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#ShaneHollanderIsBadAtSex

    by LynnisaMystery

      Summary

      I dated @ShaneHollander24 back in high school. See this photo of us as proof. This is how I know that #ShaneHollanderIsBadAtSex and that is why @RoseLandryOfficial probably dumped him. I should have done the same, but he dumped me after ignoring me for a week when he got drafted with some lame excuse about focusing on his future. Wish he had focused on female anatomy when we had class together but what can you do?
---

When Shane and Rose's breakup hits the internet, the response is less than supportive and the hashtag #ShaneHollanderIsBadAtSex goes viral. Within hours, multiple of Shane's past hookups have joined the trend and shared their opinions on Shane in bed...Including a hookup from a man in LA. He's now faced with scrutiny from his team, support from his family, and the continued silence of his phone from 'Lily'.



      Notes

        iOS Workskin Used
Twitter Workskin Used along side this Twitter Post Generator.

If any profile photos break or the code is giving you issues, please let me know in the comments!




  






      

  












      Chapter 1: Chapter 1
  



    Chapter Notes

      This fic is written with the blend of book and show canon that exists in my brain. I hope you find them as well blended as I intended.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  

POP Crave 

@popcrave


No Happily Ever After? Rose Landry and NHL boyfriend Shane Hollander over! #HollandryOver

11:35AM · Jan 5th, 2017


5.5K Retweets    10.6K Quote Tweets    50.4K Likes







X-Squad Luvr 

@RZLDRYLVR


Man how tf do you fumble Rose Landry #Hollandryover

12:21 PM · Jan 5th, 2017


40 Retweets    10 Quote Tweets    97 Likes







Hazel || Rose Landry Era 

@HazelBasil


Imagine getting a girl like Rose and then losing her couldn’t be me #Hollandryover

12:27 PM · Jan 5th, 2017


19 Retweets    1 Quote Tweets    13 Likes







Shane Hollander's Wife 

@hollanderswife


Noooo my shayla!

12:32 PM · Jan 5th, 2017


0 Retweets    1 Quote Tweets    43 Likes







HollandH8r 

@fkmtlmetros


So what did he do? #Hollandryover

12:33 PM · Jan 5th, 2017


654 Retweets    54 Quote Tweets    987 Likes







Rose Landry Call Me 

@RoseLandryUnofficialLover


I s2g if he broke my girl’s heart Ill end his career!

1:03 PM · Jan 5th, 2017


10 Retweets    1 Quote Tweets    15 Likes







Haaaaaaay Rose Laaaaaandry 

@LezBeeHonest


@RoseLandryOfficial are you okay girl?? I got you!

1:03 PM · Jan 5th, 2017


152 Retweets    35 Quote Tweets    94 Likes







Joshin Around James 

@JamesBellamy


#Hollandryover @RoseLandryOfficial I’m single too just in case you were wondering

1:15 PM · Jan 5th, 2017


543 Retweets    13 Quote Tweets    987 Likes







Sophia the Second 

@SapphicSophie


I wonder what even happened. They looked so cute! #Hollandryover

1:27 PM · Jan 5th, 2017


355 Retweets    68 Quote Tweets    500 Likes







Maisy Daisy 

@maisydaisybaby


@JesstInTime didn’t you date Hollander??

1:27 PM · Jan 5th, 2017


355 Retweets    68 Quote Tweets    500 Likes




Jessy Besty @JesstinTime · 2:42 PM Replying to @maisydaisybaby
Yeah in high school. I know why they broke up 👀

2

10

597







maisydaisybaby @maisydaisybaby · 2:55 PM Replying to @JesstinTime
 


5.6K

103.6K

75K







Jessy Besty @JesstinTime · 3:02 PM Replying to @maisydaisybaby
Maybe #Hollandryover is because #ShaneHollanderIsBadAtSex 

12.4K

750.7K

850.1K





“Capitaine!” JJ shouts across the locker room the moment Shane crosses the threshold. It’s not uncommon for JJ to be shouting. The man is a conversational force of nature, frequently crossing the locker room to slap teammates on shoulders, offer unsolicited support that vaguely disguises a chirp, or to very publicly chirp someone instead.  
Today, JJ is leaning over Miitka’s shoulder as they and several other guys look at something on Miitka’s phone.  
“What’s up, guys?” Shane asks and sets his bag down on the bench in front of his locker.  
“Bro!” one of the third liners scoff. He seems to be laughing, but Shane has the feeling the topic won’t be funny.  
JJ smacks the shoulder of the third liner and pushes forward. “You are trending on Twitter, my guy!” 
Shane schools his face as neutral and casual as he could possibly make it. A quick look towards the side of the bench shows Hayden hasn’t arrived yet, which doesn’t bode well for Shane. Hayden frequently steps up as a buffer between Shane and the rest of the team, smoothly inserting himself to protect Shane but also without undermining Shane’s position as captain.  
Trending on Twitter does not mean the cold dread that slips down Shane’s spine is correct. It could mean a poorly photographed moment of Shane has become a meme. It could mean that someone else said something out of turn. It could mean that everyone knows Shane is gay. Shane barely knows that Shane is gay. Rose knew before he did and now everyone in this locker room might also know.  
He lets out what he hopes is his normal, awkward laugh. “Uh, about what?” 
“Read it to him, JJ,” Miitka snorts and tilts his phone so it could be seen better.  
JJ’s grin becomes gleeful as he begins reading, “’I dated @ShaneHollander24 back in high school. See this photo of us as proof--’ Amazing haircut, Capitaine, really, was your mom still cutting your hair?” 
“Fuck off,” Shane gripes and steps forward to see the phone. He does his best to tilt it out of Miitka’s hand but JJ takes over and barrels on.  
“’This is how I know that #ShaneHollanderIsBadAtSex and that is why @RoseLandryOfficial probably dumped him. I should have done the same, but he dumped me after ignoring me for a week when he got drafted with some lame excuse about focusing on his future. Wish he had focused on female anatomy when we had class together but what can you do?’” 
The entire locker room roars in laughter and Shane feels frozen in his spot. He knows immediately who wrote that tweet. 
He also knows the reason he broke up with her after the draft. 
“Damn, Hollzy,” Drapeau laughed from the back of the locker room. “You gonna put out an official statement about where to find the clit or what, man?” 
JJ crossed over to Shane and laid one of his trademark shoulder claps on Shane. “Don’t worry, Capitaine, none of us were good at sex at 18.  Maybe you can have Rose Landry put out a statement that you just talked about Hockey too much, or something.” 
Shane forced out a laugh. “Hah, maybe, maybe.” 
He turned back into his locker and pulls out his phone, immediately navigating to Twitter and seeing the sheer number of mentions in his alerts on the app. He always has too many. He’s a public figure. But the little bell icon has a 10k+ symbol next to it and Shane has never seen that many notifications before. He nervously clicks the inbox and starts skimming the list. Post after post joking about his “breakup” with Rose. The hashtag has been trending and Shane doesn’t know for how long. Twitter is spiraling with memes and if it weren’t about Shane, maybe they would be funny.  
He turns his phone off and puts it face down in his locker. He can get ready for practice. He can go out onto the ice. He won’t let himself check his phone until later. He won’t see if anyone has texted him even though they haven’t texted him in over two months since a very specific incident.  
 
Shane leaves practice quickly the moment it’s done. He doesn’t linger on the ice, he doesn’t do his best to chat with the team, and he certainly doesn’t give Hayden an opening to try and talk to him. The chirps on ice were brutal. There was no way Hayden wasn’t caught up on the internet gossip by the time things were done. Frankly, Shane doesn’t have the patience for his friend and he certainly doesn’t want the sympathetic coddling that is sure to happen if he is coaxed over to Hayden’s place.  
He turns his phone back on the moment he gets back to his apartment. This is his space. It’s safe. It’s locked. The lights are dimmed, though the afternoon sun still comes in from his windows.  
His equipment bag gets left by the door, shoved up against the baseboard and sharing the walkway with his absently toed off shoes. Shane sits on the couch in a heap and tugs his hoodie tight around his face with the strings before letting his tongue grab one and start chewing on it.  
Twitter is still going crazy. The #Hollandryover tag is a sad mix of mourning and implications that he cheated on Rose or rudely broke her heart.  
#ShaneHollanderIsBadAtSex is more popular and the original tweet from Jessica has over 100k comments and even more likes. 


Mary Berry Pie 

@BerryPieMary


Stop not there being a second girl with receipts #ShaneHollanderIsBadAtSex

4:59 PM · Jan 5th, 2017


6K Retweets    25 Quote Tweets    1.5K Likes







Scott Hunter's Illegitimate Child 

@ScottyLuvr


Noooooooo Shane bb please use google it’s free

4:59 PM · Jan 5th, 2017


77K Retweets    25 Quote Tweets    1.5K Likes




Dallas Kent's Mistress @DigimonCodeCracker · Replying to @ScottyLuvr
Do we need to do SexEd for hockey players?? I swear the three I’ve hooked up with are all pump and dumps.

95

60.4K

8.6K










Metros Lyfer 

@Metros4Lyfe


I just know his mom cut his hair for too long. What is that fringe??

5:12 PM · Jan 5th, 2017


171 Retweets    16 Quote Tweets    596 Likes







Shane Hollander's Sex Ed Era 

@SassyCathy91


@ShaneHollander24 so did you know about the clit before today or should future girls still be scared?

5:24 PM · Jan 5th, 2017


95 Retweets    24 Quote Tweets    9.5K Likes




Penalty Box (Threat) @AdmiralsKween · 5:31 PM Replying to @SassyCathy91
They should be scared 

54

35

16










HRH Mia TherFlopAlis 

@gisellemaximum


Oh boy have we all seen the second tweet? No? Oof



Brittney S Pierce @FamousLacy · Jan 5th


I hooked up with Shane right after he got drafted for the Metros. He was sweet, bought my drinks and my friend’s drinks, and then let me take him back to my place. The man looked like he was fighting for his life trying to get into the mood if you know what I mean. He kept it up inside me, but like... He asked if I finished. Um, Shane did YOU even finish?? Please see photo from the club as semi-proof cause you know a girl isn’t taking photos in her bedroom. #ShaneHollanderIsBadAtSex


12:00 PM · Jan 5, 2017


63.7K Retweets    16 Quote Tweets    956K Likes




Maddy's Revenge Era @extrasauceplz · Jan 5th, 2017 Replying to @gisellemaximum
I think the real crime is @YunaHollander never taught her boy about women.

41

9.6K

23.5K





Shane locks his phone and slaps it face down on the couch. They tagged his mother. They tagged his mother on a tweet about him not being able to get anyone to come during sex. He doesn’t even really remember this girl but he knows roughly when she probably slept with him.  
Now there were two women. Two women who had decided to joke about him publicly and now he was trending in a way that made him want to crawl in a hole and die.  
Shane took a deep breath as his phone started buzzing before peaking at the screen. MOM stared back at him, no contact photo, and somehow it was more menacing to see her listed only by her name and not in conjunction with her smiling face.  
Maybe she didn’t know?  
She definitely knew. His mother lived on twitter mentions of him. She was his publicist and manager. He had a manger for his NHL contract, but all of his sponsorships had always gone through her and there was never any real reason to not worry about it. 
The phone went dark before immediately beginning to ring again. 
He could NOT talk to her right now. He let the call ring out just in case him declining it made her suspicious. It didn’t ring immediately a third time and Shane let out a sigh of relief.  
His phone reverted back to his lockscreen, a shot of the Bell Centre ice empty, and the clutter of hidden notifications sat waiting for him. 
The team group chat was going crazy. Shane opened it only long enough to spot “Oh shit there’s a third girl” before Shane got into the message settings and muted the conversation.  
23 messages left unread in the family group chat. He would circle back. 
Hayden and Jackie had each individually texted him multiple times but he also decided to come back to them.  
JJ texted just one message and the preview he could see was “Damn capitaine I’m sorry for sho...” 
Rose had messaged multiple times and that conversation Shane did click into.  
[image: image description (optional) width=]

Groupchat/To: Rose

Shane I'm so sorry
I can put out a press release or something but my publicist doesn’t think it’ll help
I can deny we broke up??
Please respond, I feel awful!
It’s not your fault.
The tweets aren’t even dishonest they’re just embarrassing.
I mean, you know how it was.
How it was with the WRONG PERSON!
They don’t know that and it’s not their place!
I’m sorry they’re disrespecting your privacy so much.
What’re the odds my mom hasn’t seen the tweet?
You should leave the country now and maybe you might get out in time?
That’s what I was afraid of.
I’m gonna die.
I might be the first to die from viral tweet embarrassment.
Aw Shane noooooo
Did that guy you used to see text?
No
I don't think he will.
I'm sorry
It's fine
I'm fine
It’s okay to not be fine.
I’m sure it’ll blow over!
And just be a silly internet rumor in a few weeks!
Ooooh maybe we can start a rumor about someone else.
I don’t think I could ever consciously do that to someone.
Boooooooo
This is why I love you tho, Shane Hollander.
You’re still nice even when everyone else sucks.
Love you too, Rose.
Sorry it’ll only ever be as a best friend.
Lol I’m not.
Fuck what the press says. I’m friends with the best hockey player of all time.
Wow. Who says I’m not the best player?
Your fav hater Rozanov.
Right
My Mom is calling I have to go.
Love you! Text me if you need me!

 

Shane closed out of his messages and went back to twitter. His mom hadn’t called him but he didn’t want to continue the conversation anyways.


Florence Night And Gale 

@FlorenceMajor


I hooked up with @ShaneHollander24 over the summer of 2014. He was nice and seemed eager at the club to go home with me. The moment I got him to my place tho he kept putting his thumbs in his pocket and acting like he was ready to bolt. Did you know he folds his clothes before sex??? Like???? Anyways. I blew him and he wouldn’t even look at me the whole time. He did offer to help me out, but since it took so long and he kept getting tense every time he touched my hair I declined. I didn’t take a picture of him but please accept my best friend and my selfie from the club we took with @JJHockeyPlayerOfficial. Shane is in the background with that dude who never stops talking about his wife in interviews.

3:45 PM · Jan 5, 2017


55.4K Retweets    2K Quote Tweets    5.2K Likes




Hollandry is Over Party @SierraMyst · Jan 5, 2017 Replying to @FlorenceMajor
Stop that’s too funny like he wasn’t even into you and your MOUTH WAS ON HIM???

25

1K

501







Hollandry Is Over Party @FlorenceMajor · Jan 5, 2017 Replying to @SierraMyst
So serious. Girl he acted like me having long hair is a crime!

11

1

18







Hollandry Is Over Party @SierraMyst · Jan 5, 2017 Replying to @FlorenceMajor
Maybe he likes them with curly hair?? What’s @RoseLandryOfficial’s natural hair type?

10

13

22










Danger Dahlia 

@MetrosGirlie101


Okay so I don’t HAVE proof but I swear this is true. I had sex with Shane in 2009 before he got famous. I didn’t even know he played hockey until we got to the place and my tv was on with a game. He tried sooooo hard to have a good time. But you know what you’re with someone and you can tell they’re thinking about something else? That was it. I rode him and he looked like he was too polite to touch my breasts or even look at them. Very sweet. No complaints on him. Just would never try to have sex with him again. Sorry Shane. #ShaneHollanderIsBadAtSex

4:16 PM · Jan 5, 2017


9.6K Retweets    3K Quote Tweets    4.3K Likes







Disco Dan 

@DiscoDan1981


Are we sure he just isn’t gay? #ShaneHollanderIsBadAtSex

6:12 PM · Jan 5, 2017


369 Retweets    450 Quote Tweets    756 Likes




Jazzmen @Jaz365dtf · Jan 5th, 2017 Replying to @DiscoDan1981
Any men care to chime in??

63

755

812







KrispyCreamOfficallyCancelled @KrisJemmerAlt · Jan 5, 2017 Replying to @Jaz365dtf
Honestly deactivate because you just asked for someone to be outted

8

68

635







Jazzmen @Jaz365dtf · Jan 5, 2017 Replying to @KrisJemmerAlt
omg chill I have like 100 followers he can’t even see this.

