand and stared out at the waves, the dark horizon that blended seamlessly with the endless sky. She lay back onto the sand, becoming invisible to anyone walking past—though no one would—and stared up at the stars overhead, visible now, away from the city. But they looked so distant, high above, more than she remembered them being when she’d been younger, and it was colder on the ground than it ever had been before. It didn’t feel like home. She didn’t belong there.
Next to her on the sand where she’d dropped it, her phone buzzed again. Another text from her mom, just like the rest that had been blowing up her phone the whole night. If she were a better daughter, she would stand up off the sand and go to her mother’s house. If she were a better person, she would listen to her and answer her questions to try to soothe the blow of her ex-husband’s remarriage. If she were better, she wouldn’t resent them. But she wasn’t. She was just Ella. So she picked up her phone and ignored the texts, and went to another contact instead, to the one of the person she’d wished for more than any other that night, and hit call.
…
Clara’s Voicemail:
Ella [1:23am]: “Hey, Clara…I—I figured you wouldn’t be up still. [sniffs] That’s alright. Actually, it’s better. I don’t want you to hear me like this, not really, but here I am anyway. Calling you, since I can’t stop thinking about you. Thinking about how much I wish you were here. And isn’t that just…terrible? Like, what kind of terrible person am I that I want you to deal with this bullshit with me, right? I know it’s selfish. I’m selfish. What I do, what I don’t do, either way, it’s just—even though I try to give everything! I try, I promise I try. But it’s never right. It’s never enough. It’s never…never enough, Clara. [quiet crying]”
Ella [1:25am]: “Anyway, I know it’s terrible. I know I’m terrible for drinking too much and leaving my dad’s wedding after-party that’s really just a goodbye party in this stupid dress that looks like a cranberry bog threw up all over me in the worst way and makes me want to crawl out of my fucking skin, but I’m out here on this beach that I’m technically not even allowed on after dark and all I want is to hear your voice, to have you wrap your arms around me. I keep thinking about the look in your eyes before the first time I kissed you. And I can’t stop thinking about how much I fucking miss you. What I said to you—what I said about how you’re asking me to abandon my life even if you don’t know you are, and about how it’s pointless to act like we’re building something real when we’re not even in the same place…I’m sorry. I’m so fucking sorry. [sniffs] I didn’t mean it. I know you aren’t asking me to do anything. It’s—it’s me who wants to do it, Clara. I want to leave this place behind and never look back so badly, and you make me want to even more, because I want you. I feel sick sometimes with how guilty I feel about it, so I blamed you, but that wasn’t fucking fair of me, because it’s not your fault. I know it’s not. I don’t even know what you want, if you’re happy with how things are with us now. I—I’m not. I fucking miss you, even when I’m talking to you. It just makes it worse, because I just want to be with you all the fucking time. And then I fucking made it even worse by pushing you away again, because of course I did, didn’t I? That’s all I know how to do. [laugh turns to sob]”
Ella [1:27am]: “I’m sorry for clogging up your voicemail, too. I guess what I’m trying to say is that I’m sorry for pushing you away, and, if you still want me, if you’d want it…I could leave here. I could be closer to you. Maybe it’d be better to be more than an hour and a half’s drive away from this place. I’m graduating in May. I can go wherever I want. And I don’t think I want to be here anymore. I don’t want to be apart from you anymore. I need your arms around me right now. Clara, I—I…just…call me when you get this? I’m sorry. Please call me when you wake up. I’m so fucking sorry.”
…
Ella hadn’t ended up going back to either her mom or dad’s house that night, but slept in the backseat of her car, where she’d parked it the previous day before the party, on a street with houses that were mostly empty except during summer. She woke up only when the midday sunlight finally broke through the clouds overhead, with a crick in her neck and a headache, but at least without the burden of family to bother her. Her phone was dead—maybe all of her mother’s texts had drained it the night before, with the battery already on its last legs, or maybe it had been Ella herself, and the calls she’d made.
She sat bolt upright at the memory, then groaned in a combination of embarrassment and pain, as her head hurt all the worse in an upright position.
“Fuck,” she said, squinting around at her surroundings, the still-empty sidewalks bordering the large houses near the beach.
Ella knew that as soon as her phone was charged, the notifications would start coming in again. Her mom would want to know why she hadn’t responded, where she’d been. Her friends might’ve texted. Clara might’ve called, as Ella had asked at the end of her last mortifying voicemail. Or, Clara might not have called, because Clara might’ve already written her off after the five days of silence, deciding (rightfully) that she deserved better. Or, she might have listened to the voicemails, but finally realized what a mess Ella was, and decided to cut her losses.
Ella really, really didn’t want to charge her phone to find out.
She also really, really didn’t want to be here.
That thought might’ve struck her harder if she weren’t so wrung out from the previous night, from finding out only then the timeline of her father’s departure from her life, from the tears on the beach and the truth she’d allowed to pour into the voicemails to Clara, all the guilt she’d allowed to flow freely. But she had let it free, and now, with her head pounding and a pit in her stomach, Ella had less of a barrier to see the true need underneath. She couldn’t see her mother, had nothing to give her. She needed a friendly face, needed someone to hold her.
All the things she’d brought down with her were already packed into a bag in her trunk, as she’d anticipated going to her mom’s that night from her dad’s. Thus, it was so incredibly simple to climb into the front seat of her car and turn the key in the ignition, listen to the old Honda she’d had since high school splutter to life, and pull out of her parking spot into the road. She probably should’ve stopped to grab something to eat, to get the brace for her knee out of her trunk and put it on, to drink some water, but she didn’t. She didn’t plug her phone in, either, just turned on the radio and drove without stopping all the way up the familiar roads to Boston, her hands steady on the wheel and foot on the gas.
It felt like no time at all later that Ella entered the Boston city limits, as she wound her way through the streets she knew so well towards her apartment. Except, when she reached the building, the sight of which should’ve been as mundane as breathing after years, her heart instead caught in her throat. Because there, sitting on the stairs outside, was someone familiar, someone who shouldn’t have been there—hair a beautiful mane of curls that glinted in the sun, framing her face, eyes already trained on Ella as if she’d known exactly the minute she would arrive, had been expecting her.
A honk behind Ella told her that she’d been paused too long, and she quickly tore her eyes away from the sight of Clara, manifested like a dream at Ella’s door once again, to pull around the corner and park in the place she often found empty. Stepping out of the car, she had a moment of self-consciousness. She was still wearing the horrible dress from the night before. She hadn’t brushed her teeth. Her hair was loose and wild, and probably still holding many grains of sand from lying on the beach the night before. Her eyes were probably puffy from drinking and crying. But Clara was waiting for her.
With that in mind, Ella grabbed her bag out of the trunk of her car, locked it, and squared her shoulders, walking back to the front of her building. Clara hadn’t moved from her spot, and Ella felt a bubble of relief burst in her that she hadn’t been a hallucination brought on by the stress of the past day. Ella stopped in front of her, unsure what to do or say, her gaze finding Clara’s face and locking there. Now that she was closer, she saw the bags under Clara’s eyes, and she had to wonder when she’d gotten there. Had she flown, or had she driven again? If she’d driven, she must have left very early that morning. How many times had she called Ella with no answer before she’d decided to come here? Ella really should’ve charged her phone.
While Ella’s thoughts were spiraling, Clara stood. She hovered there for a moment, eyes scanning across Ella, expression still seemingly neutral, assessing. Then, from one second to the next, it cracked. Then, the worry underneath shone through. Then, she was stepping forward and pulling Ella down into an embrace, arms secure and unquestioning around her, and because Clara was on the step above her, Ella’s face tucked naturally into her neck. Then, Clara’s hand was smoothing down the back of Ella’s hair, and Ella was breathing in the slight, honey smell of her hair product, and she felt safer than she had in a long time. Then, the tears started, and Ella was saying Clara’s name in between them, again and again, and Clara was whispering hers back, along with a stream of comforting words Ella couldn’t make out, some in English and some French.
They made it up the stairs eventually, after they’d pulled back and Clara had took another long look at Ella, while cupping her face this time, as if searching for damage. Ella apologized. Clara had explained how she’d woken even earlier than she usually did for work that morning, as if she’d felt something prodding her to wake, listened to Ella’s voicemails, and immediately called out of work and got in the car—a flight that last minute being too expensive to justify. Ella apologized. Clara told her how the drive had helped her calm down, how she’d been able to assess and even take a work meeting from it on her way. How she’d arrived only fifteen minutes before Ella had, and had texted Ella’s friends while waiting on the stairs to ask if she should stay here or head to the Cape, and how they’d responded that Ella’s location hadn’t been updated since the previous night, but to sit tight and wait until Beau could let her in and troubleshoot further. How relieved they’d all been when Clara texted them that Ella had arrived when she’d been parking her car. Ella apologized. Clara told her to shut up, and pushed her into the shower.
Ella felt better without the lingering sticky smell of champagne on her and with the certainty that her hair was devoid of sand, and stepped out in a towel to the smell of toast, and Clara’s back to her at the stove. She slipped into her room to dress, hooked her brace back onto her aching knee, then emerged when Clara was setting down plates at the little table by the window. She gave Ella a look that garnered no protests, then supervised her meal in between her own bites. When all that was done, and Ella had drank two full glasses of water with two ibuprofen, they curled onto the couch together, Clara resting against the back of it while Ella rested against her. For several moments, there was quiet, then—
“I’m—”
“If you say you’re sorry one more time, I’ll bite you,” Clara cut her off, tone very serious.
Ella made a sound that was the closest to a laugh she was going to get, deciding to save the suggestive comment for later.
“Well, you deserve an apology,” she continued doggedly. “I pushed you away. And now you’re here, and you have to take care of me after I shut you out. None of that is fair.”
“You think this is about what’s fair?” Clara asked softly, her fingers still petting down Ella’s damp hair. “You think I’m doing you a favor by being here, and you haven’t earned it?”
Ella opened her mouth, then closed it. Clara didn’t say anything for another moment, giving her the space to reply if she wanted to, but Ella didn’t know what to say. It didn’t matter. The silence was as much a confirmation as any words would’ve been, anyway.
“I am here because I needed to be here,” Clara said, her voice firm. “I don’t need you to earn it or pay me back, Ella. I don’t care that I’ve visited you twice and you weren’t able to come to Ottawa like we planned. I am not counting. That isn’t what this is about. I’m here because I heard your voice in that voicemail, and you said you needed me, and I needed to be here with you.”
“But I—” Ella started, but Clara held up a hand to indicate she wasn’t done, and Ella lapsed back into silence.
“You’re right, I do deserve an apology,” she continued. “You were an asshole shutting me out again. But you’ve given me about fifty apologies by now, and I now understand what you were feeling and why you did it, so I forgive you. I would like to move on and not hear about it anymore. Can we do that?”
Ella swallowed, closed her eyes, and nodded minutely, though it still felt wrong to her. Clara pressed a kiss to the top of her head in thanks, and it made tears well up in Ella’s eyes again.
“We can talk more later about how to not have it happen again,” Clara said, her voice calm. “We need to learn how to talk to each other better. In January, we skipped past things we should’ve said while I was here, and that caused problems, I think.”
Ella furrowed her brow, sitting up and turning to look at Clara. “Like what?” she asked.
Clara’s expression was serious. “Important things,” she said. “Like how much I like you. Like how much you like me. How long we’ve wanted this for, and what it would look like. Things you said in your voicemails, I didn’t know before I listened to them.”
Ella’s cheeks heated, another wave of embarrassment passing through her as she thought of the things she’d said in those voicemails that Clara was referring to, but Clara leaned forward and cupped her face in her hands, brushing her thumbs across her skin as if to wipe away the thoughts as they came, as if she knew exactly what they were.
“No,” she said, meeting Ella’s gaze. “No, it’s not embarrassing. I want you to want those things from me, I want you to ask me to come be here for you, I want to be able to make it better. I miss you all the time, too. I want you near me all the time, too.”
Now, it was Clara’s turn to look away for a moment, then back, as if mustering her own bravery.
“I was going to offer to move to Boston for you,” she admitted. “Before you said anything about coming to Ottawa, I was thinking about it already.”
Ella’s eyes went wide. “You really would’ve done that for me?” she asked, disbelieving. “All your family is in Ottawa. Your job, your friends, everything.”
Clara smiled gently. “I would,” she said. “I still would. But I think that maybe, after listening to your voicemails, it might not be the best thing after all, for you.”
Ella’s eyes drifted downwards, away from Clara’s intent gaze. She swallowed, trying to find her words. Clara didn’t interrupt, but let her have the time to figure out how to say it.
“I love it here,” Ella said finally, eyes still on the bit of couch between them. “It’s my home. It’s hard to think about leaving. But it’s been hard to stay, too. I don’t think it’s good for me to be this close to my mom.”
She glanced back up to look at Clara’s face, and saw none of the judgement she feared would be there. Clara only nodded, her eyes sad.
“Will you tell me?” she asked tentatively after a moment’s pause. “The rest of what happened, with your injury…I know there’s more. I know you don’t like to talk about it, and it doesn’t have to be right now, but I just feel there are things I don’t understand that I need to to be able to understand you. To know how to take care of you.”
Ella sighed, glancing away then back to Clara again. “I don’t want you to have to take care of me,” she said.
“I know you don’t,” Clara said. “But I like to take care of people, and everyone needs to be taken care of sometimes. You like to take care of me, right?”
Even knowing it was a trap, Ella nodded. Clara smiled.
“So let me take care of you, too, sometimes, okay?” she asked.
Ella, reluctantly, nodded again. Clara, seemingly satisfied for the moment, leaned forward to reward her with a kiss.
They ended up in Ella’s room, Ella on her back on the bed with Clara straddling her, Ella’s hands firm on Clara’s hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh communicating need. Clara smiled as she leaned back from the kiss, pulling her shirt over her head to bare more skin, which Ella leaned up instantly to meet with her lips. How had it been only a few months since having this last? How had it been only a few months since she’d known what it felt like to touch Clara for the first time? How had she spent years without it?
After several long moments that drew soft gasps out of Clara’s lips, she pulled Ella’s head back up to join their lips again, meeting in a kiss that both were starved for after only moments apart. All propriety out the window, each of their hands searched for the other’s skin desperately as they did so, pressed close and yet needing more, needing closer, needing to somehow meld themselves together to ensure they wouldn’t ever be apart for so long again.
As Ella rolled them over, pulling off her t-shirt before beginning to construct a path down Clara’s bare torso with her lips, she reassured herself that this would be the beginning of the end of their separation. They’d talk about it all after. They’d make plans. It would all work out. For now, she let the sweet music that were the sounds tumbling out of Clara’s mouth fill her head, and tried not to think much more.
…
After, they stayed in bed, not bothering to dress, Clara pillowed against Ella’s chest this time, talking quietly, not yet ready to move to serious topics.
“What do you want to do while you’re here?” Ella asked. After a second’s pause, smiling, she added: “Cop slide again?”
Clara reached up to swat at her shoulder tiredly, rolling her eyes before relaxing back again.
“No,” she replied definitively. “It’s a miracle I survived the first time. And I don’t even want to imagine what kind of biohazardous substances I encountered on the way down.”
Ella let out a laugh, loud and surprised, shaking both of them in the process.
“Cop slide shitter Hayden Pike isn’t real, he can’t hurt you,” she reassured. “I can confirm that that conspiracy theory was based only on jokes between friends and not reality, no matter how much social media has doubled down on it ever since.”
Only when Ella stopped laughing did she register the silence from Clara, then looked down to see her raise her head, her narrowed eyes locking immediately on Ella’s face. In a moment, Ella realized why.
“Uh, I mean—” she started, searching around for an excuse to make but coming up with nothing.
“You?!” Clara exclaimed, jabbing a finger into Ella’s shoulder in accusation, her mouth falling open. “You were behind the haydenpike35 account? You started the cop slide shitter joke?? You told Jackie Pike you were grateful to be allowed to impregnate her??”
The outrage on Clara’s face, plus the reminder of some of Ella’s funniest jokes, was enough for her deer-in-headlights feeling to be replaced quickly by smug satisfaction, and she let a smirk bloom on her face. Seeing it, Clara snorted and shoved her shoulder again, this time with her whole hand, shaking the bed slightly. Ella’s smile only grew at the action.
“It was me and Beau, if you really need to know,” Ella admitted, shrugging. “But yeah, I did do all of that.”
Clara stared at her for a moment, warring emotions flickering across her face. Then, a smile bloomed slowly across her lips, and she let her face fall back against Ella’s chest, giggles muffled against her skin. Ella’s smile was so wide now that she thought it might break her face, and she wrapped her arms around Clara’s body, holding her there as she laughed. When she raised her face again, there was still a wide smile there.
“You are ridiculous,” Clara accused, only affection in the words. “You’re so insane, you know?”
“You like me,” Ella teased back, not loosening her arms around Clara, even as she playfully pushed at her chest. “You think I’m soooo funny. I have receipts to prove it.”
Clara kept grinning, staring at Ella and shaking her head. When she spoke again, her voice was lower.
“That’s why you already followed me when I first saw you in the Martlet’s replies, wasn’t it?” she asked. “Because I tweeted at the fake Hayden Pike account?”
Ella’s face flushed pink at the reminder of the first Twitter thread she’d ever found herself in with Clara. She hoped to god that Clara didn’t remember all of what was said in it.
“Possibly,” she said, shrugging as if it were nothing.
Before she could track the movement, though, Clara was up and out of her arms, pushing her flat on her back again, both hands held against the bed in Clara’s as she straddled her waist, grin triumphant over her.
“Wha—” Ella started to demand, shocked by this turn of events, but Clara interrupted her.
“Seven years,” she crowed triumphantly, grinning ear to ear. “More than seven fucking years, and you’ve been obsessed with me the entire time. Mocking racists, baiting me, fighting about our hockey teams, and the whole time you were just trying to get my attention.”
Ella’s blush deepened, eyes flicking from Clara’s wide smile to her eyes, then back again.
“Shut up,” she tried feebly, lifting her hips and trying to buck Clara off of her. “I wasn’t obsessed. Don’t flatter yourself.”
“Shut up yourself,” Clara retorted, shaking her head resolutely and smiling, if it were possible, even wider, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “I fucking love you, Ella Coleman. I should’ve known the first time I saw you in those replies that you’d be a problem. The best fucking problem I ever had.”
Then, Clara was kissing her, and Ella, though still not fully processed what she’d said, was kissing her back even more fiercely, their fingers still intertwined together on either side of Ella’s head, a grip Ella would never even think to try to get out of. This time the sex was less frantic, less hurried than their last round, and, when they were done, Ella pressed a kiss into the skin behind Clara’s ear from where she was curled around her, making Clara shiver once more. Then, she whispered, soft enough that it could only be heard from this distance, “I love you, too, Clara Lavoie.”
They were finally forced to dress again when Beau came back to the apartment from his shift, Em, Lily, and takeout Chinese food in tow, demanding to spend time together and hear about Ella’s time on the Cape, to be reassured of her continued wellness. It was a good way to spend the evening, Ella enjoying the way that her friends and Clara got along, and how her girlfriend’s presence in the group allowed her to sometimes stay quiet, not back to full snarky capacity yet, but enjoying the company all the same. They hadn’t had a chance to properly do this when Clara had been in town earlier, only snippets of short conversation between Clara and the rest, with Ella and Clara so wrapped up in one another, but now she wished she had.
The gathering soon distracted Ella again, as it devolved into laughter over one of Beau’s stories from college, and soon Clara was demanding further details of their escapades, leaning forward in her seat next to Ella. Then, of course, the rest of the group were tripping over each other to share funny and embarrassing memories of each other as Clara laughed and asked questions. She began to interject her own stories, too, of the things that she and Georgie had gotten up to in high school, then in college. She spoke of her university hockey team fondly, but skirted around discussion of the ex that Ella knew had been on that team, too, who Ella made a mental note to tease out information from her about. Not because she was jealous. Of course not. Just, you know, for curiosity’s sake.