10

19

355










Celeb Gossip Source 

@CelebGossipSource


Hockey Player @ShaneHollander24 is getting dragged... For being bad and too polite at sex? See the 🧵 for all the tweets!

6:45 PM · Jan 5, 2017


956K Retweets    56.2K Quote Tweets    1M Likes







Kelsey not Kelso 

@KelseyRulz


Not another girl confirming the clothes folding! What is this man doing???



Ottawa of this World @AllDressedChipsLite · Jan 5th


sooooooo I hooked up with Shane Hollander the summer of 2011. He immediately folded his shirt when he took it off, even tho I threw mine to the side (I was 19 and trying to be flirty!) and he basically kissed me like I was a chore. I remember thinking he maybe read a book on how to kiss and this was what he learned from it. I def didn’t take a photo (Sorry!) But it was in Ottawa and that’s his hometown. Check my locations on other posts, I’m from there. #ShaneHollanderIsBadAtSex


5:57 PM · Jan 5, 2017


3.6K Retweets    1.9K Quote Tweets    885 Likes


He knows he should delete Twitter, but he also knows that he would immediately just redownload it a few hours later to go back to stalking. Outside of one tweet, that he could see, no one was getting too close to the real truth.  
Shane was mostly just embarrassed that all of his attempts to be normal failed so badly.  
“A problem is something you can solve,” Rose had told him. Rose would probably also tell him he just didn’t know that yet. Or maybe she would tell him that his trying to be “better” just wasn’t how things worked.  
He really thought he could just... sleep with women until he found one that worked. That didn’t make him feel wrong inside. One that made him feel less broken.  
Someone made him feel less broken.  
His phone buzzed with another message and Shane swiped open the app before he could stop himself. It was Hayden. Not Lily. Of course it wasn’t Lily.  
[image: image description (optional) width=]

Groupchat/To: Hayden

4:45 PM
Hey Man, just wanted to check in. Me and are here for you.
5:37 PM
You okay? It’s been like an hour.
If you don’t want to talk, that’s totally fine.
6:13 PM
Stop looking at Twitter.
6:46 PM
Do you really fold your clothes?? Or did they make that up.
Ugh what am I saying that probably is something you do. I’ve roomed with you for too many years.
Jackie said to stop ask questions and to ignore me.
She's prob right but you gotta know I love you man and I’m here for you!
7:04 PM
Hey just checking in again, bud. Let me know you’re okay.
How bad is the team chat?
He’s alive!
uh
Don't go in there.
JJ and I are running interference but Comeau is maybe sending screenshots of the juicer tweets.
Dude someone in LA is claiming they hooked up with you and when you click their profile it’s a dude.
How fucking crazy is that man. People will jump on any fame train.
hah crazy
LA tho?
Yeah fr
Whatever man the guys are just making fun of that dude in the chat
Everyone wants a piece of Shane, am I right??
Sure. Maybe not for much longer.
Right right.
You kept Boston Lily tho!
Too bad you guys broke up. She could have written something nice.
We were never together.
Sure man. Except you’ve dated her since like, what? 2013??
No it wasn’t like that
Whatever. Kept her satisfied tho.
Did you make a sex tape? Cause you could use that as proof.
I’m not releasing a sex tape!
So there is one 👀
Fuck off
There's no sex tape.
And forget about Lily she and I aren’t seeing each other anymore.
I know man. You fucking sucked during last Boston game.
Thanks.
Ooooh tell everyone that’s why Rose broke up with you!
No.
I told you. Rose and I just weren’t compatible.
Don’t worry dude. There’s someone in LA who said you were great
Fuck off
Hey Man don’t worry. If the nice men on the streets of LA are the only one’s you’re good at having sex with I got your back. We’ll find you a nice american boy who needs better health insurance.
I don’t like LA men.
Me neither lmao
Seriously tho man are you okay?
I see you typing
Don’t say you’re fine
I'm fine.
I told you not to say that
Hold on, let me call
No

 

Hayden’s face shows up on his phone. A terrible photo of him that Jackie sent Shane after the twins dressed him up in every accessory they could find.  
“I told you not to call,” Shane answered. 
Hayden laughed. “Fuck you if you think I’m letting my best friend wallow. Besides, I wanted you to hear this from me but not over text. I’m here for you, Buddy.” 
“Thanks.” 
“I’m not done. I’m here for you, even if the LA guy is real.” 
Shane felt nauseous. “What? You think that guy is telling the truth?” 
Hayden was quiet for a moment. “I mean... No. I don’t. But the way you responded has me a little worried. Shit—not worried. Like... I don’t know man.  Jackie is better at this shit than me.” 
“No kidding.” 
“Fuck you,” Hayden laughed. “But it’s okay man! If, hypothetically, an LA guy maybe existed. And if, hypothetically, the sex with them was better than apparently your entire roster. Then, hypothetically, that would be okay. Me and Jacks would have your back.” 
Shane tips his head back and looks at the ceiling. He doesn’t want to cry. His eyes are watering, but he refuses to cry.  
“You there, Buddy?”  
Shane coughs. “Yeah. I’m here. It’s cool though. Uh. Thanks, man. But, uh, shit I gotta go. Um, my mom is calling me.” 
He hangs up before Hayden can say anything else. It’s probably the exact confirmation that his best friend was looking for. He doesn’t have the emotional bandwidth to deal with this. Deal with his mom, and the internet, and Hayden telling him it was okay if he was into some LA guy. 
Shane toggles back to twitter and finds the gossip rag tweet with the thread of tweets. Only a moment of scrolling and there it is on an account with a non-descript profile photo. 


Trixie Mattel's Wig 

@FriskyFranky


I hooked up with @ShaneHollander24 in the bathroom of a club maybe in 2014?? I remember the winter olympics being that year and everyone was talking about the American team because of Scott Hunter’s weirdly good game. IDK I only watch for the sweaty men. I recognized Shane from one of those sexy soda ads. But that man hit his knees so fast I was worried he would injure himself. The man can DEEP THROAT. 10/10 blowjob honestly. He was into it when I returned the favor and wasn’t shy about showing me how he liked it, if you know what I mean. #ShaneHollanderIsNOTBadAtSex

6:07 PM · Jan 5, 2017


2.5K Retweets    309 Quote Tweets    3.6K Likes




Carlisle Cullen's Hole @MarcusDuLac · Jan 5th, 2017 Replying to @FriskyFranky
lol keep dreaming and stick to your fanfic

10

1

4







SipdreMen @CallMeLucas · Replying to @FriskyFranky
Every gay guy who knows sports wishes @ShaneHollander24 is gay. And we all know the truth

14

63

201







Drag Race Deez Nutz @GagaLuvR · Jan 5th, 2017 Replying to @CallMeLucas
@ShaneHollander24 looks like a bottom and can fold his clothes before he’s taking me any day he wants.

87

395

411







SipdreMen @CallMeLucas · Jan 5th, 2017 Replying to @GagaLuvR
This tweet reads like an insane asylum threw up

5

12

32







Chelsea Zinko @PompeiiViaVolcano · Jan 5th, 2017 Replying to @FriskyFranky
Fucking disgusting outing someone for clout you won’t even get

150

209

574





Shane barely made it to the bathroom before he was throwing up what little remained in his stomach. He hadn’t eaten since... before practice? His head was swimming with everything going on to the point that the timeline of his entire day was starting to muddle.  
His mom had been tagged in tweets.  
There was a master thread of his previous hookups that kept growing. 
Hayden believed the tweet about the LA hookup enough to the point to call him and tell him it was okay if Shane was gay. 
Shane had done a poor job of even denying it. Because Shane was gay.  
He was gay and now the entire fucking world was going to know and the one person who was potentially even worth going through this for hadn’t texted him since October and probably wouldn’t even speak to him ever again.  
As he stepped back into the living room his phone was buzzing again on the couch where he’d abandoned it. Shane caught sight of ‘Mom’ on the screen and only sighed before answering. 
“Hi, Mom,” he said with a rough voice. He cleared his throat quickly and added “sorry, hey. What’s up?” 
“What’s up?” She parroted back. Yuna Hollander was a force of nature on a good day, and Shane wasn’t looking forward to what she would be like on what had singularly rounded out to be a very terrible one. “Honey, are you okay?” 
“Uh, sure,” he nodded to himself. “Uh, yeah. No. I’m good.” 
His mom was quiet for a long moment. “Shane, I’ve been on Twitter. It’s okay if you’re not okay.” 
His eyes welled up again with tears, but he refused to let them fall. He was not going to cry on the phone to his mother.  
“Sure, sure, I know that.” 
Yuna clicks her tongue a little, a sound she often did right before she was about to try and comfort him.  
“Mom, I’m fine,” he tries once more but even he could hear his voice starting to crack. 
“Shane, I love you. Your dad and I both do,” she tells him. “Nothing can change that. Nothing on the internet. Nothing anyone says. Nothing anyone implies.” 
“Mom...” 
“No, no,” she cuts him off. “I want you to hear it from me. I love you so much. And I’m sorry if I’ve done anything to make it so you can’t talk to me about what you’re going through, or who you are, or who you like. I...” 
His mom trails off and he can hear it in her voice too, the way she’s choking up and holding back tears. She hates crying almost as much as he does. Growing up, he always watched her playfully shove his father when he tried to comfort her, only to see her snatch up his hand and hold it close anyways.  
“I’m sorry, Shane.” 
Shane presses his lips together and shakes his head. He just wants to swallow the lump in his throat and get that ache in his cheeks to go away. He shakes his head to try and clear it, set any of the building emotion in him free so he doesn’t have to deal with it. It doesn’t work. 
“Mom, I’m gay.” 
The words pull from his throat before he even realizes he’s said it. It’s like tearing a limb from his chest. A structural support that had grown out of hand but was now holding his entire diaphragm together. He hated telling her over the phone but he can’t imagine having to have this conversation where she could see him. Where maybe his dad could see him.  
“Oh, Baby,” Yuna says in a soothing voice. “I love you. I love you so, so much. It’s okay, Shane. It’s okay.” 
“No, Mom, it’s not,” Shane shakes his head. He wants to hang up the phone. He wants to be on the call forever. He wants his mom sitting next to him on the couch rubbing soothing circles on his back. “It’s not. I know it’s not, but I tried. Mom, I promise I tried so hard. I tried so... hard...” 
“No, Shane! No, no, Honey,” Yuna cuts in. The tears are falling down his face and just listening to his mom speak he’s sure she’s also crying. “Honey, there is nothing, nothing, wrong with you. You are exactly who you’re supposed to be. I love you. I love you so much and I’m so sorry I’ve made you feel like you’re not enough. I’m sorry, Shane. I’m so sorry. Please forgive me.” 
“Mom,” he sobs out and finally lets the tears take him. He listens as she just repeats that she loves him and that she’s sorry as the tremors work their way through him. This whole day of emotional exhaustion has just hit a peak and he feels like he can barely handle it. 
“I’m sorry, Shane,” she whispers again as his sobs start to calm down. 
“I forgive you, Mom,” he promises. “I love you.” 
“I love you, too.” 
He lets out a long heavy sigh, one matched by her. It’s their signal to move on. That they’re free and don’t have to keep circling a conversation. 
“Okay, okay. What’s the plan?” She asks. “What do you want to do? Your father and I can come down tomorrow morning. We can strategize. We can call Farah. I can confirm brand stability with your partnerships.” 
Shane nods to himself before agreeing. Optional skate tomorrow. For the first time in his career, he thinks he will miss it. “Yeah, that sounds good.” 
“Perfect,” she agrees. There’s a heavy pause, one of her quiet, calculating ones and Shane prepares himself for whatever tough question she plans to ask. “Do you want me to tell your father what you told me? Or do you want to tell him? It’s your choice. He is going to love you no matter what, Shane.” 
He doesn’t think he can have this conversation again tomorrow. “No, just... uh, you can tell him. I’m sure he knows already.” 
“Are you sure?” 
“Yeah, yeah,” he agrees. “Thanks, Mom.” 
“Of course, honey. I’ll text you when we leave the house.” 
“Come by as early as you want.” 
“Okay,” she says. “Love you.” 
“Love you.” 
His phone switches back to the lock screen as the call ends and he spots all the extra notifications that have come through.  
Not one of them from Lily. 
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His parents arrive just after 8AM. As soon as he opens the door, his mom immediately envelops him into a hug tight enough to finally start tuning out the noise in his head. He pulls away, stepping back enough to let her into his apartment and sees his dad standing behind her with a kind smile and arms full of several reusable totes.  
“Hey, Kiddo,” David Hollander greets and Shane gives a small smile. “I’d hug you too but your mom turned me into a pack mule.” 
“Oh, hush,” Yuna chides but steps in to alleviate some of the bags from her husband. “I wanted to make you some ramen and maybe those ginger green beans you like when you’re sick.” 
Shane nods numbly and shuts the door behind his parents before trailing behind them into his kitchen space.  
“And I don’t want to hear about your performance diet today,” Yuna barrels on. “It’s take care of Shane O’clock!” 
He huffs out a small laugh. David steps over and immediately pulls him into a hug almost as tight as his mom’s but one that’s accompanied by a good rub between his shoulders. He feels like a kid again. Not in an infantilized way but just one that reminds him he’s not alone. And he very much needs that right now.  
 Yuna is a machine when she has something to focus on. She quickly sorts through the bags in front of her, pulling out all the ingredients for every dish she plans to make today. A fresh bag of white miso. Seaweed squares and a bottle of furikake with its little cartoon cat on the label. What looks like far too many green beans for just the three of them, but maybe she worried that it would be the only thing Shane would eat. A half-finished bottle of lemon ponzu and a large head of ginger. Pork belly, green onions, garlic, all the various seasonings for the Ramen base, along with the woodear mushrooms Shane likes, and the bamboo shoots he was partial to adding. The list went on and on and then was carefully organized and packed into Shane’s refrigerator.  
He sat at the island and watched the whole procession. David took orders seamlessly, clearly used to Yuna after over 20 years of marriage.  
“Alright,” Yuna announces. David had pulled out the cutting board and was carefully trimming and cleaning green beans. “Let’s go over what we know.” 
Embarrassed was too tame of a word for what Shane felt as his mother ran through the timeline of social media posts.  
“Shane, I know this is awful, but do you know how many more potential partners might say something?” she asks him delicately. Shane refuses to meet her eyes and shrugs. “It’s okay, Honey. I know this is not something you want to talk about with your parents. I promise you your father and I are not judging you at all.” 
He picks at the string on his hoodie. The aglet is metal but the fabric right above it is slowly unweaving from every the times he’s chewed on the string.  
Yuna sighs and clicks her tongue in thought. “As of right now, the singular post from the LA partner is not getting taken very seriously. That could change if a second person steps forward. Shane,” she reaches out to grab his hand and pull his eyes back to hers. “Is there another man who might say something online? I’m asking so we can be prepared.” 
Shane swallows and looks away again. “Um, there’s someone in Mexico. I, uh, I don’t know if they’re on English speaking twitter.” 
“And he’s the only other male partner?” She presses. He looks over his mom’s shoulder at his dad who is just standing there with a sympathetic look on his face. 
“Um,” Shane swallows. He can feel his eyes getting wet again with tears. “Um, no. There’s one other... um, one other partner.” 
Yuna squeezes his hand. “And this man, is he likely to post? Even for just notoriety?” 
Shane immediately shakes his head. “No, no. I know he won’t. It, uh... he’s not... He’s not out. It would damage his career.” 
He looks back towards his mom and catches her slow nod.  
“So, he’s a public figure.” 
“Sure. Uh, sure.” 
His parents look at one another. A long, silent conversation and the type Shane has seen his whole life.  
It makes him miss Ilya.  
He hates that it does.  
“Shane,” Yuna looks back over at him. “You don’t have to say anything, but it is helpful if I know... what to anticipate. If something gets out.” 
“You want to know who he is.” 
“No,” Yuna holds her hands up in defense. “I don’t want you to out someone. That’s not what we’re doing here.” 
“Okay.” 
“But...” she mulls the word over and works through whatever she plans to say next. “Is this... partner... Is he, maybe, a player?” 
Shane looks out his window, over the Montreal skyline and thinks about how he liked how open this place was when he was shopping apartments. He liked that it felt like he was connected to the city while still being kept somewhere private. In a bubble that only he knew about. 
He feels stupid for never bringing Ilya here. He feels stupid for bringing Rose here, into this space, and never bringing Ilya. That stupid condo. All those hotel rooms in Boston. So much wasted time when he could have just had the one person he cared about see this apartment that he actually enjoyed and not kept everything separate. 
Maybe if he had it wouldn’t feel so big to merge his world here and now. Hockey had rules. There was clear guidance on what you could do and when and to whom. And the world had rules too. But those were harder to follow, and he felt like he was always a step behind and guessing wrong.  
Ilya knew the rules. He knew how to read Shane and say the right words and play in the dark between the lines but within the rules. And then Shane had fucked it up by being too scared. Too scared to bring Ilya to his real home. Too scared to stay with Ilya in Ilya’s home.  
“Shane?” 
He just nodded once and looked down. The tears he was holding back rolled down his face and onto his hoodie, creating dark splotches in the blue fabric.  
“Okay,” his mom said. “Okay. We can build a contingency plan, just in case, but it’s not likely they’ll say anything.” 
His mom rattles through plans, focusing on her laptop and typing away quickly. His father contributes thoughts occasionally and his mom replies.  
Shane sits at the island and tries not to think about anything at all. 
 
 
Sometime around noon, there’s another knock at his door. His parents look confused and Shane shakes his head to let them know he wasn’t expecting anyone.  
David steps down the hall to answer the door and comes back with Hayden in tow. 
“Hey, man,” Hayden greets with an awkward wave and Shane snorts. “Yeah, yeah. Whatever. You weren’t at skate.” 
“It was optional,” Shane says and that pulls a grin from his friend. 
“I know, that’s why I was confused why I was there and you weren’t.” 
“Do you want something to eat or drink, Hayden?” David asks when the room is too quiet for too long.  
“Uh, yeah, that’d be great, Mr. Hollander.” 
Yuna snorts. “Hayden, you can call us by our real names. We’ve known you for seven years.” 
Hayden grins sheepishly but accepts the can of Coke David hands him before flopping into the island chair next to Shane. No one questions why there’s 12 cans of Coke in Shane’s fridge and Shane is grateful.  
The four of them linger in a quiet silence for a moment before David hums and turns back to the fridge to retrieve the green beans.  
“Made some comfort food for Shane,” David offers in explanation before plating a bowl for both Shane and Hayden. Yuna turns down the offer when presented. “They’re good. Got a kick to them with the Ginger but great for when you’re not feeling 100%.” 
“Sure,” Hayden nods. He accepts the fork offered and doesn’t comment on the chopsticks Shane gets. “Uh, what are they?” 
“Uh, they have Ponzu, lemon juice, and ginger. Then they just get to fridge temp. Mom made them whenever I was sick,” Shane explains with a shrug. 
Hayden nods. “Cool.” 
“Ponzu is kinda like soy sauce. It’s just different.” 
“Right.” 
“And the ginger is fresh. When you’re sick it’s good for your stomach.” 
Hayden elbows Shane with a grin. “Buddy, I love you, but I don’t care about the food as much as I care about you.” 
“Right,” Shane nods and immediately stuffs his mouth with too many green beans. He regrets it as soon as the ponzu drips down his chin.  
Yuna and David are looking between the two of them far too suspiciously for Shane’s taste. 
“So, how are you?” Hayden tries again.  
“Fine,” Shane shrugs. “Uh, I’m gay. You were right.” 
“Oh,” his friend nods. “Cool?” 
Shane snorts. “Cool?” 
Hayden throws his hands up in defense. “Bud, I don’t care! I mean, I care, because you’re my best friend. But you know me and Jacks will love you no matter what. And if you ever get married then my kids will just have another uncle.” 
“I’m not getting married.” 
“But you could.” 
“Hayden, I’m not even seeing anyone.” 
“Sure, sure.” 
Hayden makes it barely a minute before asking, “So, uh, Lily...” 
“Is a guy.” 
“Lily?” David asks. Shane visibly winces.  
“Sorry,” Hayden apologizes and Shane shakes him off. “Shane, uh, had this girl. Guy. Texted him all the time. But they broke up awhile back.” 
“We weren’t dating.” 
Yuna looks over at Shane and nods slowly. “So this was... The guy we spoke about earlier?” 
Hayden scoffs. “Aw, man! He told you about them! Bro, I’ve been trying to get this guy to talk about Lily for years. Fuck! Shit, sorry Mrs. Hollander.” 
“Swear jar,” Shane laughs.  
“Fuck off.” 
“I’m telling ,” He teases and Hayden gives him a rough shove.  
“So... Lily,” Yuna grins and looks at her son. 
“No, I’m not talking about him,” Shane says vehemently and tucks back into his green beans. “We weren’t dating. We aren’t dating. I haven’t even talked to them.” 
“They broke up before him and Rose dated,” Hayden whispers.  
Shane throws his friend a dirty look. 
“What! I don’t want your parents thinking you cheated on Rose Landry!” 
“I didn’t cheat on Rose!” 
“I know, bud, I’m trying to make sure they do too!” 
Shane pushes his plate back and sets his chopsticks down on it. “I hate this. Everyone fucking knows my business. I never wanted this.” 
Yuna comes over and pulls Shane into a hug, wrapping her arms around his shoulders and smothering him into her shoulder. “I know, Honey. It’ll be okay, though. We’ll handle it. And right now, it’s just gossip.” 
“Yeah, man,” Hayden agrees. “No one is even taking LA dude seriously. It’s gonna blow over. You don’t have to even say anything to the press.” 
“Well,” Yuna hums and releases Shane from the hug. “We might have to say something. Right now, the biggest thing that set this off was the breakup with Rose.” 
“She knows I’m gay.” 
“Really?” Yuna is surprised, that much is clear. 
“Yeah. It was... She kinda came out for me? She was nice about it. I’m not even her first gay boyfriend.” 
David laughs from his spot across the kitchen and Shane just barely catches a conspiratorial grin between his father and best friend.  
“Well, that might make things easier,” Yuna considers. “A high-profile celebrity with a large fanbase could easily help us dispel rumors.” 
“She could say you were good in bed,” Hayden suggests. 
Shane lets his head drop down to the counter. He can’t do this. “Not helping, Hayd.” 
“It’s not like we can tell LA Guy to keep up the good word!” 
“Hayden.” 
“Sorry. I’m just saying.” 
“Say less. Especially in front of my parents.”  
“Okay,” Yuna says to bring the room back. “So we have a few options. We could not acknowledge any of the rumors. As of right now, the brands seem stable. No one has reached out. There’s no moral clause violation. We wait for something big to happen in Hockey and we move forward. Next option is we acknowledge the rumors. We enlist Rose with a statement. I don’t like this idea, and I don’t think it will quiet the rumor mill.” 
“Third option?” Shane asks. He barely looks up from his spot on the counter. Hiding behind his arms feels like its helping and he’s loathe to remove that comfort.  
“Third option... you come out.” 
“No.” 
“I agree. As your mother, you should come out when you’re ready. As your manager... Shane this won’t be easy. That rumor is out there and it’s not... new.” 
Shane sits up quickly. “What do you mean it’s not new?” 
Yuna looks over to David who gives a small shrug. 
“Kid,” his father says. “We know you pretty well. Your mother and I had...some suspicions that you might not be totally straight.” 
“But that’s you guys.” 
“You’re not the most...” David weighs his words. “Well, you just don’t look at women or talk about them like most hockey players.” 
“It’s private,” Shane argues. 
“You’re not obvious,” Hayden reassures. “I mean, I don’t think the team really believes that dude. Well... Most of them.” 
“What do you mean, Hayden?” Yuna asks. Shane is grateful she did, because he’s not sure he could with the panic that’s welling up inside him. He’s not far off from a panic attack and the fidgeting he’s been doing isn’t helping. He can only run his palms along his thighs to feel his pants fabric so many times before the sensation ceases to help.  
Hayden glances nervously at Shane before looking back at Yuna. “Some of the guys are running with the LA guy’s post. They’re using it to... make jokes at Shane’s expense. JJ and I are running interference, but I think they’re not sold on it being someone just chasing fame. I think they feel like it’s too easy of an explanation.” 
“Explanation for what?”  
“For Shane never picking up girls or saying no to going out.” 
“Fuck me,” Shane groans. “So I don’t like going to shitty bars and loud clubs and now that’s proof I’m gay. Fuck.” 
“They were a little surprised you pulled Rose Landry in the first place.” 
“And now we’re broken up not even four weeks later. Fuck me. I fucking hate this shit.” 
“Shane,” his mom tries and he cuts her off. 
“No, fuck this. So I’m a fucking fag. So fucking what. They’re right, ha ha. Shane fucking Hollander is a fucking queer and now the whole fucking world knows he likes men.” 
“Shane!” Yuna admonishes.  
“I’m sorry, Mom, but you know that’s how they’re talking. You know it. You know how Hockey is. None of us are out.” 
“Oh, yeah, there would be more than just you,” Hayden mumbles. It’s clear he’s never considered anyone in Hockey to be gay. 
Shane shoots him an unimpressed look.  
“Wait, do you know who else is?”  
“Hayden,” he sighs. “There’s not a secret club. Okay?” 
“But like... what about Gaydar?” 
“I’m pretty sure I don’t have that.” 
“Really?” Hayden’s eyebrows are up by his hairline. “I thought all gay dudes had that? Wait... is that homophobic to assume? Shit.” 
“Moving on,” Yuna says with an amused look at Shane’s best friend. “We should craft a statement. Something to put out just in case this breaks containment and we need to come out publicly. I can reach out to a few brands—discretely! — and feel them out. Take the temperature of the room for who would want to do any campaigns. Brands love an inclusivity take, as we know.” 
“Mom, I’m not trying to become the gay face of Hockey. I just want to play Hockey.” 
“I know, but--” 
“Seriously, Mom. I didn’t even want to come out until after I’d retired. Maybe! I didn’t even know for sure I was gay before I dated Rose.” 
“Okay, okay.”  
“Thank you.” 
“So... Rose was the final boss of heterosexuality?” Hayden asks.  
“Hayden,” Shane looks at his friend in confusion. “What the fuck?” 
“I know words! Jackie has a gay cousin. I’m an ally. Oh! Her cousin is actually single, right now, I think. Do you want me to get  to find out?” 
“Hayden, I’m not dating the one other gay person you know.” 
“But you’ll let me know?”  
“Hayden. No.” 
 
Eventually, late afternoon came around and Hayden announced he had to go home, but not without a strict reminder to call him the moment he was needed.  Jackie was still at home with the twins and Arthur, 6 months pregnant.  
“Well,” Yuna says to the room after hanging up her call. “Rolex is still in. Reebok is still in. Montbay is waiting to see which way the tides turn but legally your contract with them is still good for the remaining 3 months. Since this is mostly just bad press, I think we’re safe.” 
“Bad press until they find out I’m gay, you mean,” Shane mumbles from his spot on the couch.  
Yuna sighs.  
David is sitting in the chair in the corner working a Sudoku book but he tosses Shane an unimpressed look. 
“Yeah, yeah,” Shane grumbles. “I hate this.” 
“I know, honey,” Yuna says and squeezes Shane’s shoulder. “It’ll blow over. You’ve got All-Stars in two weeks to look forward to. A nice break from the routine!” 
She says that as if routine isn’t the one thing Shane enjoys the most. He likes to know what’s coming, what he’s going to eat for the day, the path his run will take, the way he has a practice scheduled for the day or a game to look forward to. He has routines for away games. Routines for home games. Routines for team events. Routines for nights he has Ilya over. 
Maybe it’s time to scrub that last routine from his brain since it’s not likely to be needed anymore. 
That thought makes his chest ache and his nose tingle in the way that tells him he might cry. It’s stupid to cry. There’s nothing to cry over anyways, so why would he even do that? 
“Sure,” he tells his mom instead. “A break might be nice.” 
 