Once, when recounting a story involving a Zamboni, a gallon of Elmer’s glue, and a 24-hour loop of the Lord of the Rings movies’ soundtrack, Clara declared between laughs: “Georgie should be here, she tells this better than me!”
Beau and Lily, who Ella knew both messaged Georgie more frequently than the rest, both perked up at the idea.
“Next time, you should bring her to visit with you,” Beau said.
“Or we could go visit there,” Lily interjected, giving him a pointed look.
“Oh, yeah,” Beau said, as if remembering something and nodding seriously. “Ottawa seems cool! What’s the drive time, anyway? Only like—”
“Seven hours,” Ella deadpanned, and smirked as Beau’s face visibly fell. He could drive, but he’d gotten out of the habit over the years, and didn’t like to do it. Em and Lily were the same.
“Maybe we’ll fly,” Em interjected, chuckling.
“I always like roads trips better than flying,” Ella pointed out. “I could always drive if none of the rest of you wanted to.”
“Well, yeah,” Beau said, glancing towards Em and Lily. “But, you know, you might be already up there.” Em, not subtle at all, kicked him, and he winced, adding on with an air of pleading innocent: “Because you might want to visit longer or something, I don’t know!”
Ella stared at them with raised eyebrows, wondering if the three were having some sort of collective stroke. Beside her, Clara was clearly attempting to keep a straight face, but her expression twitched slightly as she looked from one to the other. After a moment, she put a hand on Ella’s shoulder and stood from her seat.
“I’m going to go call Georgie in your room, if that’s okay,” she said. “She’s been blowing up my phone for updates for hours.”
“Yeah, okay,” Ella said absently, still looking at her friends in confusion.
“Tell her we say hi!” Beau called after Clara’s retreating back, seemingly taking the opportunity to break the awkwardness. “And to hold off from sticking pins in Ella’s voodoo doll in your honor!”
Clara snorted and waved a hand over her shoulder in acknowledgement. Then the door shut behind her, and Ella was left staring at three people who were shifting in their seats as if they’d been called into the principal’s office. Instead of breaking the silence, she merely sat back and crossed her arms over her chest, waiting for one of them to find it unbearable and break it. Predictably, Lily was the one with the courage to do so first.
“We all know you’re moving to Canada,” she blurted out with her usual candor.
“Lily,” Beau and Em both hissed, turning to her with looks of betrayal.
Lily huffed out a sigh and rolled her eyes. “Well, we do,” she said. “We’ve talked about it so many times at this point. I figured we could all at least get on the same page, then we can talk about it openly.”
Ella, whose eyebrows had risen high on her forehead at the statement, hurried to interject: “We haven’t talked about it properly yet.”
A chorus of boos sounded from around the table, and Ella glared at them.
“When you get to Ottawa, I’m helping you find a therapist,” Em insisted. “I don’t know how Canadian health insurance works, but I’ll figure it out if it means you finally have a professional to talk your shit out with.”
Ella rolled her eyes, but didn’t protest. It was probably a good idea anyway, she would concede. She did clarify her earlier statement, though.
“I brought up moving,” she admitted. “We just haven’t gotten into it yet. We had other stuff to address first.”
Beau snorted and made a suggestive hand movement, to which both Lily and Em groaned and jointly leaned over to smack his hands out of the air, but Ella laughed, sharing a grin with him. Still, it was him she turned to next, her eyebrows furrowing in worry.
“What would you do if I moved?” she asked. “We’ve lived together for years.”
Beau shrugged, looking far less concerned than Ella had expected.
“There’s a one-bedroom apartment above the coffee shop I work at now,” he said. “The owners own it, too, and their son used to live there before he moved away. They’ve been fixing it up a bit and are planning to rent it out sometime in the next few months, and offered it to me first. I said I’d think about it.”
“You can afford that?” Ella asked, doubtful.
Beau nodded and opened his mouth to no doubt give further details, but Lily cut across him.
“Beau’s fine,” she said. “He’s got it covered. Trust me, I still go over financial stuff with him just to make sure he isn’t operating under the Monopoly money logic from the old days, but he barely even needs it these days.”
Beau snorted but didn’t argue with the assessment, while Em laughed. Ella surveyed them, eyes flicking from one to the other, something like hurt blossoming under her ribs as she took in their carefree expressions.
“It’s almost like you want me gone,” she said finally, the edge in her voice unable to cover the vulnerability there.
Instantly, all three of their faces fell. Beau frowned deeply, Lily looked at Ella as if she’d just cursed her out, and Em sighed, shaking their head, almost as if they were disappointed by the words.
“Ella, we want you happy,” they said. “You think when I realized you and Clara were actually doing something real, my first instinct was to say, oh, yeah, let’s get Ella out of our hair and up to Canada? My first instinct was to shove you at the nearest person in Boston and get you to fall in love with them instead until it stuck. Lily had to talk me down.”
Lily’s kicked puppy expression lifted as she smiled, lips pursed as if she was trying not to laugh. “It was a whole middle-of-the-night crisis, Ella,” she said. “You would’ve found it funny.”
“That’s not even the point,” Beau broke in, waving away Em and Lily as they attempted to begin their usual banter. “It’s not just about Clara, it’s about you, Ella. You need to leave. You think I don’t know what it looks like when someone needs to escape something? You’ve been walking around with an itch under your skin for years.”
Ella looked back into Beau’s painfully earnest expression, the corners of her lips twitching downwards into a frown. She glanced down at her hands, blinked her eyes a few times, then said: “But you didn’t run away.”
She heard Beau sigh. “My parents haven’t showed up on my doorstep once in six years, El,” he said, his voice low, hints of a long-buried grief in it still. “If they had been, I’d probably need to get away, too. It’s different for me.”
Ella dragged her gaze upwards again meet his eye, and they shared a long look of sad understanding between them, the same that had solidified their friendship, so many years before.
“I don’t want to lose you,” she said finally, first to Beau, but then looking around at the rest to show that it included Lily and Em, too.
They all smiled at her, a little sad but fond, too.
“You won’t,” Lily answered first.
“Not ever,” Beau added on, nodding his head in emphasis.
“No matter how hard you try,” Em highlighted, raising their eyebrows with an expression that meant business.
Lily laughed first, but Ella soon joined in, and then they all were. By the time Clara returned from her phone call, they were wiping away tears from their eyes from different degrees of happiness and sadness. She didn’t comment, though, just settled back into Ella’s side and rejoined the conversation.
Later that evening, when Clara and Ella were back in Ella’s bedroom, real plans began to blossom between them, with timelines and numbers that Clara typed into her phone’s notes app. Haltingly, Ella told Clara the thing she’d only told Beau when they’d been searching for their apartment years ago, the thing she should tell Clara anyway, because she’d promised to start telling her things in general—the truth about the debt sitting on her shoulders, her mediocre credit score that might close some doors for them when searching for an apartment to rent. When she’d finished talking, Clara was frowning deeply.
“It’s your parents’ debt,” she echoed, as if trying to understand. “That you’re paying off?”
Ella shook her head. “It’s mine,” she said. “They took it out to pay for my figure skating costs. It’s under my name.”
Clara’s expression was nearly a glower at this point. “They took it out without telling you,” she repeated slowly. “When you were a kid. Under your name?”
Ella bit her lip, blinking her eyes a few times before nodding. “I didn’t realize,” she confirmed. “Not until after the second surgery. They told me after the doctor said I probably wouldn’t be able to skate again. They’d figured I could pay it off with prize money and sponsorships, but…well, then I didn’t have those things in my future anymore. So now I’m just doing the best I can.”
Clara’s eyes widened into something like heartbreak, then she was tugging Ella forward and pulling her into an embrace, tucking her head into the crook of her neck again, fierce and protective and definitely a little angry, if the pressure of her arms around Ella was anything to go by. Ella didn’t mind, though. She was exactly where she wanted to be.
“That is illegal,” Clara nearly growled, holding her tight. “And fucked up.”
Ella nodded minutely into her shoulder, confirming both statements. Something else was also true, though. “I’m not going to sue them over it,” she said. “They’re my parents.”
Clara didn’t say anything, but her hug increased in pressure slightly. Ella sighed and leaned into it. After a few minutes, Clara loosened her grip, pressing a kiss to her temple and drawing back.
“Thank you for telling me,” she said, looking Ella in the eyes to show her genuine feeling with the words, squeezing her hands as she did so. “I love you. We will figure it out.”
After that, there wasn’t much more to talk about in terms of plans, so they just laid back on the bed and talked about other things. Ella asked about Ottawa as a city, and Clara told her stories about growing up there, about places she and Georgie had found to make their own over the years, and about her family. Ella listened, tracing the outline of Clara’s fingers, around each one like a child creating the shape on a piece of paper, eyes intent on her project as Clara’s words flowed in through her ears.
When the darkness outside grew complete and yawns punctuated the sentences they shared, they both began to ready themselves for bed, trading off using the bathroom and changing into sleep clothes. Well, sleep clothes turned out to just be one of Ella’s oversized and worn t-shirts for each of them and underwear, but still. Before they fell asleep, though, Ella remembered to emphasize one thing.
“I hope you know,” she said to Clara in the dark as she curled back into her embrace, Clara’s arms and legs wrapped around her like an octopus from behind, “that even though I’m moving to Ottawa, I will never, ever root for the Centaurs. No matter what.”
Clara began to laugh against her, and Ella craned her neck to look behind her, though Clara’s face was swathed in the darkness of the room so she couldn’t make it out.
“I’m serious,” Ella insisted all the same. “No matter how much I love you or how many times you make me come in a row—”
Clara laughed harder at that, cutting her off and making Ella pout into the darkness. Then, with a precision Ella envied, Clara leaned forward and pressed a kiss to her lips.
“Shut the fuck up,” she said, and Ella could just hear the eye roll in her voice, along with the affection. After a moment, she muttered something French under her breath, almost as an afterthought.
Ella furrowed her brow for a moment, thinking, then questioned: “Did you just call me a motherfucker?”
“Well, if you want to get technical—” Clara began, then broke off into a very suspicious silence. When she finally spoke again, it was to demand: “How the fuck did you understand that?”
Ella grinned to herself, glad to have the last word. “I’ll tell you tomorrow,” she said.
Behind her, Clara grumbled, but relented.
…
Text Thread: Clara & Georgie
Clara: oh! i forgot to say yesterday!