Two days later, Shane has had enough pacing of his apartment nervously and calls Rose. He’s not anxious to talk to her. In fact, he doesn’t think he’s ever been anxious to talk to her outside of any conversation that involves the two of them discussing sex with one another. She has been the easiest thing to come out of both his running away in Boston and the entire Twitter fiasco.  
She’s also quick to answer when she’s not on set. 
“Shane!” Rose yells as she picks up. “I’m so glad you called. I wanted to check in but I didn’t want to crowd you.” 
“No, yeah, you’re good,” he promises. “I missed you. How are you?” 
“How am I?” she laughs. “Shane, my week has been tremendously easier. But sure, I’m good. We’re off set this week as we swap locations. My costar caught a cold so they rescheduled two days of work with him. And my water heater went out so I had the pleasure of dropping four grand on a new one!” 
“Oh, yikes,” he hums. “Is that labor too or just the unit? Please tell me you didn’t spend four grand on just the unit.” 
Rose snorts over the line. “No, Mr. Maintenance Man, I did not drop four grand on just the unit. I have no idea how much the unit was, maybe about half of that.” 
Mr. Real Estate 
Shane ignores the teasing memory as it comes to the forefront of his mind. 
“That’s good, I’m glad you didn’t get totally swindled.” 
“Yes, same, but enough about me,” she continues. “How are you?” 
“Fine,” he says and rolls his eyes when Rose immediately hums disapprovingly at the answer. “I’m okay, really. It sucks, but I’m staying offline. Hayden told me to lay low in the group chat. My mom says most of my sponsorships aren’t even concerned. I don’t think... all of the tweets made headlines loudly.” 
“Barely at all,” Rose promises. “No one in my world is even talking about it.” 
“Just the hockey world then.” 
“Maybe?” 
Shane sighs. The knowledge barely soothes him. “I guess I have one thing bugging me, though.” 
He hears her shuffling like she’s sitting up. “What?” 
He bites his lip and squeezes his eye shut like he’s gathering strength just to say what he wants to say. 
“Remember when you asked if I’d been with another guy,” he blurts out quickly. “When you were telling me I was gay?” 
Rose giggles quietly. “Yes, Shane, I definitely remember that.” 
“Right, duh,” he rolls his eyes. “Before we dated, I was sort of... seeing someone.” 
“Shane Hollander! Did you have a boyfriend?” 
“No! No, no, definitely not.” 
“Boo!” she teases. “So, what was it like, then?” 
Shane sighs and flops down on his couch, head tipping back to squish into the cushions. What was it like?  
Kissing Ilya in stairwells hidden from view and feeling like everything was going perfectly right. Having Ilya’s hands slide up his ribs and mold themselves against him like the two of they could be absorbed by one another. Feeling Ilya’s chest press against his back and know that whatever Ilya wanted to do, Shane would say yes and immediately feel safe with whatever followed. Knowing that no matter how lost he got in any room with Ilya, Ilya would catch him at the end and bring him back from the brink.  
“Shane?” 
Shane blinked back the memories, unsurprised to feel a dopey smile on his lips. “It was... casual, I guess.” 
“Your quiet doesn’t sound very casual.” 
“No, I guess not,” he whispered. “Um, it was complicated. Casual in that there were no expectations. We had a system. We knew we couldn’t expect more.” 
“Did you want more?” 
Shane sniffs. “I think so, yeah.” 
“What happened?” 
“I fucked up.” 
“Oh,” Rose said quietly. “Did you want to tell me?” 
Shane didn’t know that he wanted to tell anyone. He was ashamed, maybe. Ashamed to have been so scared on that couch and even more ashamed that he ran into the arms of Rose who is so radically not Ilya, yet their friendship reminds him so much of the ease of talking to him. He’s still a little ashamed to be gay but every day that passes its maybe a little easier. 
“I was stupid,” Shane admits. “He... He did a lot one time that I visited. Just treated me really nicely. And I got scared.” 
“Why were you scared?” 
Shane thinks and ends up laughing self-depreciatingly. “Rose, it’s so dumb, but I got scared because he said my name.” 
“Because he said your name?!” 
He laughs harder. “Yeah. We had never called one another by our first name. And then he said my name and I just... stopped holding myself so tightly and said his name back.” 
“Wait, like he just casually dropped it into a conversation?” Rose asks. She sounds confused. Shane was a little confused. 
Now he was just embarrassed. 
“Um, no, we were...” he fumbles for a phrase. “Uh, sitting on his couch. We weren’t having a conversation.” 
“Shane!” Rose cackles. “You said his name during sex and then panicked, didn’t you?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Aw,” she says sympathetically. “Shane.” 
“It’s so stupid,” he sighs and rubs at his eyes. “But, Rose, I’ve known him since, like, 2008. We always called each other by our last names. It was distance. And then he was nice and made me food and asked me to stay over. The routine we always had wasn’t there. And then he said my name and I got so scared because I knew we couldn’t go back to before, you know? And I was so scared that I didn’t want to.” 
“And then you dated me.” 
“Don’t say it like that,” Shane says. “I don’t want it to sound like I used you.” 
“No! I don’t think so,” she promises. “But maybe you ran so fast and ended up with me because the truth was easier to run from?” 
“Maybe,” he concedes.  
“Can I ask a hard question?” 
“Harder than asking if I was gay?” 
“That was easy, Shane Hollander. I already knew.” 
Shane snorts. 
“No, um,” Rose pauses to think and Shane waits patiently. “Is he... Is he a player?” 
“Oh.” 
“Is that maybe why it’s hard?” 
Shane tears up but nods even though Rose can’t see him. “He’s a player.” 
“Okay.” 
“You don’t want to know who?” 
“I would never ask that.” 
He sighs. “You’re a good person, Rose.” 
“You are too.” 
“Maybe.” 
“You are, even if you get scared and run away after sex.” 
Shane bursts into a wet sounding laugh. He swipes a palm under his right eye and comes away with a wet hand.  
“Did you call me to tell me about him?” 
“Maybe a little,” he admits. “I’ve never gotten to talk about him.” 
“Okay.” 
“He’s funny,” Shane begins. “So funny. English isn’t even his first language but he’s the funniest person on the ice. And he takes care of me, always checks in, asks if I’m alright. I can feel so safe in his arms. He can lift me up, too.” 
Rose lets out a low whistle. “Shane Hollander!” 
He laughs. “I know. It’s kinda hot. No, it’s really hot. I like that he can push me around. But I’m just as strong as him and sometimes it’s fun to try and test that. He feels equal.” 
“Is he as good as you at Hockey?” 
“He’s close,” Shane smiles. Ilya is magical on the ice. He’s so smooth and quick, his checks are precise and just enough to not do lasting damage but still strong enough to slow an opponent down. He has an incredible eye for the game. He can read plays as fast as Shane and understands the language of the puck as if he’s studied it side by side with his English. “I think he’s the only one I could maybe say he’s as good as me.” 
Rose hums thoughtfully. “And you guys met in 2009?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Before you were drafted.” 
“Uh, yeah?” 
“And you maybe were drafted together?” 
Fuck.  
“Rose--” 
“I won’t say anything!” 
“How did you guess that fast?” 
“I never said I guessed! You assumed I had!” 
“Oh, so you don’t know then!” 
“Well....” she hedges.  
“Fuck my life,” he groans. “What if my Mom guesses?” 
Rose laughs. “Unless you talk about him to her like you do me, I think you’re safe.” 
“Fuck.” 
“It’s okay, Shane,” she reassures. “He’s hot.” 
“So hot,” he agrees too quickly and it causes Rose to laugh again.  
“Remember that interview when he winks?” she asks. “One of my friends sends it literally every chance she gets. Oh! And Miles only knows who he is because of that video! My friend sent it in the group chat and Miles went on for like thirty minutes about his chest.” 
Shane frowns at that. “He was talking about me in that interview.” 
“Yes,” Rose says. “He was. And he was shirtless.” 
Shane huffs but doesn’t say anything more. 
“You know,” Rose continues. “Miles saw Rozanov at that club we went to.” 
“Oh?” Shane asks coolly. He was aiming for casual. It maybe is too stiff.  
“Yup,” she pops the ‘p’. “Miles waved at him and everything. Said the only one hotter in the club than you was probably Rozanov.” 
“That’s nice.” 
“Mmhmm,” she continues. “Miles was talking about it for days after.” 
Shane swallowed heavily and picked at some lint on his pants.  
“What do you think about that?” 
“About Miles?” 
“Sure. Miles thinking Rozanov is hot.” 
“Miles can think whatever he wants.” 
“So you wouldn’t be mad if Miles was ogling him?” 
Shane bit the side of his cheek. “Miles can do whatever.” 
Rose starts laughing unprompted. 
“What’s funny?” 
“You!” she yells. “Shane, you’re so jealous.” 
He scrunches his face up in confusion. “What, no I’m not!” 
“You are!”  
“I’m not jealous.” 
“Babe, you’re definitely jealous. That’s good! Miles isn’t going to steal your man.” 
“He’s not my man,” Shane mumbles.  
“What’re we doing to fix this?” 
He sags back into the couch again, unaware of when he got so stiff. “That’s what I was calling about. He’s playing All-Stars.” 
Rose claps and squeals excitedly over the line.  
“I don’t know what to do.” 
“Apologize, I think?” 
“Yeah, of course.” 
“And you’ll need to look hot. You gotta remind him what he had.” 
“I don’t know what that even means,” Shane admits. 
“You’re hot already, but we just gotta perfect it,” Rose elaborates. “I’ll send you a contact for one of my stylists. She’s better than me.” 
“Can’t possibly be true,” Shane laughs.  
“Hey, I won’t always be there to facetime your closet.” 
“So I just wear something nice and then walk up to him?” 
“Pretty much.” 
“This isn’t nearly as helpful as I thought it would be.” 
“Suck his dick after you say hello.” 
“Rose!”  
She laughs unabashedly and it makes Shane smile. 
“Tell me that wouldn’t work if he did it,” she says.  
“Whatever.” 
“It would!” 
“I’m not talking to you ever again.” 
That only makes her laugh harder.  
“Look hot, say hello, tell him I’m sorry,” Shane lists off. He can remember this. 
“Suck his dick.” 
“Fuck off!” 
“Fine, fine, I’m done,” she swears. “But I think that’s good. Think about what you want to say and what he means to you and go from there!” 
“Do you think he’ll listen?” 
“I don’t know,” she says. “But if he was trying to put that much effort into a single day with you, maybe he will? You probably really hurt him.” 
“I know I did.” 
“It’ll be okay.” 
“I hope so.” 
“You really care about him, right?” 
Shane sighs. “Yeah, I do. I think it’s been more than sex for me for a long time now. Maybe a few years. I just don’t think I let myself think about it.” 
“Maybe he wasn’t letting himself think about it either?” 
“Maybe.” 
“It’ll be okay, Shane.” 
“Thanks,” he says. “You’re a really good friend, Rose. I’m glad dating didn’t work out.” 
“Me too,” she replies. “I really love being your friend.” 
When Shane hangs up not too much later, his chest has a lingering warmth that feels a little like hope and a lot less like the aching loneliness he’s grown used to these last few weeks.  





  
    Chapter End Notes

    The green bean meal is delicious and a total nod to my Wife's Obaachan. Obaachan used to say shady stuff like "oh they're both such nice girls, why can't they find boyfriends?" when my wife and I first started dating, only to change her tune REAL QUICK when I took care of both her and my very flu ridden wife during the first Valentine's Day we shared together. Suddenly, Obaachan loved me. She also was obsessed with E! and the Kardashians in general. She was very messy for a woman with a limited grasp on English as a language.

I'd put the recipe here, except it's just one of those insanely eyeballed kinda deals.  Green beans, garlic, lime ponzu (lemon works but lime is better), lemon juice, and grated ginger. Ponzu and lemons are probably a 1:1 ratio, but measure with your heart. Chill until they're cold and then eat with chopsticks.

Anyways, she would go insane if she knew I had thought of her while writing gay fanfic. RIP Obaachan. You're missed even if you were a lil homophobic.
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  Tampa is hot, humid, and everything Montreal in February is not. The sun feels brighter than anything Canada is capable of, though that might just be from how much light reflects back at Shane from the sand and concrete that seems everywhere here.  
People don’t seem to be talking about him, at least as far as he can tell. Two weeks since the Hashtag trended and since then Dallas Kent has been kicked out of two bars very publicly, a player on the LA Monarchs got arrested in Tijuana for possession, and another celebrity couple broke up.  
Shane Hollander being bad at sex is not only old news, but it’s almost forgotten in the zeitgeist. They had decided not to acknowledge the rumors or the hashtag whatsoever, and with the lack of Montreal games leading up to the All-Star break, neither had any press directly asked him about it. His mother had fielded the inbox of requests from gossip rags, but nothing legitimate had really discussed what was small, niche news. 
It hardly felt niche. But Shane was obviously too close to the situation. 
Now, he’s putting on his best outfit and preparing himself to go mingle among other players that he only sees a few times a year and knowing that he was about to see Ilya for the first time since that stupid club.  
His heart was pounding in his chest. He wasn’t even sure he knew what he wanted from the situation.  
That was a lie. He knew. He wanted Ilya. He wanted to feel the man’s arms around him again. He wanted to taste him, cigarette after-burn and all, on his lips. He wanted to feel the weight of him pressing him against any surface they could. 
He wanted to know the man. He wanted to know Ilya so thoroughly that no amount of time between games could matter because they were together. And they couldn’t be together, probably. He knew that. But maybe he would die if he didn’t ask Ilya if it wasn’t the same for him too.  
The elevator ride up to the hotel bar is solitary. It gives Shane a final few moments to orient his mind and get ready to be brave. Ilya would probably rebuke him. Shane had walked out on him only three months prior, after all.  
Maybe seeing Ilya was a bad idea.  
“The rumor isn’t new.” 
That’s what his mother had said to him two weeks ago. The rumor that he’s gay isn’t new and now there was a very public post in a highly mocked hashtag about him all but confirming that the rumor was real.  
Maybe anyone with eyes would immediately see him talking to Ilya and assume the truth; that Shane likes men and specifically one man. Maybe they’ll know the truth.  
The elevator doors slide open and Shane walks down the hall to the bar area. The whole hotel has a chic gold theme to it, and the bar is no different. Smooth tables with marble tops and clean dark woods are accented by gold shelving and gold tipped furniture feet. It’s clear that several players and their support systems have been frequenting this bar all day. He runs into multiple players on his way in and passes off hollow “hey, man! How’s it going?” greetings back and forth.  
Carter Vaughn of the Admirals passes him with a wide smile in the hall and grabs Shane’s arm in a gregarious hello. 
“Hollander!” he yells out. “How’s it going, Man? Rough couple of weeks, though. Tough break, Man!” 
“Yeah, sure, Vaughny,” Shane nods. Carter is most definitely drunk. The Modelo in his hand is half empty, but Shane would bet the next Cup chance that this is far from even Carter’s third or fourth drink today.  
Carter turns serious, glancing around them before pulling Shane closer to the wall of the hallway. “Hey, for real though, are you good?” 
Shane looks around them too, eager to break eye contact before forcing himself to look back at his friend. “Uh, sure, yeah, Man. Just some bad press, right?” 
“No,” Carter shook his head. “Um, I know that. But like, are you okay? I know it sucks man, especially because of some of the...rumors? I just want you to know I’m here for you, Man. No matter what. No matter... who? You, uh, hookup with?” 
Shane swallows heavily but nods. “Thanks, Vaughny. That, uh, that means a lot. But I’m good. Honest.” 
Carter gives him another assessing look. “We got your back in New York. Hunter isn’t here this weekend, but I know he’d have your back too. He doesn’t tolerate some of the crazy locker room talk that gets around.” 
“Yeah, I know,” Shane nods. And he does know. Shane has been a part of several All-Star games with Scott Hunter and knows the man is quick to shut down some of the tamer chirps that get thrown out. Plus, the three of them had talked about being out during the Olympics three years ago and while Carter had said a lot more than Scott did, he’d known that Scott was in full alignment on being tolerant to gay people. “You’re a good friend, Vaughny. I appreciate you.” 
“Sure thing,” Carter said and gave Shane’s bicep another squeeze. “You let me know if anyone says anything to you. I’ll run them into the boards the first chance I get.” 
Shane laughs and was grateful levity had returned to the conversation. “I doubt it’ll come to that.” 
Carter smacks his arm again and headed off down the hall, leaving Shane relatively alone and back with his thoughts.  
He didn’t think anyone would give him any issues this week. It was always a possibility, but All-Star Games are different. Less pressure. Fun competition. People usually don’t board one another hard enough to do damage.  
Shane steps back down the hall and continues his trek into the bar. He doesn’t have to look far for Ilya. The man is far from subtle in the ugliest Hawaiian shirt he thinks Ilya could find. It’s exactly the kind of dumb humor Ilya would find funny too: find something so terrible yet on theme that no one can say it’s intentional.  
Ilya spots him and immediately looks away, taking a long pull from his beer and looking far more casual than Shane feels. Shane is jealous of the way Ilya seems to always fit into any space he inhabits. Shane has always felt like a puzzle piece thrown into the wrong box but one that is being determined to fit into the new puzzle regardless.  
“Hey,” Shane greets as he takes the seat next to Ilya at the bar. 
“Hollander,” Ilya returns. 
“Can I offer you anything to drink?” the bartender asks from behind him.  
“I’ll, uh, have the same thing as my teammate,” he says over his shoulder, looking at Ilya out of the corner of his eye to gauge his reaction. Ilya merely spins his finger around to signal another round for himself.  
“All out of ginger-ale, Captain?” Ilya chirps the moment the bartender is off to fetch their drinks. It comes out flat and tired sounding like it’s taking everything in Ilya not to yell at Shane.  
“Feeling a bit wild, I guess,” Shane says.  
“Last few weeks weren’t wild enough for you?” Ilya asks. The bartender is back and setting their beers down between them.  
Shane laughs without humor and takes a pull from his drink. They sit in silence for a bit while the words marinate between them. Ilya is definitely putting on an air of indifference. It’s not the easiest to spot in him, the man is a gold medalist in his ability to hide behind a mask, but Shane has seen Ilya with his walls down enough to see through the act. Usually. 
It makes things harder. Does he talk to Ilya here? In the open where any number of the various stars from the Eastern and Western conferences can see the two of them chatting? If they do talk, will it become apparent that Shane-Probably-Gay-Hollander is secretly hooking up with Ilya? Would this compromise things for Ilya?  
Shane is still terrified and it’s taking every ounce of him to not run away again. 
“So,” Ilya breaks the silence and it’s a near thing for Shane to avoid jumping in surprise. “I hear you and Rose Landry are over. Or is this another Twitter rumor?” 
Shane watches as Ilya pulls another sip from his drink. It’s too casual. Ilya isn’t even looking him in the eye.  
“No, we, uh, weren’t compatible,” Shane says. This draws Ilya’s gaze in again. 
“Compatible.” 
“Compatible,” he repeats with a nod. Ilya isn’t lost with the word, that much Shane can tell.  
They lapse into silence again and Shane starts wishing Ilya would use his innate talent for filling a silence for good. The man can chirp in two languages and make friends with anyone who has a pulse, yet he is now choosing to let Shane marinate in his anxiety. 
Maybe it’s deserved.  
“I, uh,” Shane starts but fades off as he realizes he has no idea what he’d even say. I wish you’d texted me two weeks ago? I wish I had texted you? I wish I’d never walked away? 
He settles on nothing and downs the last of his beer, putting the empty glass on the bartender half of the counter-top and pushing his seat back.  
“Hollander,” Ilya says and when Shane meets his gaze he realizes Ilya is scared. It’s almost the same raw look from the couch.  
“Sorry,” Shane shakes his head. “I don’t know what I wanted to say. I, uh.” 
“Hollander,” Ilya presses again. 
“Can we talk?” Shane asks with pinched shut eyes. He doesn’t want to see Ilya reject him. “Not here? I don’t want to... I don’t want to cause you trouble.” 
“Okay,” Ilya replies. Shane meets the man’s gaze again. “Yes... I’ll text you?” 
“Okay,” Shane agrees and starts stepping back. “I, uh, would like that. I missed you.” 
Ilya’s eyes widen at the admission and Shane curses under his breath before turning and walking out of the bar. His gait is probably too fast. Not casual enough.  
The long hallway to the elevator seems longer than it was when he’d arrived at the bar. The crowd was thin, everyone seemingly enjoying the nice Tampa weather. There was a pool on the ground level, and it was already busy when he first arrived. It wasn’t a stretch of the imagination to assume that early to mid-afternoon would only improve the draw of the location.  
He smacks the down arrow on the wall and rocks on his heels to cool some of the nervous energy coursing through him. This was so stupid. He was so transparent.  
Shane’s reflection in the elevator stared at him with a pathetic expression. White linen blazer, black t-shirt, and nice matching slacks. That’s what his stylist had provided him for “excursions he’d like to impress at”. Actually, she’d offered a button down for this ensemble, but he couldn’t show up in a black button down and linen suit to a casual Floridian excursion.  
But he did want to impress. He wants to impress, probably.  
“I missed you.” 
Fucking pathetic. And incredibly honest.  
He shoves his thumbs in his pockets and notes that the light ring around the button for the elevator is still illuminated.  
A gaudy, red Hawaiian shirt wearing Russian slides in next to him in the reflection.  
Shane snaps his head to the side and meets Ilya’s gaze head on, nerves back at full throttle. 
“I paid your tab,” Ilya says with a sly grin. “A little reckless for Good-Boy Hollander to stiff a business like that.” 
“Fuck, I didn’t even--” 

 
“No matter,” Ilya shrugs. “It is taken care of.” 
The elevator doors opened in front of them and Shane steps on, smacking the button for his floor. Ilya stands next to him and makes no move towards the control panel. The doors slide shut and they begin their descent.  
“Pity,” Ilya murmurs and Shane looks over, then follows Ilya’s gaze towards the corner. “They have cameras in the elevator.” 
Shane ducks his head and swallows heavily. Ilya’s implication lingers in the foot of space between them.  
The elevator ride feels longer than it truly was. Logically, it couldn’t have been more than 30-40 seconds of descent, but the pulse thrumming in Shane’s ears made the experience feel like hours. The walk towards Shane’s room was no better. Ilya trails behind him, just enough back to ensure their space was their own, but not so far Shane can’t see him with a slight angle of his head.  
Ilya lets out a low whistle as they entered the hotel room. 
“It’s a normal room,” Shane grumbles.  
“Yes,” Ilya agrees. “I am just impressed they also think you’re boring enough to not spring for any extra amenities.” 
“Fuck off.” 
“Mmm, no.” 
Shane drops down at the foot of the bed, king sized mattress bouncing only slightly. The room was normal. Window opposite the door, cheap flat screen on the wall, small mini-fridge tucked next to an empty desk. Nothing to really differentiate it from every other hotel room they’d frequented across their careers.  
Ilya chooses to lean on the desk across from Shane.  
“So.” 
Shane felt miserable. Embarrassed, most definitely. So much had happened since November and he doesn’t even begin to know where to start. His plan, what you could call it, was to talk to Ilya. And for the first time in his life his obsessive conversational planning and pattern anticipation seem to leave him entirely dry. 
“So,” Shane echoes.  
More silence. Ilya rubs his nose and looks off to the side, the casual air from the bar returning.  
“I, um,” Shane starts again. “I’m sorry. For last time.” 
“Last time? When we fucked and you ran away?” 
“Fuck, yeah. Because last time I ran away.” 
“Was no big deal,” Ilya shrugs. “Don’t know why you are worried.” 
“Stop. Just stop,” Shane demands (begs?). He sighs and rubs his hands on his thighs to gather himself. “It’s not just me, right?” 
“What’s not just you?” 
He meets Ilya’s eyes. “You feel it too? Last time was different. It was good. I... I enjoyed spending time with you.” 
“It was nothing, just simple.” 
“Simple?” 
Ilya shrugs again, looking around the room like it’s more interesting than whatever boring conversation is in front of him. “Sure. Simple. We get together, we fuck. I made lunch this time but it’s simple.” 
“Bullshit.” 
“Hmm.” 
“Fuck you!” Shane yells. “It was different! You know it, too. Fuck... I just. I don’t think I can do this anymore.” 
“We’re not doing anything,” Ilya throws back at him, quietly but with a seriousness that he hasn’t offered thus far in the conversation. “We aren’t anything.” 
“Yeah? Well maybe I want something? Maybe I don’t want nothing.” 
“Hollander,” Ilya chastises.  
“No,” Shane shakes his head and cuts off whatever denial Ilya is about to offer. “No, don’t you ever want more?” 
“We can’t have more.” 
“Why not? Don’t you ever want more time?” 
Ilya crosses his arms.  
Shane pushes on. “Don’t you want something real?” 
“Like you and Rose Landry?” Ilya says to the floor. 
“Ilya, I’m gay.” 
Ilya snorts like it’s the funniest thing he’s ever heard of. 
“Fuck you.” 
Ilya lifts his gaze and grins wildly. “Oh yeah? What made you think that?” 
“You’re not gay!” 
“Not completely.” 
“Well, I think I am!” Shane yells, then grows quieter. “Completely.” 
“So,” Ilya begins and crosses the space to sit next to Shane. He props himself up with his hands behind him. “You were bad at sex with Rose Landry, too?” 
“Fuck off,” Shane groans. He drops his head in his hands and pushes his palms into his eyes.  
“Shane,” Ilya says more calmly and Shane feels a hand run along his spine and rub circles between his shoulders. “It’s okay.” 
“The whole world knows.” 
“Maybe,” Ilya says and Shane knows without looking Ilya is shrugging.  
“My mom read tweets about me being bad at sex.” 
“Ah, she did not read Mr. LA’s then?” 
“Fuck. Off,” Shane sits back up and throws Ilya a dirty look. “I’m serious.” 
“Okay,” Ilya nods sympathetically. He pulls Shane into his chest and wraps a protective arm around him. Shane hates that he melts in so quickly. It’s just like when they were sitting on the couch in Boston together. He loves it now just as much as he loved it then.  
He takes a few deep breaths under the guise of regulating his system, though he wouldn’t be surprised if Ilya knew Shane was just smelling him again for the first time in months and savoring the experience.  
“I came out to my parents. And Hayden,” Shane admits. “They don’t know about you. But Hayden blabbed about Lily and so my parents know Lily exists.” 
Ilya snorts at the pseudonym. “And they were... good? You are safe?” 
“Yeah, they were good.” 
“Okay,” Ilya nods and drops a kiss down onto the top of Shane’s head. “This is good. You need support.” 
Shane says nothing. Ilya is right, of course. But who supports Ilya? Does he even have anyone? The man is such a locked safe that Shane wonders if he’ll ever, ever get through.  
“I’m sorry,” Ilya whispers into Shane’s hair. “It was not fair for you to have the hashtag.” 
Shane’s eyes well up but he won’t cry. He refuses to.  
He might anyways.  
“The first one was my ex-girlfriend from High School,” Shane says. “I broke up with her right after the draft. After you and I talked in the gym.” 
Ilya’s body tenses for a moment before relaxing. He pets Shane’s hair but says nothing. 
“I waited until I got home. I didn’t text her or anything. But I felt so guilty. Like something was wrong with me. Why would I have looked at you like that and felt those things if I had a girlfriend? I was so scared. And I realized I’d been hoping she would break up with me for so long anyways that there wasn’t even a point to trying to make it work.” 
Ilya said nothing. It was almost uncharacteristic of him to go so long without teasing Shane that Shane started to worry. 
“I also thought about you,” Ilya admits quietly. “No girlfriend to break up with, of course. But you did not leave my head quite so easily. Obviously.” 
Shane sits up and looks back at Ilya. “Is it obvious? Because I don’t know if I know how you feel at all.” 
Ilya swallows heavily and looks at his lap. “We cannot be anything, Hollander. It doesn’t matter.” 
“It doesn’t matter, or it doesn’t matter how you feel?” 
“Same thing.” 
“No, it’s not,” Shane presses. 
Ilya sits up sharply and anger immediately comes back into his eyes, the soft expression he’d been wearing slipping off his face.  
“Yes it is! We cannot be together! I would never be able to go home again! Ever!” 
“Because of your family?” 
“Because Russia! I would not be able to go back to Russia!” 
Shane suddenly remembers sitting in an ice cream shop back in Sochi and hearing Carter Vaughn say, “Russia is not safe for people like that” and realizing for the first time what Ilya actually, truly, experiences each summer.  
“What...” Shane begins carefully, the question that has burned in his brain for three years finally slipping free. “What would happen to you?” 
Ilya looks away and after a long beat says in a choked-up voice, “I don’t want to find out.” 
Shane reaches out and grabs his hand, threading their fingers together and tugging slightly until Ilya looks back at him. 
He’s a little ashamed by the way his first thought is how beautiful Ilya looks when on the verge of tears. It’s a terrible thing, to see someone you care so fiercely about cry. But in this moment, it feels like a gift. A puzzle piece of Ilya that drops into the mental spreadsheet of Ilya that Shane keeps organized and annotated in his mind.  
“My father is sick,” Ilya whispers. “He is... not right in the head.” 
“Like crazy?” 
Ilya snorts. “That too, but no. Dementia. He does not remember me sometimes. Sometimes he does not know what is happening around him.” 
“Oh,” Shane nods. 
The silence they lapse into doesn’t hurt. It gives them space to breathe and Ilya ducks his head again away from Shane.  
“Hey,” Shane says and reaches a thumb out to capture the tear that escaped Ilya’s containment.  
“No,” Ilya groans and shakes his head.  
“Hey, hey, it’s okay,” Shane promises. He turns, throwing a leg over Ilya and straddling his lap to better pull the man into a hug. 
“No,” Ilya protests weakly but wraps his arms tightly around Shane’s middle underneath his jacket. Shane squeezes back and rocks them slightly, comforting Ilya as he shudders quiet sobs beneath Shane.  
Shane slides a hand into Ilya’s curls and rubs slightly. It must be the right move because Ilya burrows deeper into Shane’s chest. 
They sit like that for a while, neither moving too much. For the first time, there’s nowhere for either of them to be. No events today. Just an opportunity for socialization and bonding with other selected players across both conferences. The events don’t start until tomorrow. The game itself is late in the day.  
Right now, they have hours stretching in front of them in a way they never had before.  
“I’m sorry,” Ilya whispers and Shane shushes him, pulling back only enough to tip Ilya’s face up and kiss him deeply. There’s no hesitation from Ilya to kiss Shane back. Both of them are starved, it seems. Shane misses the softness of Ilya’s lips, the way they’re firm and give beneath him only in the best ways.  
Kissing Rose wasn’t like this. She was soft and beautiful and everything he should have wanted but was too foolish to realize he never would want.  
Kissing Ilya is like the first taste of oxygen he’s had in months.  
Ilya grips at his ribs, holding tight like he’s trying to stop Shane from running away again. And maybe he is. Maybe that’s true. Shane lets his imagination run a little and tries to picture how he would feel if Ilya had been the one to walk out on him that day in Boston.  
Shane grips Ilya a little tighter, running his hand up Ilya’s neck and into his curls to fist them tightly. Ilya’s answering groan is a reward and Shane capitalizes on Ilya’s open mouth to deepen the kiss, tasting Ilya for the first time in months. There is only the faintest trace of cigarette on Ilya’s tongue. It’s clear he hasn’t smoked in hours. Shane can barely taste the beer on Ilya’s tongue.  
All he can taste is Ilya and he wants more. 
Ilya stands suddenly and Shane grips him tightly with his knees, locking them together as Ilya spins them and lower’s Shane to the bed with a practiced ease.  
“Off,” Ilya commands and starts pushing at Shane’s jacket. Shane sits up, eyes not leaving Ilya’s and starts tugging. He folds the jacket and sets it to the side of the bed and is rewarded with Ilya’s giddy expression.  
“They are fools,” Ilya says and Shane doesn’t have a moment to ask who before he continues. “To not appreciate you. To not let you fold your clothes. So neat, so proper. Perfect Shane Hollander.” 
Shane frowns. “I’m not perfect.” 
Ilya pushes in and recaptures Shane’s mouth. “You are,” he whispers against Shane’s lips. “So fucking perfect.” 
“Fuck,” Shane hisses and tugs Ilya’s face in as close as he can by his curls. “Fuck, fuck, I missed this.” 
Ilya slides his hands along Shane’s abs, sliding the black undershirt up and exposing his chest. Ilya ducks down and mouths along his skin, laving attention on every ridge of muscle or stretch mark imperfection. Shane groans and wiggles as little as he needs to in order to get his shirt off. He throws it in the general direction of the floor. 
“Naughty,” Ilya teases and pulls off to stand. He carefully moves Shane’s folded jacket to the desk behind them but ignores the forgotten shirt.  
Shane sits up and starts working the top buttons of Ilya’s God-awful shirt until it’s loose enough for Ilya to tug it off over his head. Shane immediately ducks in and mouths at Ilya’s pec, tonguing his nipple and biting just enough to draw the deep groan out of the man that drives Shane crazy. 
“Fuck, Hollander,” Ilya moans. 
“Ilya,” Shane breathes back and looks up into Ilya’s eyes. He looks like Shane stabbed him. Expression raw and destroyed. 
“Don’t,” Ilya pleads. 
“Ilya.” 
“Shane, stop.” 
“Ilya,” Shane lets his eyes shut and presses a long kiss to Ilya’s chest, then another, and another. “Ilya. Ilya, Ilya, Ilya.” 
“Fuck, Shane,” Ilya breaks and crumples down over Shane, kissing him as deeply as he can. The tears are back and Shane isn’t sure he’s not crying as well. He reaches up and tugs Ilya’s head down to lay against his chest, letting both of their torsos fall back to the mattress.  
It can’t be terribly comfortable for Ilya. He’s still standing. But the man maneuvers with one leg hitched up over Shane’s hip and the other standing on the floor in support. Most of his weight falls onto Shane. 
“I’m sorry,” Shane apologizes again. “I’m so sorry. I’m a fool.” 
“Don’t run again,” Ilya whispers. It’s not a beg, but it’s not strong enough to be a demand either. 
“I won’t,” Shane promises. “Fuck, I won’t. I’m sorry. You didn’t deserve that.”  
Ilya sobs and clutches tightly at Shane’s upper ribs, fingers digging into his sides with steady pressure too light to bruise. Shane runs his hand up and down Ilya’s upper back, sliding up his neck and scratching into his curls.  
They’re so soft. No gel holding them down. Shane is privy to the softness of Ilya’s curls for the first time in months. Normally, he’s only treated to this post-hookup after Ilya has showered and his hair has begun drying. But Ilya always leaves before they’re done. 
Ilya presses soft kisses to Shane’s chest, his crying slowed and his focus on taking advantage of Shane’s body returning. A lick to Shane’s nipple and a playful bite to his collar bone has Shane groaning again, thrusting his hardening cock back up into Ilya’s hips in search of any relief it can find. Ilya grinds right back onto Shane’s hip. His own hardness is digging into the meat of Shane’s thigh.  
“Need you,” he whispers into Ilya’s ear and slides a hand under Ilya’s jaw to bring their mouths back together.  
Ilya breathes through the kiss, fast and losing himself to the pleasure. Shane loves this part when Ilya starts to lose control and falls into the moment. His own head will go fuzzy under Ilya’s attention to his body, but Ilya loves the lead up. He loves the tease and foreplay.  
Shane reaches down and pushes at Ilya’s pants, doing what he can to slide them off without undoing the buttons pinned between them. Ilya reaches down with one hand and lifts his hips only enough to slide a hand between them and flick the button and slide down the zipper. Shane immediately gets his pants and then boxer briefs down over Ilya’s ass, losing the reach somewhere as they hit Ilya’s mid-thigh.  
Ilya kisses down Shane’s chest and Shane takes the opportunity to slide further up into the bed. There’s no point in fucking in the bottom third of the mattress when they have an entire king-sized space to their disposal.  
Shane watches as Ilya kicks off the last of his pants. He pulls his own pants and underwear down, kicking at them until they’re past his socked feet. He half expects Ilya to toss them to the side with the shirt. It’s what Ilya has done any time they’re too busy for Shane to remove and fold his own clothes. 
This time, however, Ilya grabs the pants and straights them out, letting the seams line up and then adjusting them so they sit correctly and folding them into gentle thirds.  
Shane grins wildly. Ilya gives him a teasing smile as he carefully sets the pants next to the folded jacket.  
“Come here,” Shane requests and Ilya crawls up the bed, laying between Shane’s thighs and kissing him so hard Shane’s head spins. Their erections are pressed against each other, but neither of them take advantage of it. It feels so good to be laid out under Ilya’s weight again. The rightness of being back here, in bed with Ilya, is a heady enough sensation. 
“What do you want?” Ilya asks and starts kissing down Shane’s jaw and neck. 
“You.” 
“What do you want from me?” 
Shane tilts his head to chase Ilya’s mouth but the man tugs his head back. 
“I could just kiss you for hours,” Ilya offers and Shane groans but shakes his head. “No? Maybe I could suck your dick until you are begging and then stop before you come.” 
“Ilya.” 
“Yes, that is my name,” Ilya teases. Shane looks at him and doesn’t miss the way Ilya seems excited. “What do you want, Shane?” 
Shane bucks into Ilya at the use of his name and Ilya groans.  
“Feisty.” 
“I want you,” Shane says again. “I want you inside me.” 
“You want me to fuck you, Shane?” 
Shane tips his head back and tugs at Ilya, trying to line them up more.  
Ilya slides a hand down Shane’s ribs and over his hipbone, trailing his fingers into the inside of Shane’s thigh and teasing his balls.  
“Fuck,” Shane moans. “Yes, keep going.” 
“Has anyone else touched you like this?” Ilya asks quietly. He looks like he’s teasing, playful almost, but Shane sees the vulnerability Ilya hasn’t been able to stuff away completely from earlier marking his expression. Ilya is jealous, or hurt, maybe. 
“Not like this,” Shane says truthfully. 
“No other man has touched you here?” 
“One person,” he says and Ilya ducks his head to kiss at Shane’s neck lightly.  
“He wasn’t you,” Shane continues and it draws Ilya’s gaze back up. “It wasn’t good because it wasn’t you.” 
Ilya swallows heavily and nods. He leans up and kisses Shane with a needy, open mouthed kiss that has his tongue as far inside Shane as he can manage. It’s wet and sloppy and Shane moans at the sheer want and need between them. His hands grip at Ilya’s hips and he has to keep a conscious focus to not dig his fingernails in.  
Ilya slides a finger down and circles Shane’s rim. 
“Oh, fuck,” Shane gasps. “Fuck!” 
“You’re so needy,” Ilya teases. “My needy Shane.” 
“Yours,” he promises back. 
Ilya starts kissing down Shane’s chest, not stopping his attentions on Shane’s rim for a moment, and only pauses to meet Shane’s eye before swallowing Shane’s cock almost entirely in one go. 
“Fuck, Ilya, fuck,” Shane pants. It’s so good, and Ilya is using every trick on Shane that he knows works.  
Ilya’s curls bounce a little as he bobs up and down Shane’s length. Shane reaches out a hand without thought and weaves his fingers in, desperate for something to cling to. His other hand reaches up behind his head, fisting into the pillow to grip.  
“Fuck, Rozanov,” Shane begs and his hips chase Ilya’s mouth. Ilya slaps an arm across Shane’s abs and pushes down before reaching up further and fisting one of Shane’s pecs.  
Ilya pulls up with a wet gasp, eyes watery and mouth cock swollen and glistening with saliva. Shane pants heavier and precum spurts out at the sight.  
“Use my name,” Ilya demands. “Tell me how you want it, Shane.” 
“Fuck, I want you inside me, Ilya,” Shane begs. Ilya grins wolfishly. 
“Lube?” 
Shane nods and points a tired arm towards his bag sitting on the wooden luggage rack. Ilya slides off Shane with a grin and pads over, opening two zippers until he finds the TSA carryon approved bottle and the condoms also tucked in there.  
“You unpacked everything but the lube?” 
“Fuck off,” Shane mumbles. “I don’t like my clothes to wrinkle.” 
Ilya raises an eyebrow. “But you do like dry sex?” 
“I brought it, okay?” 
“Small favors,” Ilya snorts and squirts out a decent amount onto his hand, warming it up and then pressing it back to Shane’s hole. 
“Fuck,” Shane moans and tilts his hips up into Ilya’s hands. “Fuck, I missed this.” 
“Rose Landry did not play with your ass?” 
“Don’t talk about her,” Shane hisses. “She’s still my friend.” 
Ilya frowns but says nothing and presses a finger into him.  
“Feels so good,” Shane breathes out and reaches a hand out to Ilya. He’s met with Ilya reaching back, hands clasping and pushing down into the mattress so Ilya has leverage. Another finger joins the first and Shane works to not grind down on Ilya. 
“So tight,” Ilya remarks. “So perfect. My Shane.” 
Shane’s cock twitches against his stomach at the praise and Ilya grins proudly.  
“Fuck me,” Shane pants. 
“Soon,” Ilya agrees and adds another finger. He has been ignoring Shane’s prostate this entire time and only now crooks his fingers up in the right way to catch it.  
Shane lets out a long, mournful groan at the sensation. “Need you. I don’t want to come like this.” 
Ilya removes his fingers and wipes them absently on the bedsheets before grabbing a condom. He rips open the package and pumps his own cock a few times before rolling up the latex.  
“Still good?” Ilya checks in and Shane nods with a dopey smile. Ilya crawls up over Shane, leaning down for a long and relatively chaste kiss for all of their activities thus far before reaching a hand down to line himself up with Shane.  
Shane hitches his knees up higher onto Ilya, tugging a little to encourage the man to slide into him faster.  
“Patience,” Ilya teases but pushes in with a little more urgency. 
“I missed this,” Shane breathes out. “I missed this, I missed this, I missed you and your cock and your cock in me. Fuck, I need you.” 
Ilya drops the last of his length into Shane fast, hips coming together flush. He drops his head into the crook of Shane’s neck with a loud groan.  
“Fuck, Shane, don’t say that.” 
“’s true,” Shane promises. “I mean it.” 
“I’ll come too fast.” 
“Fuck me then, please.” 
And Ilya does.  
Shane reaches up and grabs the back of Ilya’s neck, tugging him as close as he can as he rides Ilya’s cock. It’s amazing. He’s so full again. Every moment between leaving that couch in Boston and getting into bed with Ilya here in Tampa was spent Shane missing this feeling of being full and needed like this.  
“You’re so tight,” Ilya pants. “You’re okay?” 
“Amazing,” Shane promises. There’s no pain, none that Shane doesn’t yearn for, at least. Ilya sits up more, dropping Shane’s grip on Ilya to his upper arms, and Ilya starts pumping into Shane faster.  
“Fuck, Shane,” he moans out and Shane watches with a dopey expression as Ilya pounds into him. Ilya’s necklace is slightly askew, folded up over his collar bone and cross crooked on his chest. Shane reaches up without thought and adjusts it so it lays loose between them and no longer suctioned to Ilya’s sweaty chest.  
Ilya looks down at him with a vulnerable expression Shane can’t place.  
He leans up on his elbows and meets Ilya half way, capturing Ilya’s mouth in a messy, panting kiss. There’s no finesse. Ilya is driving into him too hard and shaking both of their frames in the process, But the new angle has Ilya driving right into Shane’s prostate with every flex in and out and he cries out against Ilya’s lips at the sensation.  
“Da, fuck, Hollander,” Ilya moans. “Like that. Fuck, Shane, are you gonna come for me?” 
Shane drops back against the pillows and nods.  
Ilya reaches between them and starts stroking Shane in time with his thrusts. 
“Oh, fuck, Ilya,” Shane yells and his orgasm hits him like a brick wall, cum shooting out and over Ilya’s hand and Shane’s stomach.  
“Fuck,” Ilya curses and picks up speed. He drives into Shane only a few more times before his face contorts and Shane feels Ilya coming inside the condom in him.  
Ilya pumps them both through their orgasms before dropping down to his elbows, careful not to press their torsos together. Shane smiles at the thoughtful gesture. He hates the sticky feeling of cum gluing them together.  
He slides a hand up Ilya’s sweaty back and twists into his damp curls.  
“Good?” Ilya asks and Shane nods. Ilya’s cheek is pressed against his own and Shane savors the sound of Ilya panting into his ear.  
Ilya rolls over but keeps their sides as pressed together as possible. 
“I think you killed me,” he says and Shane snorts. He reaches a hand up and lightly smacks Ilya’s stomach twice consolingly. 
“I want to shower.” 
“Yes,” Ilya nods. “I know.” 
Shane closes his eyes and doesn’t try to hide his smile. Ilya knows him. He gets him.  
“Okay,” Ilya announces after a moment. He sits up and tugs at Shane. “Shower time.” 
Shane follows his lead. 
In the shower, Shane doesn’t try to unglue himself from Ilya. He feels clingy. And needy still, despite the thorough dicking down he just received. Ilya washes Shane’s hair with their chests pressed together and Shane does the same, tugging at Ilya’s curls with care and a focus to make sure Ilya’s scalp is nice and clean.  
Ilya’s hum boarders that of a kitten’s purr, but Shane doesn’t tease.  
They clean one another and when they grow hard again, Shane drops to his knees and swallows Ilya down, bobbing his head and twisting his wrist until Ilya is groaning loudly and coming down Shane’s throat.  
Ilya immediately returns the favor.  
They don’t bother getting dressed. The moment their bodies are dry enough, they’re flopping back down into the messy sheets. Shane rolls into Ilya’s arms the moment they’re open to him. 
“I missed you,” Shane whispers again. “I’m really sorry.” 
“Is okay, Shane,” Ilya promises. “We are here, now.” 
Where is here? Shane wonders. They feel closer, especially after this entire afternoon, but there are still chasms of unspoken things between them. 
“Shh, you think too much,” Ilya whispers and brushes away the furrow that’s gathered in Shane’s brow. “It is okay.” 
Shane nods but he doesn’t believe it. 
They grow quiet, content to rest against one another in the silence of the hotel room. The sound of their breaths and the air conditioner unit under the window are the only sounds.  
“What has your family said?”  
Shane tilts his head up to meet Ilya’s gaze. “About what?” 
“All of this,” Ilya waves around them as if it clarifies the question. “Being gay. Being a player.” 
“Oh, um, they’re okay. Supportive. You know that. But my mom is looking at it like there’s a branding opportunity.” 
Ilya snorts. “Mr. Model.” 
“Shut up,” Shane laughs. “She wants me to be prepared. I might have to come out.” 
Ilya nods like he anticipated this. 
“And your team?” 
Shane frowns. “Not...great. Hayden is more involved in the group chat than me.” 
“They are not good,” Ilya says. It is not a question. 
“No. Hayden thinks they believe all of the tweets.” 
“Including LA.” 
Shane nods and says nothing. 
“And... there’s no other men who might tweet something?” 
Ilya says the words so carefully that Shane knows he’s afraid he’s already said too much. 
“No, just the one I told you about,” he admits. Shane feels Ilya swallow and work hard to keep himself from tensing.  
“Ah.” 
“It was on a trip to Mexico.” 
“You don’t have to tell me,” Ilya whispers. Shane nods and the silence falls around them again. Over a minute passes before Ilya asks, “He was good to you?” 
Shane shrugs. “It’s stupid.” 
“He was not good?”  
Shane presses a kiss to Ilya’s chest and lets his palm run soothingly up and down the ridges of Ilya’s stomach. When Shane looks back up at Ilya, his expression has darkened and it stills Shane for a moment before he realizes the anger is not directed at him. 
“He hurt you.” 
“No,” Shane is quick to object. “He was fine. It was just a stupid experience. I wanted to know and so I found him. It was dumb.” 
“Why?” 
Shane can feel a blush threatening to break free and he looks away. “I wanted to know if it was just you. Or if I could feel like this with someone else.” 
Ilya is quiet a long time but Shane doesn’t look back.  
“And... was it? Good?” 
“It wasn’t like this,” Shane shakes his head. It was the same thing he’d told Ilya earlier, but maybe Ilya needed the reminder that it wasn’t something Shane said in the heat of the moment.  
The rustling behind him is the only warning he gets before Ilya is sitting up and tilting Shane's face back to him before capturing Shane’s mouth in a desperate, heated kiss. 
Shane twists and pulls at Ilya’s shoulders to draw him as close as possible. He’s struck again by the urge to merge them into one being and mourns the knowledge that it isn’t possible.  
“Fuck, Shane,” Ilya cries against his lips. “Fuck you.” 
He thinks he understands. There’s too much between them. Not just the history, or being in the top of their fields, or the weight of their teams, or the stupid fucking rivalry. It’s everything. Their chemistry, their compatibility, the way they fit together, the way neither of them have to justify the things they do to one another in bed. 
“Does it kill you?” Shane mumbles against Ilya’s lips. At Ilya’s questioning hum, he continues, “wanting each other so much?” 
Ilya presses their foreheads together. “All the time.” 
Shane nods and just lets himself rest against Ilya’s head, panting.  
“We are very stupid,” Ilya murmurs. 
Shane agrees. He’s felt very stupid about Ilya for almost ten years now. “I don’t think I want to be smart.” 
Ilya captures him again for another kiss.  
 