Clara: guess who was behind the fake hayden pike account all along??
Georgie: Beau and Ella
Clara: what the fuck???

Clara: how did YOU know that??
Georgie: Clara…how did you not?? I tweeted at the account ONCE and they both IMMEDIATELY followed me. Affectionately…they’re really dumb
Clara: i don’t check my follows how tf would i know the timing of that????

Clara: i cannot believe this, how long have you known and why did you never tell me??
Georgie: Like, 2016?? And I didn’t think I needed to! I thought you knew!
Clara: ughhhhhh i could’ve known this so much sooner
Georgie: Not sure if this helps, but the first time you interacted with the fake Hayden account you proposed marriage
Clara: yeah, i’m very aware of that, thanks
Georgie: Good, just wanted to make sure 😇
…
The next day, Ella finally powered up her phone and texted her mom back, saying that she had gotten sick at the wedding and needed to go home directly. With the support of—and light bullying by—Beau and Clara, she refused Cathy’s attempts to call. Luckily, her mom had been dissuaded from visiting instead by the graphic descriptions of vomiting that Clara had clearly relished dictating for Ella to text to her. Thus, Cathy had contented herself with using the whole thing as an excuse to further malign her father’s wedding as the cause, and Ella had gotten off easy. She tried not to think about the fact that her dad hadn’t reach out once to ask why she’d left the after-party early, or to consider the possibility that he might not have even noticed. 
Instead, Ella enjoyed the last few days of being with Clara again in Boston. Most of it they spent in the apartment, but they visited Beau at his bookstore-coffee shop, too, which Clara immediately took a shine to, and even got Lily to give them a tour of her lab. After that, Clara insisted that Ella show her around the BU campus to the places she spent her own time, or had done during her undergrad years. Ella delighted in bringing her to the Dunkin she’d worked at, as well as the IT Help Center, where her old supervisor, Michael, was both amused and delighted to be introduced to her girlfriend.
“So that’s where you learned all the tech skills you’ve been putting to work during our calls,” Clara had commented slyly as they’d left, leaving Ella no other choice than to chase her, cackling, down the street until they got to the car and could head back to Ella’s apartment.
Clara and Ella’s goodbye on the sidewalk a few days later was just as unwilling at it had been in January, but, after they’d shared a kiss goodbye and Ella watched Clara drive away, she felt far more hopefully than she had then. Come June, Clara would be back, and after that, three months apart would be unthinkable.
…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Clara: [Link to Archive of Our Own user profile: hockeylesbian12]
Ella: oh my god

Ella: i get to read them??? really???

Ella: why now???
Clara: yes, you get to read them

Clara: if you need any more proof that i really really love you

Clara: even when you’re the most annoying pest to ever exist and i know you’ll be unbearable about this

Clara: start with “a dumb screenshot of youth”
Ella: not the ones from when you were fifteen?
Clara: no. asshole.

March - May 2023
Over the course of the next few months, Ella focused on her classes, her work, and getting ready for graduation, things that Clara absolutely refused to be a distraction from, but they still called as much as they were able. The calls had grown more comfortable, with their feelings on the table, a greater sense of ease settling between them.
Sometimes, they just worked together over video call, pausing sometimes to glance at the other and smile or to entertain commentary or complaint, but mostly in silence. It was nice to just be. In other calls, they talked, their conversations going further than they had before. In this way, little by little, Ella told Clara more about her life before, during, and after her injury.
First, it was about what figure skating had meant to her back then, how she’d felt like it was the closest thing to flying she’d ever be able to do, like the kind people did only in dreams. How it had made her feel like none of the rules applied, like she was limitless…until there had been a limit imposed on her, that was.
Next it was more about the original injury. That it was no one’s fault, even if it had felt like it at the time, felt like she had to blame herself, had to be able to prevent it from happening again that way. The slow healing, the pain of it, but the belief that she’d get better, she’d still be able to get all the things she wanted again.
It took longer, in shorter pieces, to talk about what had happened next. Clara didn’t push, though Ella knew she would’ve been impatient if she’d been in her place. She was already impatient with herself, if she were honest. Still, it felt like pulling shards of glass from her skin, to tell it. How, really, sixteen-year-old Ella had wanted to listen to the doctors, to her physical therapist, to the guidelines of not setting foot back on the ice until at least eight months after her first surgery. How her mother had encouraged her to get back on the ice at the six month mark anyway, telling her she would lose her strength for good if she didn’t, that she would miss out on competitions that counted. Stories of other skaters that had happened to, who had faded into the background after an injury. How a combination of Ella’s fear that she was right and how much she missed the ice had made her start back again under her mother’s instruction. How it had hurt, but felt alright after a while. How her mother had signed her up for an local exhibition a few months later, to get her used to performing again.
That time, it hadn’t been recorded, and Ella was grateful for it. She didn’t want to know the video was out there, didn’t want to know how many people had seen her fall, unable to stay upright, seen her scream with the pain of it. The second injury had been worse than the first, and she told Clara this. Worse because she hadn’t let it fully heal, had only made it weaker in the months prior. They’d done surgery again, but the doctors had told her that she couldn’t expect the joint to get back to how it was, that she was unlikely to have the same range of movement, and be risking re-injury if she tried to skate again like she’d done before. Ella had known that they were right, felt it in the pain, in the way that the knee wasn’t healing as quickly as it had before, even when her mother refused to, putting her in hour after hour in physical therapy until, eventually, Ella’s PT told her off, saying she was only doing Ella more harm. And how, to this day, Cathy just kept telling Ella that she needed to get back on the ice and things would be better, like a broken cuckoo clock repeating the same time over and over again, unable to move on. Unable to let Ella move on, either.
Then, Ella told Clara about her knee as it was now. How some days it felt completely normal, and others she doubted her ability to put her weight on it for the length of one city block. From her training as a PT, as well as the warnings of her doctors, she knew that it would get worse as she got older, arthritis setting in. She’d already noticed that she needed her brace more often these days—it had been one of the reasons she’d decided to take the job at the phone line, able to work from home, rather than take a night job at a bar or restaurant. She hated it, but she’d accepted that she would never be able to escape it, even if she still had trouble conceding her limitations before she reached a breaking point. As she’d learned years ago when she’d accepted that the only flying she would ever do again would be in her dreams: acceptance didn’t always make the reality easier to bear.
When the story had finally seemed complete, after many phone calls, Clara had asked what Ella had been expecting her to—what Em, Lily, and Beau had all asked the first time she’d told them the story, drunk on shitty liquor on the carpet of one of their dorm rooms, and plenty of times in the years since, as well. It was a logical question to follow.
“Why do you still talk to your mom?” Clara had asked, her voice just slightly nasally from the tears she’d shed quietly, clearly making an effort to not let Ella hear over the phone as she’d finished the sad tale. “Why let her in your life at all? She took that away from you, and she acts like it’s your choice. If you wanted, you’d have every right to tell her to go fuck herself to hell and back.”
Ella was silent for a long moment, lying curled on her bed facing the window, watching as the sign in the window of the 24-hour convenience store across the street flickered. When she answered, her voice was quiet.
“I can’t forget what it used to be like with us,” Ella said. “She spent so many years with me as a kid, working so hard to make that dream happen for me. She worked long hours at two jobs to pay for it, and she was always on the rink with me every day anyway. Yeah, maybe she did it for herself, too, sometimes, but she did care. She still does, I think, even though she doesn’t always know how to show it in the right way. I know that doesn’t always make a difference, but it still means something to me. My dad never cared. Not ever.”
Clara didn’t protest, though Ella knew she wanted to. She knew that Clara probably thought, like her friends did, that Ella was a bit deluded when it came to her mom. She knew they wished that she could bring the same anger to the subject of her parents that she brought to a bad ref call or a home game loss. Sometimes, she wished it, too, but she just couldn’t. And she couldn’t bring herself to let her mom go completely, even if she was trying to create distance.
The time to tell her mom about her plans to move, and about Clara, eventually came during a phone call. Predictably, it went poorly. Ella spent the next weeks with silence from her mother, but that was alright. Ella had learned to wait out that silence over the years. Eventually, Cathy broke it, texting Ella one day in early May to ask for a photo of her and Clara, which Ella had sent. Cathy had heart reacted and replied that Clara was pretty, which was both objectively true and something Ella recognized as an olive branch. And, a few weeks later, even though Ella had heard nothing from her leading up to it, her mother still attended her graduation ceremony. The words exchanged between them were stiff, as was the meal she took Ella and her friends out to that night, but it could’ve been much worse. Cathy got in her car at the end of the night after hugging Ella, rather than pushing to stay, and Ella waved as she left before going up to her and Beau’s apartment to join the group in making their floors sticky with clumsily popped champagne. Georgie and Clara, on a video call projected onto the TV, cheered along with them, and Ella’s heart was full.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Hehe sorry to write a fic that’s purportedly all about Boston and the cop slide and then the twist is that the main character that lives there moves away to Ottawa in the end, just like Ilya 🤭🙃 Except………am I sorry? No, I’m not sorry. I’ve listened to The Great Divide album A LOT in the past few months, in case you can’t tell.

I was heavily inspired by  this  Tumblr post for Ella’s voicemails to Clara. If you’re wondering how this is at all related, so am I.

Final chapter tomorrow!!


  


      

  












      Chapter 16: we meet our lurking omniscient bisexual narrator
  



    Chapter Notes

      Wow, we’ve reached the end! I’m surprised y’all are still here. As my notes can attest, I definitely didn’t plan for this fic to be this long when I started (though, given my track record, it could’ve been a lot worse lol), but I’ve loved writing these characters so very much <3 I hope you’ll enjoy how I wrap things up for them!


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  June 2023
Ottawa Centaurs @OttawaCentaurs

As of ten seconds ago, the Ottawa Centaurs are this 2022-2023 season’s Stanley Cup winners!!! 🎉🎊🏆 #CentaursStanleyCup2023
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

I. FUCKING. CALLED. IT!!!!!!! Cens forever!!!!!!!!!! If baby Georgie could see her team now, oh my god!!!!!! We are the CHAMPIONS!!!!!!!
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

i’m imagining you running around your apartment with your hands out like a soccer player celebrating a goal. actually happy for you this time!!
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

i’m crying watching rozy lift the cup again, actually crying. wish he were still in boston but anywhere he is, i’m really proud of him 😭
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @hollanderdynasty11

the hollanov kiss on ice after winning the stanley cup is redefining romance AS WE KNOW IT!!! and during PRIDE MONTH!! i am so gay 🏳️‍🌈🥹

Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

this will be the first cup among many!! centaurs hollander-rozanov dynasty for fucking ever 🏆 they fucking earned it, proved how good they are over and over this season. assholes will continue to asshole, but we fucking won!!
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

okay, i’ll give this one to you. they deserved it after the season they had
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister

is my city marginally cooler now that we’ve won the stanley cup??
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26

maybe. i’ll have to determine for myself

…
Text Thread: “unlikely comrades in arms”
Georgie: [Video attached]

Georgie: Moments after the buzzer went off, taken by Nat
Em: lololololol i love that i was absolutely correct about how you celebrated, georgie
Beau: sorry but i’m absolutely dying at clara sitting on the couch sobbing with happiness as you do laps around her

Beau: quality cinema 10/10
Lily: clara, this was exactly my reaction too!!
Ella: awwwwwww baby
Beau: what do we think folks? expression of endearment or insult??
Lily: yes
Clara: i think my reaction was warranted
Em: oh, absolutely

Em: ella cried over the raiders’ 2014 win, too!
Ella: we hadn’t even met yet then, wtf!! you don’t know that
Em: yeah but i do though
Beau: ella cried the last time the raiders’ won in a shootout against new york
Ella: it was a tense moment!!
Clara: aw baby
Ella: 🖕
Georgie: More than a partner, I think that these two just wanted someone to argue with for the rest of their lives
Lily: yes
…
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

okay. playoffs over. it’s pride month. you know what that means: which hockey player is coming out as gay as tribute?? actually being gay is preferred but not required as a qualification
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

it’s like you WANT to be cancelled and doxxed
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @raidersfangirl26

eh, i get bored sometimes. bring it on

PinkNews @PinkNews

Women’s hockey player Liza Sullivan of the Minnesota Whitecaps comes out as a lesbian, saying in an interview: “I want to start living my truth. Pretending I’m someone I’m not has only hurt me and the people I care about, and I’m tired of feeling like it’s the only option.”
beau @hotelcuckchair

Replying to @PinkNews

uhhhhhh @raidersfangirl26 ??????
EM @masshole21

Replying to @hotelcuckchair @PinkNews

holy fuck, is this who i think it is????
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @masshole21 @hotelcuckchair @PinkNews

be careful what you wish for, exhibit A
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @hotelcuckchair

well. can definitely confirm that this one is actually gay!

…
Text Thread: Ella & Liza
Ella: hey, i know we haven’t talked in a long time, but i wanted to say congratulations on coming out. it was really brave. and, for what it’s worth, i’m proud of you
Liza: Hey! It’s worth a lot, and thank you. I really appreciate you reaching out. I wanted to reach out to you, but I didn’t want to cross boundaries in case you didn’t want to hear from me. I hope it’s alright that I take this opportunity to apologize, though.

Liza: I know that I wasn’t fair to you when we were younger, especially after that summer when I left without warning. I used your feelings for me to make you an accomplice to something I already felt ashamed about, and I hurt you in the process. You were first love, and, even more important, my best friend for years before that. I wish I could’ve kept you in my life, and I know it was my fault I couldn’t, since I destroyed all that by denying what you meant to me. I really am so sorry for how I acted.
Ella: wow…that was…fast
Liza: Haha yeah I had it typed out in a note for…a while. No pressure to accept it or anything, but I needed to say it
Ella: thank you for saying it. to be honest, i never really was that mad at you. i understood why you did it, it just fucking sucked, too. i was sad for you as well, so i was happy to hear about your coming out
Liza: Yeah, you always knew me better than anyone haha. You’re good at that

Liza: Have you come out? I know you were always more able to talk about it than me anyway but, you know, to your family or publicly?

Liza: You’re still in Boston, right?
Ella: i forgot you never really use social media

Ella: yeah, i’ve been out for a while, to my family and publicly. you can imagine how my mom was about it initially, but generally, it’s been good. and yeah, i’m still in boston currently, but i’m actually getting ready to move to canada in a few days

Ella: partially because i’m moving in with my girlfriend, but also because i realized that it might be better for me to be further from home
Liza: Wow…that’s REALLY good to hear. It’s been kind of life changing for me to be further from home, and I think it might be even more so for you, maybe, with your family. Proud of you for getting away!
Ella: thanks, i hope it will be better
Liza: Maybe, if you want, we could catch up some time over the phone? Hard to give or get a real update over text, and I’d love to know how you ended up dating a Canadian, and everything else. Like I said, I just miss my old best friend.
Ella: i’m pretty busy right now with moving and everything, but maybe we could schedule it for a few weeks out? i’d like that
…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Clara: so, should i be expecting you to leave me for your childhood love now?
Ella: as if you could get rid of me that easily

Ella: as if i spent almost a decade long distance slow burning and sewing the seeds of you & me only to throw it away for the girl i found out left me behind via her mom at the grocery store then called me from a time zone away to tell me that i couldn’t tell anyone about us because she was back with her boyfriend

Ella: as if there was anyone else who has ever made me feel anything like you do

Ella: you’re crazy if you think that
Clara: je t’aime ❤️❤️❤️❤️❤️
[Clara calling - Accept?]

[Call ended. Call time: 24 minutes 56 seconds]
…
Direct Messages: ellaaaa & Ilya Rozanov
ellaaaa: hey roz!! congrats on the cup! even though i’m a raiders fan, i’ll admit that you deserved it
Ilya Rozanov: Hello again, thank you. We did. How is relationship?
ellaaaa: it’s great!! it’ll be six months of us being together in a few days!

ellaaaa: related to that, i was wondering if you might be able to do me a favor??

ellaaaa: i figured people get their partners anniversary presents but the first thing that came to my mind i can’t really get on my own
Ilya Rozanov: Yes, gift is good for anniversary, even only six months. I got Shane Ikea drawer dividers for socks for our six month wedding anniversary and he cried.

Ilya Rozanov: What is favor?
ellaaaa: wow, i have NO IDEA what to do with that information……………anyway

ellaaaa: you’re good friends with troy barrett, right? that’s not just for show?
Ilya Rozanov: Yes, of course. Why?
ellaaaa: i was thinking he might have something that clara would like, if you could ask him about it. i don’t actually know if it exists, but you miss all the shots you don’t take, right?
Ilya Rozanov: Give me details and I will see what I can do
…
Troy Barrett @TroyBarrett17

In 2017, I was still a Toronto Guardian, I was in the closet, and I was friends with some people I’ve cut out of my life since. Now, I’m a Stanley Cup winner with the best team in the NHL, who also happens to be really great at hockey. (1/2)
Troy Barrett @TroyBarrett17

Replying to @TroyBarrett17

I still have a lot to make up for in the things I let slide back then, and most of it’s serious work, but as @HarrisDrover pointed out to me, sometimes laughter is the best medicine, too. So, I’m sharing this video from back then in case it helps people in a different way. (2/2)
[Attached video:

Description: Blurry dark camera footage comes into focus on a park at night, with a long slide in the center. Bangs and shouts emanate from within it. The person holding the camera moves closer, and another voice off to the side calls out: “You alright, man?” A few people laugh in the background.
“No, I’m not fucking alright!” comes a voice from inside the slide, echoing and slightly muffled. “I’m fucking stuck. I can’t get the fuck out!”
More laughter comes from around them.
“This isn’t fucking funny!” the voice says again, now higher and more panicked. “Get me out of here! Get me out! Someone fucking climb up and pull my feet or something, I can’t fucking move!”
Muffled pounding comes from within the slide, as if the man is banging on it with his fists from within, until a high-pitched shriek of pain comes from inside, quickly stifled.
“Fuck!” the voice shouts again, even louder this time. “Get me the fuck out of here!”
The sound of someone clambering onto the metal slide can be heard, then a series of clangs, scuffles, and groans. Finally, two people emerge from the slide. One turns towards the camera, immediately identifiable as Dallas Kent, cradling one hand in the other with a furious expression on his face. When he notices the phone, he looks even more angry and starts towards the person holding it.
“Turn that the fuck off, you—”]
Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov

Replying to @TroyBarrett17

You forgot to say that you shared this because a bisexual woman hockey fan asked for it for her lesbian girlfriend from Ottawa who hates Dallas Kent. People must know that you care about your community
Troy Barrett @TroyBarrett17

Replying to @IlyaRozanov @TroyBarrett17

Okay, well. Now they do.
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @TroyBarrett17 @IlyaRozanov

as the bisexual woman hockey fan in question, please accept my sincerest thanks for this video!!! aside from the fact that i know my girlfriend will love it, it’s also more than i personally could’ve dreamed as well hahahahahahahahaha
hockey addicts anonymous @rozanov81forever

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @TroyBarrett17 @IlyaRozanov

some people get their partners flowers. you messaged ilya rozanov to ask troy barrett to dig up a humiliating video of dallas kent going down the cop slide. i’m once again proud of you for using your powers of gay for good rather than evil
Georgie @hollanderdynasty11

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @TroyBarrett17 @IlyaRozanov

As romantic gestures go, this is probably the strangest I’ve ever heard of, and yet for Clara, it’s the most perfect. This will be going in my speech at your wedding if you get married, fyi
Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @TroyBarrett17 @IlyaRozanov

this is……so beautiful 🥹
EM @masshole21

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister @raidersfangirl26 @TroyBarrett17 @IlyaRozanov

well…the slide clearly sensed that he was not pure of heart

…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Clara: when i see you next, i am going to eat you out like you’ve never been eaten out before

Clara: just so you know
Ella: what, you’ve been holding out on me up until this point?

Ella: and only if i get to return the favor
Clara: you’re so fucking aggravating. everything has to be a competition, doesn’t it? i love you so fucking much
Ella: i know. and i love you too
…
Text Thread: Clara & Ella
Clara: see you in 22 hours ❤️
Ella: i can’t wait
Clara: unfortunately, you’re going to have to
Ella: 🙄just for that, i’ll make you walk from the airport
Clara: and then i will not let you kiss me until we get to ottawa. see how that works?
Ella: sure about that?