They’ll have to order food eventually. Shane doesn’t think he wants to leave this hotel room. He wants to ask Ilya to stay the night, but fear of rejection still has him holding his tongue. They’ve laid in bed, teasing one another. Playing with each other’s bodies in the casual way only two people with a shared sexual intimacy can manage. They don’t chase another orgasm with each other, but Shane is certain that if one of them wanted to, they could. 
He lets himself enjoy the shared peace. 
“My mom asked me the same question you did,” Shane says quietly. Ilya is resting on Shane’s chest now, head tucked against his shoulder and lips pressing soft kisses to his pec every so often. “If there were other men to tweet about me.” 
“What did you tell her?” 
“The truth,” Shane says. “There was a guy in Mexico I wasn’t sure was even on this side of twitter and someone else who I knew wouldn’t tweet.” 
“Never,” Ilya agrees, tracing a finger along Shane’s collarbone. “Although, I would happily add to how good you are in bed.” 
“You’re such an asshole,” Shane says but betrays how he really feels by squeezing Ilya tighter against him. He’s quiet a moment before getting back on track. “She guessed it was a player.” 
“Ah,” Ilya hums and Shane is left with the impression he’d already come to this conclusion. “Your Mama is a smart woman. Is how you get so many Rolex ads.” 
“Yes, she is,” Shane agrees. “I didn’t tell her your name.” 
“But Pike told her Lily’s.” 
Shane laughs and the vibration actually has Ilya propping himself up to look at Shane more properly. “I think my parents thought the player was Hayden.” 
Ilya gives him the most disgusted face. “Pike? Hollander, you can do so much better.” 
Shane snorts and pulls Ilya down for a kiss. “I have, remember?”  
Ilya’s responding smile is brighter than the sun.  
“Hayden offered to set me up with Jackie’s cousin.” 
“Jackie Pike?”  
Shane hummed in affirmation. 
“Ah, no,” Ilya shakes his head. “She must be lovely woman to put up with Montreal’s 15th best player, but we cannot have this.” 
Shane can’t resist. “I hear he’s single and attractive.” 
“No,” Ilya clambers up Shane and straddles his stomach to loom over him better. “This will not do.” 
Shane grins. “Any suggestions?” 
“Only best Hockey Player in the league will suffice for Shane Hollander. His expectations are very high.” 
“Well, I’m not available to be cloned.” 
“Is not you, obviously.” 
“Obviously.” 
“Yes,” Ilya nods. “Your backhand is far too weak.” 
“It is not a weak backhand!” Shane objects laughing. 
“And you are very slow.” 
“I’m not slow!” Shane yells. “Okay, you and me, next All-Stars, we are signing up for speed competition!” 
“Do not get your feelings hurt, I will just beat you.” 
“Fuck you! I’m faster!” 
“At coming, maybe,” Ilya smirks.  
“Fuck off!” 
“No, fuck you,” Ilya dips down and captures Shane’s mouth in another bruising kiss. When they pull back, the moment is softer, and Shane is sure his grin matches the one Ilya is giving him.  
“Stay,” Shane whispers. “We’ll set an alarm for early so you can sneak back to your room.” 
Ilya smiles down at him and slowly nods. “Okay.” 
“Okay,” Shane smiles back. 
 