Ella: [Screenshot of Clara’s tweet from February: “i was so single for years that i forgot how good kissing really is. now i’m having withdrawals, which is deeply stupid and annoying. fuck you @raidersfangirl26”]
Clara: i’ll bite you
Ella: i think we’ve established by now that that’s not really a threat

Ella: hey, so…how would you feel about meeting my mom? because she just texted me that she wants to drive up to see me off and i’m trying to negotiate with her but now she wants to meet you as well
Clara: i might feel…complicated about that

Clara: i’ll do it if it’s important to you

Clara: but i want to be prepared. so i can be supportive to you but also for me. can we call?
Ella: yes, of course!

Ella: thank you, i love you, i know it’s asking a lot
[Ella calling - Accept?]

[Call ended. Call time: 48 minutes 39 seconds]
…
“She really liked you,” Ella said the next day, as soon as they had mounted the steps to Ella’s apartment and collapsed back on her mattress, Cathy just having taken her leave.
Clara huffed a sigh and rolled onto her side, propping herself on her elbow to look down at Ella.
“Well, I fucking hated her,” she said bluntly. “No matter how nice she is to me, I’m not going to forget how she’s been to you.”
Ella laughed, a wide smile spreading across her face. “I know,” she said, reaching up to cup Clara’s jaw, tracing her thumb along it in a soothing motion. “And I love you for that. Thanks for meeting her anyway.”
“Of course,” Clara said, pressing a kiss to Ella’s forehead, then to her cheek, then her nose, and finally, to her lips, slow and full of feeling. “It was still better than the last time I met someone’s parents.”
Ella smiled up at her. “I’m glad,” she said. “Even if my mom sucks a lot sometimes, she still had the common sense to like you. Even when you’re abducting her child.”
Clara rolled her eyes so hard they seemed to disappear into her skull, saying as she did so: “As if anyone could take you anywhere without your say so.”
Ella laughed again, feeling lighter than she had in a long time after seeing her mom.
…
Text Thread: Em & Ella
Em: everything all packed?
Ella: yep, just about ready to go

Ella: you and lily still going to come see us off?
Em: lily’s driving us over right now

Em: you couldn’t keep us away if you tried
Ella: luckily i’m not trying
…
The send off took place on the Boston sidewalk outside the apartment Beau and Ella were vacating, with the sun still low in the sky. Behind them, the trunk and backseat of Ella’s old Honda Civic was overflowing with a volume of things Ella hadn’t known she’d possessed until she’d started filling boxes the day after her graduation, a fortnight before. It had been bittersweet, the process of packing up her life in Boston, with many discoveries of old photographs and knick knacks that contained memories from years past, both good and bad. Ella had tried not to shy away from the tears as they came, though, or the laughter.
But now, all that was left to do was say goodbye to Em, Lily, and Beau, who had all gathered that morning for last hugs and words, despite the fact that they’d all spent a good many hours the previous night together, too, sitting on the floor in Ella and Beau’s mostly empty apartment and drinking wine out of the only cups they hadn’t yet packed, a perfect reverse of the day they’d moved in. Now, it was empty and the keys returned, with Beau having finished moving all his things into his new apartment a few days prior, too. It was small, but Beau seemed happy with it.
He’d been upbeat in general of late, and when Ella had confronted him about it a week ago, demanding to know on no uncertain terms who was making him so happy and why she hadn’t met him yet, he’d smiled a soft smile.
“I don’t want to jinx it,” Beau had said. “It’s new. But I think I’ve finally picked one of the good ones this time.”
He’d promised to share more when he was ready, and Ella had to accept that, especially if whoever it was made Beau smile like that. Not just excited, not just infatuated. Happy. Like he was finally learning that love could be more than a game of poker that the house always won. Ella was proud of them both.
But on that morning, as Clara leaned back against the car to give the group some time of their own to say goodbye, it wasn’t Beau with his slightly teary eyes or Lily with her signature tight embrace that held on the longest. It was Em, standing on their tiptoes with arms looped around Ella’s waist in a vice-like grip that could rival their girlfriend’s, who really seemed like they wouldn’t let go.
“You know that I’m not dying, right?” Ella said into their hair, though she also had to clear her throat to rid it of tears. “I’m just moving to Canada.”
“You’re such an asshole,” Em groused into Ella’s shoulder, their voice shaking ever-so-slightly, undermining the words.
“You were the one that decided to make me your friend,” Ella pointed out, smiling.
“I can’t be blamed for 17-year-old Em’s poor decision-making,” Em said, then finally loosened their grip and stepped back, wiping their eyes with the back of their hand.
They surveyed Ella for a moment, their eyes darting over her shoulder to Clara then back, eyes becoming shiny again with tears as they did so.
“You are gonna come back to visit, still, right?” they asked.
Ella rolled her eyes. “Duh,” she said. “I have family here, remember?”
“I mean, you are kind of moving to get away from your mom, so—”
“I’m not talking about my mom,” Ella said, giving them a small smile and a shrug.
Five minutes later, Ella pulled the car out of the tiny parking spot, only slightly grazing the car behind her as she did so (“serves them right, they parked an inch from my bumper like an asshole”). At the red light, both she and Clara looked back and found Em, Lily, and Beau still standing there, arms around each other on the sidewalk. Ella raised her hand in a wave, and Clara did the same, and they waved back. Then, someone honked their horn loudly and obnoxiously behind her, yelling something unintelligible, and she flipped them off before hitting the gas and driving away, watching her friends disappear in the rearview.
Over the console, Clara took her free hand and laced their fingers together, both quiet as they drove through the city. Only when they approached the City Hall Plaza did they speak, Ella catching sight of a flash of silver, orange, and blue between trees in the distance and turning to raise her eyebrows at Clara.
“Once more, for luck?” she inquired cheekily.
Clara snorted out a laugh and shook her head exasperatedly.
“Fuck no,” she said. “I’m not doing a seven hour drive with bruises or a bloody nose.”
“So sensible, so boring,” Ella snarked as they passed the place where the slide could just be seen from the street and continuing on without stopping.
“You’re moving to Ottawa,” Clara replied, unbothered. “You’re going to have to get used to boring.”
Ella let the smile that had been threatening to break across her face through as she continued to drive. With Clara, she sincerely doubted her life would ever get boring.
…
Three hours later…
Text Thread: “unlikely comrades in arms”
Clara: [Selfie of Clara sitting in the driver’s seat of Ella’s car at a rest stop, smiling wickedly, camera tilted so that Ella can be seen in the background fast asleep in the passenger’s seat.]

Clara: victory
Georgie: Can’t wait for you to get here!
Em: hahahahaha ella finally found someone capable of passenger princessing her
Lily: i didn’t know ella could be in a car she wasn’t driving unless incapacitated
Beau: clara you are my favorite!!!!

Beau: i’m framing this in my new apartment
[several hours later]
Ella: we literally switched off driving so shut the fuck up!!!

Ella: i won’t miss any of you
Beau: we love you too ❤️ glad you found someone as stubborn as you to convince you not to try to drive the whole 7 hours yourself
Clara: ella’s going to have to get used to driving less. brake-checking people and threatening to run down pedestrians plays less well in ottawa than boston, and i’m not subjecting myself to that

Clara: ella would like me to clarify that it’s just jaywalkers she threatens to run down, because, and i quote: “if there’s not a crosswalk, you don’t owe them anything”
Beau: oh yeah i’ve heard that one before

Beau: no casualties yet, if it makes you feel any better
Georgie: Making a mental note never to get into a car with Ella behind the wheel. Like, EVER.
Lily: she’s going to be so pissed when she checks this thread again hahahahahaha
Clara: oh don’t worry i’m narrating from the passenger seat. can’t have her miss out on the fun
Em: how many times has she threatened to drive into a ditch so far?
Clara: twice 😈

July 2023
Text Thread: “the rozanovs”
Em: okay, ella, one month progress report, how’s clara? how’s ottawa? how’s living with the girlfriend?
Ella: literally i text you updates all the time what
Em: yes but we need a one-month progress report

Em: summary. overall impressions. generalized vibes
Beau: true, we need something to share with the stakeholders
Lily: (we are the stakeholders)
Ella: wow my life is still your only entertainment and i’m not even there
Lily: oh come on

Lily: you know you love the attention and excuse to be dramatic
Ella: fine, one month progress report

Ella: clara - still the most beautiful and smart and funny person ever to exist. her family is nice and seems to like me?

Ella: ottawa - boring as expected, but i’m finding spots i like anyway i guess

Ella: living with girlfriend - she snores and leaves socks around, clings on me like a koala in sleep, and cooks with spices i didn’t even know existed up until this point. very good

Ella: happy?
Em: are you asking us if we’re happy with the progress report, or telling us that you’re happy?
Ella: ugh you’re so sappy

Ella: both
Lily: ❤️❤️❤️❤️
Beau: 🥹😭🥰
Em: 🥳
Ella: 🙄

Ella: miss you all

Ella: same time friday again for a video call ?
Beau: yessssss
Em: course, wouldn’t miss it!
Lily: see you then!!

August 2023
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

officially licensed as physiotherapist in canada as of today!!!!! now i just have to find a job, then, after more than thirteen long years, i can finally be free from customer service hell!!!!
Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

You are in Canada now?? Why did you not tell me this??

…
When Clara got home from work that day to find Ella in their little one-bedroom apartment in downtown Ottawa, shortly after she’d gotten the news of her licensing, the first item on the agenda was to congratulate her, and in the same breath scold her for letting Clara find out via Twitter, which Ella had clearly intended, if her satisfied smirk was to be believed. The second item was to kiss her. The third was to shed their clothing as quickly as possible, not moving from the couch, and enthusiastically reinforce the congratulations from before. No item on that list involved the angry and insistent buzzing of Ella’s phone, face-up on the coffee table next to them.
When Clara couldn’t ignore the irking sound any longer, though, she sat back with a huff, craning her head to glance at the screen. She ignored Ella’s whines and the insistent tug of her hands, resting low on Clara’s hips, as she saw the most recent message light up the screen. Blinking at it for few seconds, she went through several stages of processing. The emotion she landed on was hilarity, though, and she bit her lip before turning back to look down at Ella, still half-dressed and flushed under her, pout on her lips.
“Uh, El,” she said, trying valiantly to keep a straight face. “I think your close personal friend Ilya Rozanov is trying to reach you.”
Ella’s face scrunched into something utterly bewildered and extraordinarily adorable. “What?” she demanded, as if she hadn’t heard Clara properly.
Clara thought she might burst from holding back laughter. Oh, how she loved this strange woman and the strange life she’d gotten herself into with her at her side. Clara reached over to grab Ella’s phone and hold it out to her.
“See for yourself,” she said.
It was only when Ella’s eyes widened as she read over the messages that Clara finally let herself shake with laughter. She promptly lost her balance and fell off her perch on Ella’s hips onto the rug with a thump.
…
Direct Messages: ellaaaa & Ilya Rozanov
Ilya Rozanov: You left Boston?