 
The game itself the following night is electric. The buzz around the two of them playing one another is all any commentator can speak of. Multiple players chirp at them about not killing one another, much to the private humor of Shane and Ilya.  
No one really mentions the tweets about Shane, but he can tell that some of the players are keeping distance. Carter has made a very public show of throwing an arm around Shane and looping him into jokes, but he is the only player to really do that.  
Ilya holds his distance when they’re in public which Shane is thankful for. The locker room is already set up for them to change on opposite sides, but Ilya moves through the room like a flowing stream and chirps teasingly as everyone gets ready. It’s clear he is comfortable in a setting like this. His charisma naturally drawing everyone in and he rolls with the more good-natured verbal punches thrown back at him. 
They hit the ice just before 7pm to warm up. The stadium is almost full with fans and family alike. Florida may be a sunny state, but it definitely is ramping up to be a Hockey one as well. A good number of the crowd is wearing Rozanov Boston jerseys and Ilya waggles his eyebrows when Shane catches his eye.  
Florida does indeed love Ilya. 
And then the puck drops. 
Flying across the ice with Ilya on his wing is incredible. They’ve played the same line all game. Shane cannot be happier with the outcome. One of them playing second line would definitely increase the overall strength, especially to bring them out for Power Plays, but there is something special about them sharing ice time in this manner.  
He can snatch the puck and run it out of the neutral zone and into the offensive, knowing without looking that he can snap it over to Ilya and have Ilya actually be there to receive it. It’s absolutely lethal. The western team’s goalie can hardly keep up when they’re on the line and West’s line are no more than pesky flies to dodge around.  
Shane shoots the last goal of the night with 30 seconds on the clock, his third goal and official Hat Trick point to the roaring sound of the crowd. Ilya is the first to slam into him, grabbing at him and pulling him in for a sloppy cheek kiss.  
There’s a moment, a split second of a fantasy where Shane has this every game. With Ilya on the ice with him and celebrating each goal as one team, not as opponents. The grin Ilya flashes him as he pulls back makes Shane’s heartbeat faster. He wants this, in every way.  
Instead, he says, “Great pass,” in what he hopes is a normal, not utterly infatuated voice. Ilya pushes back just enough to let their other team members on the ice hit him with body checks and high fives in celebration.  
The announcer says his name and declares the goal a good goal.  
 
 
“Found you,” Ilya teases from behind Shane and flops down onto the sand. The sunset Shane had come out to see on the beach has thrown the sky in a stunning array of warm color. The day is still warm, but the air coming off the surf has a small bite to it. Nothing like the Pacific or Northern Atlantic. The Gulf is warm and humid and sticky.  
“Found me,” Shane agrees. He glances over his shoulder slyly and sees that while there are others on the beach, there really is no one even near them. Or paying attention. He slides his hand out into the space between them slightly and smiles when Ilya meets him halfway, tangling their thumbs against one another in the sand.  
“So,” Ilya begins. “I googled that word. Compatible.” 
Shane snorts. 
“I thought I knew what it meant but I wanted to be sure.” 
“And what did you think?” 
Ilya rolls his head along his shoulder and looks at Shane with a warm smile. “I think maybe you are compatible with someone else, maybe?” 
Shane bites back a smile as best he can, but he knows he hasn’t done a very good job. “Maybe.” 
“Maybe,” Ilya agrees.  
“When do you fly out?” Shane asks. 
“Early.” 
“Same. Columbus.” 
“Toronto,” Ilya hums. It would be weeks before they saw one another again. They would be back in Boston.  
Shane runs his thumb along Ilya’s almost on autopilot. It feels good to touch him, even quietly, out in public. The anxiety of being seen and spotted is a roar in his ears far quieter than the surf on the sand.  
“Stay in my room?” he asks and Ilya smiles. It’s almost blinding, the way Ilya’s real smile lights up his face. Like a preview of something that could be. 
“Okay,” Ilya whispers. It sounds like a raw admission even to Shane’s ears and Shane slides his hand more over Ilya’s for a moment. He squeezes just slightly before letting it rest there over Ilya’s hand.  
The sun set slow, giving them a few more minutes together out in the daylight. 
 





  
    Chapter End Notes

    They talked? And sex during daylight hours?? And they spent the night (mostly) with one another????

They definitely have soooo much to still get through, but this is definitely one of my favorite chapters in this story. My favorite is yet to come, and is longer than this one is (which clocked in at 8.5k). I really like a vulnerable Ilya, even if he's still struggling to really open up. To me, Shane having already learned how the people closest to him will react to the parts of him he's so internalized fear of really breaks down some walls in other places in his life. He's most certainly still not okay with how people perceive him, but knowing he has his parents' love I think positively grows him in his journey of acceptance.

In TLG, he still struggles so much, but I feel like the rumor of him being gay isn't out there yet. It doesn't allow him to be open in the way Ilya needs from him. It's something I really want to explore later in this fic for these two. For now, I'm just gonna be giggly over here while they start to make things work.
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Returning home to Montreal was riddled with mixed emotions at best for Shane. The warmth of Tampa had both literally and figuratively settled into his bones. Leaving the airport in Montreal had been a frigid slap in his face and a sharp reminder as to what lay ahead of him with his team. 
The team group chat had been quiet over break, punctuated only with a handful of topical memes. Shane hadn’t let himself scroll back through the initial impressions of the hashtag. He almost wished he had, now, as he pulled into the parking lot of the training facility in Broussard.  
But the locker room was... normal. Shane approached his stall, got slapped on the back by Hayden like normal, and listened to whatever shitty music Drapeu had playing from a speaker in his locker cubby. It was normal. Quiet. But... normal. 
“Happy fucking New Years, Assholes,” Comeau shouts and Shane looks over his shoulder to see his teammate entering the locker room. He’s got sunglasses pushed up over his head keeping his shaggier hair pushed out of his face and his duffle bag is slung over his shoulder. 
He looks like he walked off a plane in a movie where he’s the main character.  
Shane grimaces at the ego but says nothing. Macho displays are not new by any standard of measurement for a locker room. He tugs off his hoodie and is down to his compression shirt. 
“Hey, Holly,” Comeau says and slaps a hand over Shane’s shoulder. He squeezes a little too roughly at the flesh and Shane winces. “Heard you had an eventful All-Stars.” 
“We won,” Shane says casually.  
“Fuckin’ Rozanov too,” Comeau continues and finally releases his grip. He pushes off Shane and sends Shane wobbling towards his cubby. “Thought you would’ve killed each other.” 
“He’s not that bad,” Shane says with a glance over his shoulder. It’s the wrong thing to say. Comeau has a slowly growing grin on his face that reminds Shane too much of the sharks he and Hayden saw the last time they took all of Hayden’s kids to the aquarium.  
“I bet you don’t find him that bad,” Comeau says. “Heard a lot about your opinions lately.” 
“Knock it off and go get ready for practice,” Hayden says with an eye roll.  
“Oh, I’m just catching up with Holly,” Comeau throws two hands up in the air in a declaration of innocence. Shane grimaces at the second use of the nickname. It’s always Hollander or Hollzy on the ice. Holly is starting to feel like a very pointed shortening of his name. “Get in touch with any exes on break? Heard they’re a little chatty lately.” 
“Fuck off, Comeau,” JJ says and throws a towel at Comeau’s face. Shane turns towards his locker and starts grabbing padding to put on. 
“What, I didn’t say anything!” Comeau laughs and turns towards Drapeau and Lemieux, their third line enforcer. “Did I say anything?” 
“Nope,” Lemieux snorts.  
“See,” Comeau gestures back towards JJ to prove his point. “All I wanna know is if maybe after All-Stars Holly took a little detour. Maybe a layover in LA or something.” 
Shane manages to grab Hayden’s arm before Hayden finishes moving towards Comeau. 
“Enough!” he shouts and Hayden stills, fist clenched to his side like he’s ready to move at the moment Shane says go. “We’re a fucking team. Get ready for practice or we all can start with bag skates. Alright?” 
Comeau throws Shane a mock salute. “Whatever you say, Captain.” 
Shane only releases his grip on Hayden’s arm once Comeau has crossed the locker room towards his spot between Drapeau and Lemieux.  
“I fucking can’t stand that guy,” Hayden mumbles and turns back into his own locker, angrily throwing on padding. “Who the fuck does he think he is to talk to you like that?” 
“Leave it,” Shane sighs. “It’ll blow over.” 
“Will it?” Hayden raises his eyebrows at Shane. 
Shane doesn’t like that the answer ‘of course’ isn’t the first thought that comes to his mind.  
The team on the ice is hardly better. They’re running passing drills under Theirault’s observation and more than once Comeau or Lemieux accidentally run into him. Twice, a stray puck catches him on the leg, once on his shin and the second on his other leg’s thigh.  
JJ doesn’t stop muttering in disgusted French the whole practice.  
Shane doesn’t bother showering after practice and sheds his practice gear as quickly as possible into the laundry before making his way sweaty out into the parking lot.  
It’s a sickening thought that passes through his head as he pulls out of the lot that he almost wishes they had just called him a slur to his face and been done with it. 
At least then he’d know for sure. 
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Groupchat/To: Mom

Person A:



How was practice, Honey?
Person B:



fine
Person A:



No issues?
Person B:



Things are normal.
Person A:



Really?
Person B:



I have it under control.
Person A:



Okay
Person A:



Your dad and I love you.
Person B:



Love you guys too.
Person B:



I play Ottawa in three weeks. I’ll come over and see you both then.
Person A:



Of course. You’re always welcome.
Person B:



Thanks
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Groupchat/To: Hayden

Person A:



Fuck those guys
Person B:



It’ll get better
Person A:



Were we in the same locker room???
Person B:



It’s fine
Person A:



Come over Friday. Jackie is dying to see you
Person B:



I don’t know I don’t really feel super social
Person A:



You can’t keep dodging her. She’s on to you.
Person B:



I’m not dodging her
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Groupchat/To: Jackie

Person A:



Stop fucking dodging me
Person A:



And don’t say you aren’t
Person B:



I'm not
Person B:



fuck
Person B:



Fine I’ll come by Friday
Person A:



Love you! 😘
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Groupchat/To: Hayden

Person B:



She scares me
Person A:



I know me too
Person A:



It’s kinda hot tho.
Person B:



Gross

 

 