Ilya Rozanov: Are you in Ottawa now for girlfriend?

Ilya Rozanov: You have been here for how many months?! You have not been posting much online last while, is it because of move?

Ilya Rozanov: Cannot believe you did not share this sooner

Ilya Rozanov: I leave Boston and come to Ottawa for scary hockey player, you leave Boston and come to Ottawa for scary hockey player, we are the same
ellaaaa: hi ilya rozanov. sorry, this is all new to me, i didn’t realize we were close friends enough that i should let you know of my movements

ellaaaa: yes, i left boston in june. yes, i’m now living in ottawa with my scary hockey-playing girlfriend, we’re very happy together

ellaaaa: might’ve been a bit happier if you hadn’t just interrupted us bc i was about to convince her to sit on my face to celebrate getting my license, but i guess i’ll give you a pass for being ilya rozanov
Ilya Rozanov: Ha, go back to very important business with your girlfriend, I will wait
ellaaaa: well, after laughing at me for a whole minute, she just got a call from her mom, who also wanted to congratulate me, and now georgie’s at our door as well, so we’ll have to pick it up later
Ilya Rozanov: Very sad. Your life sounds very hard with many people to be happy for achievements. Anyway, you are looking for job as PT?
ellaaaa: yes??
Ilya Rozanov: Good. You have resume? Send to me. And email address
ellaaaa: for all her other faults, my mom did teach me stranger danger like everyone else’s, you know
Ilya Rozanov: You know I am famous hockey player, not catfish. Email address and resume, please
ellaaaa: okay…fine
…
Text Thread: Ilya & Coach Wiebe
Ilya: Team is still looking for new assistant PT now Sonia moved to Vancouver with wife, yes? No one has been hired?
Wiebe: Yes? Why, do you have someone in mind?
Ilya: Possibly. She is young but she is very cool and I am probably sure she will not try to sabotage our players so that Boston will win
Wiebe: Not a ringing endorsement, but I can forward recommendations and resumes to Allie and she’ll give whoever it is a fair chance.
Ilya: Good, will send to you
…
In Ella’s inbox, three days later, were two tickets to the first Ottawa preseason home game of the 2023-2024 season. Ella stared at it for several minutes in silence, then promptly called Beau and declared that, despite her new weekly therapy sessions, she wasn’t sure if she was completely sane anymore. The phone call ended a few hours later with her laughing at him over a customer interaction he’d had that had left him thoroughly embarrassed and washing lavender syrup out of his hair for days, and him hanging up on her. He then texted her two knife emojis and one middle finger, and followed it up with saying that, if she met Ilya Rozanov, she’d better get a picture to send to him.

September 2023
“Be honest, would you have gone with me if Ilya Rozanov hadn’t sent you these tickets himself?” Clara asked as the cheering from the Ottawa crowd began to die down, the final buzzer on the Centaurs’ first pre-season game after their cup win coming to a close with a 4-1 victory against Toronto. “You know I already had press seats.”
Ella, beside her, gave her a mischievous smile and shrugged her shoulders. Her cheeks were flushed, even in the cold arena, the adrenaline of watching the game having gotten to her, even without either of the teams being the one she usually rooted for. If nothing else, she could admit that she’d missed seeing Ilya Rozanov play, as he’d been one of the main drivers of her renewed obsession with hockey in her later teen years. Hollander, of course, was good, too, but the energy Roz brought to the ice, visible even from the stands, had always infected Ella to her core.
Clara rolled her eyes at her girlfriend’s lack of response, and looked back out to the ice. “Guess we’ll see in future games,” she said, almost as if to herself.
“Guess we will,” Ella said, following her gaze to where the players were skating off.
Then, something unexpected happened. Ilya, the last to leave the ice from his spot next to the exit, where he’d been congratulating each of his teammates as they left, paused even after the rest, his eyes scanning the crowd. Then, unmistakable, they locked with Ella’s own, and her eyes widened. Even from a distance, she could see the smile that spread across his face, and then the gesture of his hands, one that clearly directed her to meet him somewhere on the other side of the arena.
“Was that…?” Ella asked, dumbfounded, as Ilya nodded again as if they’d agreed on something and then disappeared off the ice.
Clara laughed next to her, then her hand was in Ella’s, pulling her to her feet. “Your biggest fan clearly wants to meet you,” she said, her smile wide. “Come on, I think I know where he wants us to go.”
They hurried their way out of the stands quickly, beating the crowds, and winded their way through the building, Clara leading Ella with confidence, until they reached a closed door that said ‘STAFF ONLY’ on it. As soon as they reached it, the door swung open from the inside, and a man with a wide smile and several pride pins on his jacket waved them inside.
“You must be Ella and Clara,” the man said. “Ilya talks about you two all the time. I’m Harris, the social media manager for the Centaurs.”
Then, he looked more closely at Clara, his brow furrowing. “Hey, aren’t you a sports reporter for CBC?”
When Ella glanced over, working to conceal her smile, she found that her girlfriend’s face had gone carefully blank.
“No,” she said. “You must have me confused with someone else.”
Harris studied her for a moment, then shrugged. There were still the traces of a smile on his lips, but Ella wasn’t sure if that was out of amusement for her antics, or because that was just his resting expression.
“My mistake,” he said, then turned to lead them further down the corridor. “I think Roz is showering now, he’ll probably be out in a few, you can wait here if you—”
“No, I am done now!” issued a loud voice from a door that was just swinging open to their right, and then Ilya Rozanov was stepping out of what was definitely the Centaurs locker room and into the hallway, drops of water still dripping from his wet hair, beaming.
Harris gave him a half-amused, half-judgemental look as he glanced pointedly to Ilya’s mostly-bare chest then back to his face, as his audacious silk shirt had only the lowest two buttons currently done up. 
“If this is what you consider done, sure,” Harris said, a laugh in his voice. “You might want to button the rest of those for the press scrum later, though.”
“I will not let your—what does Sveta say?—puritan senses control me,” Ilya shot at Harris, grinning as his fingers nimbly fastened a few more buttons, though still leaving a large amount of his skin visible.
Harris laughed, shaking his head, and backed up a few steps to lean against a wall, becoming preoccupied by a notification on his phone. This allowed Ilya, finally, to turn his full attention to Ella and Clara.
“You are Ella, yes?” he asked Ella, his grin turning into something of a smirk. “You liked game, even if not Raiders?”
Ella fought the warring instincts inside her, as one half of her brain was screaming about the fact that she was meeting the man who had been her favorite hockey player for the better part of the past decade, while the other demanded she chirp back to the implied slight about her team.
“It was a fine game. Would’ve been better with the Raiders, but what can you do?” she landed on finally. “And yes, I’m Ella. It’s good to meet you, finally.”
Clara let out a snort of laughter next to Ella and told Ilya: “It was a great game, Ella’s just trying to figure out how to tell you that she’s a big fan and burn you from the inside out with her eyes at the same time.”
Ilya laughed, his head falling back for a moment before he collected himself and winked at Clara. “Do not worry, I know she is a big fan,” he said. “She spent years hunting internet trolls for sport over me as a teenager, I do not care if she insults me now.”
Ella couldn’t help it; she laughed. It was such an absurd situation, and to be reminded on top of it that Ilya Rozanov had been seen all her unhinged tweets all these years made it impossible not to. Ilya smiled at her, but then his eyes flicked to Clara, regarding her with interest, now, too. After a moment, something seemed to click for him.
“Wait, but you are reporter, no?” he asked, his eyes widening in delight.
As she had earlier, Clara began to shake her head, began to open her mouth to give the same flat denial as she’d given Harris, but Ilya was clearly having none of it, his smile widening further.
“No, I do remember you,” he insisted. “From press scrums last season. You wrote good article about Kent situation and insulting article about Raiders that Marley sent me last season.”
Looking back to register Ella’s scowl at the memory, he began to laugh. “Oh, I understand now,” he said, clearly delighted by the news and pointing between them. “This was more flirting!”
Her powers of persuasion clearly outmatched for once, Clara visibly deflated at Ella’s side, but Ilya waved her frown away, giving her another wink.
“Do not worry, we will not say anything, will we, Harris?” he asked, turning to the man behind them who had looked up from his phone to watch the conversation, amused smile back on his face that clearly told Ella that he hadn’t been fooled earlier.
Harris mimed zipping his lips shut. “Not a peep,” he promised good-naturedly.
Still smiling, Ilya gestured them forwards, pulling the door of the locker room open. “Come meet team,” he said.
“Ilya,” Harris said, warning.
Ilya raised his hands in surrender. “Okay, I will check first,” he said. He leaned back through the door and called: “Harris wants to know if you are all naked still!”
There was a rumble of laughter, then a chorus of voices declaring themselves decent, to which Ilya leaned back out and smiled cheekily at Harris before pulling the door wider, gesturing the two women inside. They barely had time to exchange a glance that clearly communicated what the fuck before they were pushed inside, Ilya and Harris stepping in after them.
“Everybody, listen the fuck up!” Ilya called over the din, and the hockey players all obediently fell silent and turned to their captain, turning away from where they’d all clearly bin in the process of packing up their things. “Before you all go home to rest before our first road trip, I bring someone important for you all to meet! New assistant PT for this season, Ella. You will all be very nice to her or she will probably strangle you with exercise band.”
It was only really when he gestured with a grin towards Ella that she truly registered the words, and that he was directing them at her. Who could really blame her, then, that her mind went completely blank, and all she could do was wave, wide-eyed, to the assembled hockey players as they called out greetings before turning back to their conversations. When she turned to meet Ilya’s amused gaze, though, there was wrath in her eyes.
“What the fuck are you talking about?” she hissed, keeping her voice low.
Ilya looked extremely pleased with himself, though if that was because of Ella’s furious gaze on him or because of the stunt he’d just pulled, Ella wasn’t sure. He’d moved slightly so that he was now standing next to Clara, across from where Ella stood, and, though Ella’s focus was on Ilya, she could still catch the slightly confused but very entertained look on her girlfriend’s face in her peripheral vision.
“You got job as new assistant physio for Ottawa Centaurs,” Ilya explained as if it were obvious, smiling, though his words were completely incomprehensible still. “Our last one moved away. Is good position.”
Ella glanced from him to Harris, who looked as if he was trying to conceal a smile, shrugging under her questioning look. Then, she glanced around the locker room again. None of the other hockey players seemed interested in their conversation, other than to mutter excuse me’s to them as they stepped through their conversation to exit the room. That was, except Shane Hollander, who had approached where his husband was standing and was surveying the conversation with an air of being unsure whether he wanted to get involved or not. Ella looked back to Ilya, who still looked as if he were waiting expectantly for her to catch on.
“I’m pretty sure getting a job usually involved interviewing first,” Ella said, crossing her arms over her chest.
“You did interview,” Ilya said innocently. “Allie was very impressed with you.”
Ella frowned, shaking her head as if trying to keep this sense from filtering in. “No, I didn’t,” she argued. “I did an interview with someone named Allie for an AHL team for an Assistant PT position, but—”
Ilya’s smirk widened at the words, looking like a kid in a candy store, and Ella broke off, narrowing her eyes at him in suspicion. 
“I told Allie it would be funny to lie,” he explained, shrugging with a complete lack of apology. “I said would be good surprise. She is funny lady, she agreed. And here we are: surprise!”
Shane, from behind him, furrowed his brow in concern. “Ilya, I think that might be illegal,” he said to his husband.
Ilya used his hand to wave away the concern as if swatting away a bug. “Ah, no harm done,” he said. “I refer her to get great job with NHL team she is very qualified for, I only lie a little bit because it is funny to see look on her face. Everyone wins.”
Then, he glanced at Harris and back to them. “I think it is time for press scrum,” he said, sounding far too self-satisfied for the situation. “Let us get picture first, for posterity, then I must go.”
Harris took a few pictures, as Ilya insisted he get one with Ella, one with Clara, and one with all of them and Shane, too, looking as if he were reluctant to be implicated in his husband’s current shenanigans. Then, he waved goodbye to them, saying:
“I will see you soon, yes? Very good to meet you both!”
And with that, he was gone, Shane giving Ella an apologetic grimace as he followed after. Ella was left to splutter in their wake. After a few moments’ silence, where Harris was clearly respecting her need to process, he piped up.
“I think someone from HR is going to send you the offer soon,” he said. “You can always refuse, of course, but it really is a good job. Good pay, good benefits. And,” he paused, and Ella turned to look at him, still shell-shocked, as he gave her an amused smile and shrugged one shoulder. “I think Ilya would be pretty disappointed if you said no.”
Then, he showed them out.
Later, at home, Ella went over the email detailing the job offer from the Centaurs’ HR department, cc’ing the very nice woman named Allie she’d met in her interview, who also replied directly to her to say that Ella should let her know if she had any questions. It was…way too good to be true. In all Ella’s plans and budgeting, she hadn’t imagined making this much straight out of school.
She swiveled in Clara’s desk chair she was currently using to look at her girlfriend, scrolling on her phone on the couch, and asked: “This can’t be real, right? I’m dreaming, aren’t I?”
Clara let out a snort of laughter and looked up at her. “Ma puce, what did you think he was going to do with your resume?”
“Stop calling me your flea, it’s weird,” Ella grumbled. “I’m not a flea. I’m not even small. I’m three inches taller than you.”
Clara smirked. “I’ve told you that it’s a term of endearment,” she said, her gaze affectionate even as her eyes twinkled with mirth.
She had. She’d also said that it fit Ella well with a sly smile, and refused to elaborate further. Ella knew that Clara had only chosen that as her endearment of choice because she knew it irked Ella. As if reading her thoughts, Clara smirked and stood, walking over to Ella and leaning over her, making Ella tilt her head up to kiss her, soft and sweet.
“You should take it,” Clara said. “I know you’ll love it. My family will be happy to know someone working for the franchise, too.”
Ella huffed out a breath and shook her head at the dirty tactic as Clara carefully seated herself on Ella’s lap, smiling knowingly.
“I’ll have to travel sometimes with the team,” Ella said. “It says so in the contract.”
Clara thought for a moment, then shrugged. “We’ve been apart for longer than any road trip lasts,” she said. “We’ll survive. And it’ll be a good excuse to go new places…and visit Boston, when they go there.”
Ella smiled, nodding. “That’s true,” she said.
Even as they spoke, she could feel herself acclimating to the idea of this new reality, a new possible future. She would finally be able to quit her job at the HP customer service line. There would be no more customer service jobs at all, no more nights working, hopefully no more getting yelled at for things she couldn’t even begin to control. She would be involved in the sport she’d loved from a distance for her entire adult life, and with a team with one of her favorite players on it, which also had a reputation for being kind and accepting as a whole. She would have an excuse to travel like she had for her skating competitions when she’d been younger, to go places she hadn’t even entertained visiting since her financial problems had become clear to her so many years before. She would have a home to come back to in Ottawa with Clara, always. There was only one snag.
“Ugh,” Ella said, burying her face in her girlfriend’s shoulder. “You’re going to be unbearable about this, aren’t you?”
Clara laughed, leaning back so that she could take Ella’s face in her hands and tilt it back up so that their gazes met. She was beaming.
“Undoubtedly,” she said, leaning down to press a soft kiss to Ella’s lips before pulling back again. “I have my dream career as a sports journalist, I get to stay in Ottawa near my family and friends, and I get you. And now, though you said you would never be a Centaurs fan for me, you’re going to work for the franchise because Ilya Rozanov became invested in our relationship on the internet.”
She paused for a long moment, a wicked smile spreading across her face, then finished:
“In other words, I have won. After all these years, I won all of it. I am the forever winner. This was my plan all along, and now—”
“Oh, fuck off,” Ella said, attempting to maneuver out from under Clara, but Clara just began to cackle and looped her arms around Ella’s neck, refusing to be moved as she pressed kisses all across Ella’s face and then down her neck as she made a show of struggling.
“Never,” Clara declared against Ella’s skin.
Soon enough, they were just kissing, and Ella’s heart was lighter than air as Clara kept breaking into a smile, a giggle spilling out of her mouth to be quickly muffled by Ella’s lips against hers again. Perhaps, just this once, Ella would let her get the final word.
…
Text Thread: “boston cop slide polycule”
Clara: [Attached image: Ella standing next to Ilya, his arm draped around her shoulder as he beams and she looks a little annoyed]

Clara: someone just got tricked into stable employment by her idol 😈
Em: whAT?????? wait, what the fuck is happening??
Georgie: I think…….Ella is a PT for the Centaurs now??? Reading between the lines??
Beau: oh my god what the fuckkkkkkkkkk?!??!? that is SO FUCKING COOL
Lily: what are the centaurs thinking??? don’t they understand the risk to life and limb??

Lily: also wtf, when did beau change the name of this chat again???
Beau: you can’t escape it, lily

Beau: the real boston cop slide polycule are the friends we made along the way

Beau: it will always be in your heart no matter how much you try to push it away
Ella: i approve this message
Em: this group is so unwell
Georgie: I’m just happy to be included 😊
Lily: this is how cults start
Clara: can’t believe i’m marrying into this family
Georgie: Excuse me, marrying?????
Beau: MARRIAGE???
Clara: oh my god, it was a JOKE
Em: i’m never put it anything past the resident u-haulers
Ella: oh my god, as i’ve said before, you can either joke about us taking too long to get together or say we’re going too fast, you can’t have it both ways!!
Beau: biphobia in there somewhere
Ella: I’M LITERALLY A BISEXUAL AND YOU’RE NOT, SIT DOWN BEAU
Georgie: Look on the bright side, Clara. With this family, you’ll never be bored
Clara: oh yes, i have not been worried about that in about seven years, since that first idiot went down the cop slide
Ella: uh, that first idiot’s name is cliff marleau. put some some respect on it
Clara: never

November 2023
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

happy seven year anniversary to the first NHL cop slide video being leaked, with @CMarleauRaiders. the ally we didn’t ask for, but the one we needed ✊🛝🏳️‍🌈
Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov

Replying to @raidersfangirl26

I am confused. Do you mean Marley was ally, or slide?
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @IlyaRozanov @raidersfangirl26

yes
Cliff Marleau @CMarleauRaiders

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @IlyaRozanov

happy to be of service 🫡

Clara vs the world @dagenaisforprimeminister

there is no way that i’m ever going to give credit for my relationship to a fucking slide
ellaaaa @raidersfangirl26

Replying to @dagenaisforprimeminister

whether you do or don’t, the world knows the truth

[Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov retweeted this]
EM @masshole21

Replying to @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister

lol and apparently so does your lurking omniscient bisexual narrator, ilya rozanov
Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov

Replying to @masshole21 @raidersfangirl26 @dagenaisforprimeminister

I am Ilya Rozanov and I approve message






  
    Chapter End Notes

    Ilya and Ella definitely establish a tit-for-tat questions bargain, wherein every question Ilya has about Ella and Clara that she answers, he also has to answer a question she has about him, Shane, the Raiders, etc., on the condition that it doesn’t get shared on the internet. Ilya *dies* upon hearing about the plausible deniability phone sex and the fake Hayden Pike account, and Ella goes absolutely catatonic at the tea about Marley’s love life and bisexual ex. Also, three years later, Beau definitely sends Ella “The Great Divide” by Noah Kahan, Ella listens to it and cries so hard she throws up, after which Clara bans it from their household. Beau is on thin ice with her for the next few months.

Thank you SO MUCH for reading, and for all the wonderful comments along the way! I am so blown away by the response to this fic, as well as to the original fic. If not for how many people were invested in these characters from the original fic, I would’ve never delved into their lives, and I’m so grateful I got the opportunity to do so, so thank you <3 I'm gonna try to focus on working on my novel for a while, but I'm sure I'll be back at some point to be gay & do crime, possibly in the HR universe, possibly in another fandom. Maybe I'll see you then, but either way, all the love to you :)


  






  










Afterword



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