Hayden’s house when they’re not expecting anyone but family or Shane over is typically a nest of controlled chaos. Children’s toys spill over bins and baskets, blankets lay haphazard across furniture and the floor, and general clutter like mail and shopping bags fills the counters and surfaces.
Shane doesn’t mind it. It’s nice to see the home so lived in, and he can’t imagine it’s easy to keep up with three children and a hockey career that takes you out of the home with minimal pattern. It almost reminds him of his parent’s home. Hayden and Jackie don’t employ a cleaner at all. Shane only has one come once a month for a general deep clean, but he enjoys the process of day to day cleaning.
He’s also just one person and not three children under 4.
“He lives!” Jackie yells as Shane rounds the corner into the kitchen. Hayden trails behind him, grabbing random children’s belongings and trying to pitch them into their designated bin like a basketball to a hoop.
Hayden most definitely needs to stick to Hockey. He lands nothing.
“Yeah, yeah,” Shane gripes. “I’m sorry, Jackie.”
“You better,” she agrees and pulls him in for as tight a hug as her 6 month pregnant stomach will allow. “I made that tofu dish you liked last time again.”
Shane’s grin is unstoppable. “Really?”
“Yup,” she says and pops the ‘p’.
Shane is caught up by Jade and Ruby on the various important things in their lives as they eat. It’s a steady chatter that fills the dinner. Not much Shane can overly relate to, but he does appreciate the way it delays whatever interrogation he knows Jackie is planning. There’s no way she’s satisfied with whatever Hayden has relayed to her.
He cleans as Hayden and Jackie run bedtime routine for the three kids. He can hear them upstairs and the sound of someone’s child sized feet running around in what is most definitely an attempt to delay bed.
Dishes are washed, toys and clutter organized, and all blankets folded over the back of the couch with the exception of the one that was suspiciously crunchy. That one made it into the washer along with a few other towels and baby rags that had littered the kitchen.
“I didn’t demand you visit me so you’d clean my house,” Jackie teases as she walks into the kitchen to see Shane disinfecting the counter. “But never stop on my account, please.”
Shane laughs. “I don’t mind, honestly. It’s soothing.”
Jackie throws a kiss onto Shane’s cheek and grabs a broom from the laundry room to sweep up the random crumbs that have tucked themselves under seemingly every counter.
“So,” she begins, and Shane pre-emptively sighs as he recognizes the start of the interrogation. “Hush. You know I wanna know everything.”
“Everything about what?”
“Shane,” she chastises. “I have spent years trying to crack your love life and now I know I’ve been looking in the wrong spot! You gotta give me something!”
“I don’t want to be set up,” he grumbles and levels a firm look at Jackie.
“Are you single?”
“Jackie.”
“What! Let me live vicariously! Everyone I know is WAG or ex-WAG! Or they’re my OBGYN.”
Shane sets the disinfecting spray to the side and turns to lean back on the counter with crossed arms.
“I know, I’m sorry. It can’t be easy.”
Jackie sets her broom to the side and crosses the kitchen to sit side by side with Shane. “I’m not trying to guilt you. I just wanna know about my second favorite guy.”
He tips his head to the side and looks at her with a sad smile. She really is an incredible friend. Even without the added layer of being married to Hayden. She’s always been there for Shane no matter what, always taken care of him like a brother and always the first to speak up and support him unless Hayden beats her to it. Which, truthfully, Hayden rarely does and that is less a negative to Hayden and more just commentary on how much quicker Jackie is at processing whatever is in front of her.
“What do you want to know?”
Jackie squeals a little and hops to the fridge, grabbing two ginger ales and passing one to Shane. She grabs at him and drags him over to the couch.
“Thank god we always have these on hand because they’ve been a lifesaver this pregnancy.”
“They’re really great for the stomach,” Shane agrees.
“The best!” she declares and cracks the tab before taking a sip. “Okay, let’s start at the top. What’s your type?”
Shane is stumped. What is his type?
He knows his type, but how do you describe specifically that your type is Ilya Rozanov without disclosing the fact that your type is Ilya Rozanov?
“Athletic, twinky, older...?” Jackie offers and Shane is grateful for the bone being thrown.
“Definitely Athletic,” Shane nods. “Not that there’s a problem with non-athletic I just...”
“Don’t get your rocks off to it?”
“Jesus, Jackie,” he grimaces.
She does not look at all chastised. “Hey, no complaints from me! I married a hockey player for a reason!”
“I guess,” he concedes. “Fuck, yeah, honestly I like guys that can bench me.”
Jackie’s face has a feral grin. “Now we’re talking. I fucking love when Hayden uses his strength on me.”
“Ew,” Shane shakes his head.
“Don’t slut-shame me, Hollander!”
“No, fuck, not like that,” he tries to save. “I just mean that Hayden is like my brother. And you’re like my sister.”
Jackie laughs and kicks his thigh. “C’mon tell me more. Who’s the last guy you hooked up with?”
Shane blushes and looks down at his drink. “Uh, it was someone I’ve seen before.”
He looks up at her and she gestures with her hand to continue. It emboldens him a little. He’s never had this, really. He probably could have a conversation like this with Rose, now that he thinks about it. She and Jackie would actually get along pretty well.
“Okay, um, he’s fucking hot,” Shane says and tips his head back to look at the ceiling. “And amazing in bed.”
“Oooh, okay, Hollander,” Jackie sing-songs. “What’re we talking? Like, takes control, let’s you take control?”
He shrugs. “Like... always matches me where I’m at? He can like, look at me and just know what I want from him. But he always checks in and makes sure I’m good?”
“Is that a question?”
“No, fuck, it’s just hot,” Shane says. “I like that I can trust him. I trust him a lot.”
“That’s good!”
“And he can definitely bench me. He brags about his PR stats but he also can lift me up and throw me around. I can do that to him too but it’s just hotter when he does it to me. I like that at any point I can fight back, take him in a fight if I wanted to, but I'm able to just let him win. And it's like both of us know the game. He knows that I could take control of the situation at any point but in the moment I'm letting him.”
“Are you guys serious?”
Shane realizes he’s had a dopey grin on his face when he feels it slide off. “Uh, no. I don’t think we can be.”
“Oh.”
“Yeah,” Shane nods down to his drink.
“What do you want?”
“From him?” he asks and looks at Jackie who nods sympathetically. “Too much. Probably.”
“You don’t think he’s worth it?”
“I think he’s worth everything. But he’s not out and can’t be.”
“And he knows about... everything that’s happened, lately?”
“Definitely. He was good about it.”
“Good. I’m glad.”
Shane just nods again sadly and then takes a sip of his drink for something to do.
They sit in subdued silence for a moment longer before Hayden’s loud footsteps bound down the stairs.
“Thank fucking Christ he finally fell asleep,” Hayden gripes. “Arthur would not be satisfied until he and Chompy got THREE stories. Three, Jacks!”
“Oh no,” Jack says in a sarcastic and teasing voice. “Sucks how you had to do what I do all the time while you’re on the road for the son you love.”
“Ugh, shut up,” Hayden fake pushes her face into the couch cushions and she lets out a cackling laugh. “You get worse when Shane comes over, I swear.”
“Lies.”
Hayden flops down next to Jackie, throwing an arm around her and pulling her into his chest. She falls willingly, snuggling in but angling her body to look at Shane. They really do make a very picture-perfect couple. He’s never been jealous of them, per se, but he envies the way they orbit around one another. Their life is very different from any life he’s envisioned for himself. He finds himself with an aching longing for something on the level they have.
“Okay, I gotta know,” Hayden interrupts Shane’s thoughts. “Lily.”
“No.”
“Aw, c’mon,” Hayden whines. “You gotta give me something, buddy! I’ve been dying with curiosity for years!”
“Actually, yes,” Jackie agrees. “We’ve gossiped about this for so long, Shane.”
“That does not make me feel better,” Shane grumbles. His thumb flicks the tab on the top of his ginger ale and letting it ping back against the can. “Plus, Hayden name dropped him in front of my parents so now my mom knows I have a long-term hookup.”
“Have not has?” Jackie grins wolfishly.
Hayden gasps and snaps his fingers repeatedly and points between his wife and Shane. “She’s right! You said have! You and Lily are back on?”
Shane groans. “No, I’m not talking.”
“You fucking got back together!”
“We aren’t dating.”
Hayden grins. “But you aren’t broken up anymore!”
Shane levels his best friend with an annoyed look. “We were never together.”
“Sure, just every single Boston game we had you’d disappear and every other game you’d be grinning into your phone at Lily’s conversation.”
“Not every game, that would be ridiculous.”
“But you’re back together?” Jackie asks and glances between her husband and Shane. “Boston Lily is back on the table?”
“What table?” Shane grumbles.
“Wait, hold on we haven’t been to Boston since you were with Rose!” Hayden grins with excitement. “You’ve been texting again, haven’t you! Oh my god, Shane! Did you text them? Or did they text you?”
“We’re not texting,” Shane lies pathetically. He and Ilya had most definitely been texting and not just sexting either. Actually texting about random things in their day. Two days ago, Ilya sent him a photo of a dog he saw on a run. The day before that, he complained to Shane for 5 minutes about St Simon’s new obsession with a terrible band.
“Buddy, you suck at lying.”
“I do not,” he objects. “Hayden, I lied about being gay for years. I’m not bad at lying.”
Jackie hums. “Babes, you’re pretty awkward when we talk about women. Seeing how comfortable you are talking about hooking up with that guy makes it clear you’re not good at lying. We just didn’t know what we were seeing.”
“Aw, what? You guys gossiped without me?”
“Hayden,” Shane groans and rubs his eyes. He most certainly did not like the direction this conversation was going. Maybe he wasn’t meant for gossiping about relationships. Jackie and Hayden married so fast that there never really was a time for gossip.
“Babe, you took four million years to put down a 1yr old. Of course we gossiped.”
“Not cool,” Hayden grumbles. “Wait, did you talk about Lily without me?”
Shane glances too quickly at Jackie and clocks the exact moment she realizes that she and Shane were talking about Lily.
“Shut the fuck up, Hollander.”
“Jackie.”
“Shut the fuck up!”
Hayden looks between them and a confused look crosses his face.
“Jackie,” Shane warns.
“Shut up,” she says and sits up to lean into the space between them. “You’ve hooked up with Lily since you and Rose broke up, haven’t you?”
Shane looks over her shoulder to Hayden quickly and then back. “Um. No.”
“Girl.”
“Jackie.”
Hayden looks like he’s finally caught up. "Wait...”
“No,” Shane shakes his head. “Stop. Don’t finish that thought.”
“Bro,” Hayden grins. It’s eerie the way he and Jackie share the same grin when they think they know something they shouldn’t. “You totally hooked up with Lily since everything went down on Twitter.”
Shane can feel the embarrassed flush creeping onto his cheeks.
“Lily came to Montreal?” Jackie asks with a glee. Shane looks away towards a corner of toys. He’s nervous. They’re skirting the edge of a truth he’s swallowed and buried down so deep for years.
“You went to Boston?” Hayden asked. Shane could hear the growing confusion in his voice. He shakes his head anyways. His leg bounces ever so slightly. He could stand up and leave. Right now. They won’t know. Rose knows, but she doesn’t care about him dating a player.
“Oh,” Jackie whispers quietly. Her mouth has parted in surprise and she’s staring at him with wide, sympathetic eyes.
“What?” Hayden asks.
“No, Babe,” she hushes and Shane watches her put her hand on Hayden’s leg.
“What?”
“No,” she says again.
“What, but Shane hasn’t been anywhere except All-Stars and—”
Shane swallows heavily as his friend trails off.
“Oh.”
“Yeah,” Jackie whispers and pats Hayden’s leg.
“Lily is...”
Shane’s body is tense, but he nods disjointedly.
“That’s why he’s not out,” Hayden says. It’s not a question, but Shane nods anyways. He swipes at his eyes even though he hasn’t cried. His eyes are wet, but he hasn’t cried. “And that’s why he’s in Boston.”
Shane snaps his head and levels a hard look at his friend. “Hayden, no.”
Hayden to his credit nods and looks at least a little chastised. He’s known his best friend, and Jackie, long enough to know that neither of them are fully satisfied. This won’t be something that they truly let go of before enough happens that they finally find an answer.
But they probably won’t keep pressing the bruise.
“Does anyone know?” Jackie asks after a long bout of silence.
Shane takes a sharp inhale to reset himself. “Um, my mom guessed it was a player. Rose too. But... no. I don’t think so.”
He feels slightly guilty lying about Rose not knowing who that player is. It would only invite them to press harder for information, and Shane is not ready for that conversation at all.
“Good,” she hums and something must have moved across his face because she was quick to add, “for your privacy, not because it’s bad. None of this is bad, Shane.”
“Yeah, Buddy,” Hayden agrees. “We love you. No matter what.”
“Exactly.”
And Hayden clearly couldn’t resist because he adds, “Even if your taste in dudes is a Boston Player.”
“Hayden, shut the fuck up,” Jackie says with a smack to her husband’s thigh that couldn’t have been strong enough to even leave a mark.
“I’m just saying! And swear jar!”
“No, you swear jar! The kids aren’t even awake!”
“Jackie!”
“Hayden!”
Shane snorts and draws both of their focus back to him. “I love you guys.”
Jackie tilts her head and smiles. “We love you too, Shane.”
Shane drains the last of his ginger ale and sets the can down on a coaster.
“But don’t think for a moment you and I aren’t going to talk boys together,” she continues. “You’re not getting out of this so easily!”
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Groupchat/To: Rose

Person A:



Shane Hollander
Person A:



You owe me.
Person B:



What?
Person A:



I am behind on gossip with you.
Person A:



I have given you space and you have given me NOTHING in return.
Person B:



I’m so confused right now.

 

Shane’s phone buzzes and the photo of Rose making a dramatic kissy face fills up the screen. He rolls his eyes and slides to accept the call. 
“Ma’am,” he laughs. 
“Don’t you ma’am me, Hollander,” Rose chastises. “I am trapped here in this trailer, whole body painted blue, and you have not once spared me to catch me up on things.” 
“I’ve been working!” 
“Me too,” she sniffs. “And every day I think of you and go, ‘that Shane Hollander, I sure hope he’s happy, well taken care of, and finding ways to kiss his man’.” 
“Alright,” Shane scoffs. “You are not thinking that last part.” 
“I am!” 
“Sure.” 
“Seriously, though,” she sobers. “How is my favorite gay ex-boyfriend.” 
“I made favorite?” 
“Of course, you’re the richest. I have standards.” 
Shane laughs. “I’m okay. It’s been...different.” 
“At work?” 
“Yeah. The guys have been weird. A few worse than others.” 
“You’re safe?” she asks and Shane can hear the worry in her tone. He hates that he just generates worry in the lives of everyone around him these days. It’s so constant. Ilya asks if he’s safe. His mom asks if he’s safe. The only reason Jackie hasn’t is likely because she’s getting updates from Hayden. 
“Sure,” he nods to himself, even though she can’t see it.  
“Shane.” 
He sighs and looks up at the ceiling of his apartment. “I... found something. In my locker.” 
“Something like...?” 
Shane closes his eyes. “Someone put a pride flag in my locker as a joke.” 
“Was the joke funny?” 
“No.” 
“Shane, that’s called harassment,” Rose says quietly. “Do you know who it was?” 
“I think I know, but there’s no way of knowing,” he shrugs. “I don’t want to make it a thing. It’ll blow over. Just like with Twitter.” 
“Right,” she says, but it doesn’t sound like an agreement to him. “I don’t want to freak you out, but have you been on Twitter?” 
“I’ve been avoiding it, honestly.” 
She hums. “I get that. It hasn’t been bad. But there’s a few people still in the hashtag speculating.” 
“I know.” 
“Really?” 
“My mom has been monitoring it,” he admits. “We’ve decided to not put out a statement so more attention isn’t drawn to it.” 
“Are you going to take things to management?” 
“No, no,” he says quickly. Taking it to management is likely the dumbest way he can handle this situation. “It’s fine. Just locker room culture. It’ll pass.” 
“If it gets worse?” she asks quietly. 
“It’ll pass,” he repeats. “Tell me about the movie. Is the director still being weird?” 
“Oh my god, Shane, you have no idea,” she groans. “My costume gets smaller the longer this movie goes, I swear. You’ll never guess what he did the other day.” 
Shane settles into his couch with a smile, eager to hear his friend vent about anything other than hockey or the state of his love life.
 
[image: image description (optional) width=]

Groupchat/To: Lily

Person B:



Ready to lose in two days?
Person A:



Oh we are talking about dreams?
Person A:



I have very nice one this morning
Person A:



Would you like to know where your mouth was on me?
Person B:



Fuck off
Person B:



Are we seeing each other?
Person A:



Yes on ice. You will be crying bc Boston will be winning
Person B:



You know what I mean
Person A:



Yes
Person B:



We fly out the next morning early
Person A:



So come over anyways
Person B:



After the game? We won’t have much time.
Person A:



Come over before.
Person A:



Even one hour.
Person A:



I make it worth your time?
Person B:



You’re always worth my time
Person A:



Okay
Person B:



I’ll text you before.
Person A:



Sure okay
Person A:



See you then, Hollander.

 

They land at Logan airport with minimal fanfare or turbulence and are settled into their hotel entirely on schedule. Hayden and Shane are rooming together as normal, but this time when Shane starts to unzip his bag to hang his clothing, Hayden lets out a loud snort.  
“Bro.” 
“What?” Shane asks and looks back at Hayden. His friend has random piles of clothing flopped out on his bed and is tossing a bag of toiletries out carelessly.  
“This is Boston.” 
“I’m aware?” 
“Bro, go to Lily’s.” 
Shane darts his gaze away and pretends to look busy. “Uh, I don’t know what you mean.” 
“Shane, it’s Boston,” Hayden presses. “You’re telling me you don’t have plans?” 
Shane stacks and restacks his clothes as he works to come up with a casual, not desperate to get fucked reply. 
“I love you, man, but we don’t have a game until 7pm. Text your man and get the fuck out of here.” 
“Swear jar,” Shane says automatically, then shakes his head to clear it and adds, “and he’s not my man.” 
“Well, he for sure ain’t mine,” Hayden snorts.  
Shane would try harder to deny things but he did have his phone in hand.
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Groupchat/To: Lily

Person B:



In Boston.
Person A:



Good news for Metros who like to lose at away games.
Person B:



Fuck off. We’re gonna crush you.
Person A:



If you are too poor for uber I can cash app you.
Person B:



I’m not too poor.
Person B:



Fuck off.
Person A:



Ah so you are still at hotel because you do not want me to suck your dick.
Person A:



Shame, I am very good at this.
Person A:



I hate you.
Person B:



Come over.

 

“Shane?”  
He looks up to see Hayden standing with crossed arms and a smug look up on his face. 
“Fuck off,” Shane groans. 
“Bye,” Hayden says and gives a patronizing wave. “See you at the game.” 
“I’ll be back in a few hours,” he denies. 
“Go get laid, loser,” Hayden laughs and goes back to his haphazard unpacking as Shane grabs his room key and ducks out.
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On my way
Person B:



App says 20
Person A:



2814
Person B:



What is that?
Person A:



Door code.
Person B:



Oh cool.
Person A:



I changed it last week, you like?
Person B:



Sure.
Person A:



It is us
Person B:



?
Person A:



Me inside you
Person A:



2 81 4
Person B:



Fuck off
Person B:



That is not your door code
Person A:



It is!
Person A:



Very memorable 😏

 

It was the door code.  
Shane enters Ilya’s house with a roll of his eyes and toes off his shoes to the side of the door. He has no idea where Ilya stores his shoes, though Ilya seems to transverse the house with a set of house slides. He hopes they’re just house slides. Something gets twitchy in his head when he considers Ilya might wear them in and out of the house. 
“Finally,” Ilya groans. He’s shirtless again to answer the door and Shane takes the opportunity to ogle him a little. “You are so slow. Makes me more convinced you will be too easy to beat tonight.” 
“Fuck off,” Shane laughs and lets Ilya crowd him against the wall. “I’m faster than you and you know it.” 
“Ah, we shall see,” Ilya teases. “So needy.” 
“On the ice.” 
“Yes, we should fuck on the ice. Would be very hot.” 
“Probably cold,” Shane smirks and enjoys the way Ilya laughs through kissing him.  
It feels good to have Ilya pressed against him again. They’re still standing in the hall but Ilya has started pressing in bit by bit until their chests are pressed flush together.  
“We only have a few hours,” Shane reminds him and Ilya throws his head back in dramatic exasperation. “You’re a baby.” 
Ilya snaps his head back up and pins Shane with an unamused look. “No, you are just boring.” 
Shane fights a smile, but seeing the way Ilya’s own expression is breaking into a grin, he doubts he’s successful in the slightest.  
“Come,” Ilya commands with a quick kiss and reaches down to grab Shane’s wrist and tug him along.  
They pass through the living room, Shane’s gaze snagging on the couch and then snapping back to the back of Ilya’s head to see if he was caught. Ilya doesn’t show any signs of seeing Shane’s attention linger.  
He feels a little sick with guilt again at the memory. He can see in his mind the way he pulled back off Ilya, tucking himself back into his pants, and awkwardly lying so obviously that there was no chance in hell Ilya ever believed him.  
Shane wonders if Ilya kept his clothing. If maybe somewhere in this house Shane’s shirt and jeans are tucked away out of sight the way Shane tucked Ilya’s shirt and joggers into a drawer in the bottom of his closet.  
Ilya gives Shane’s hand a squeeze and he thinks maybe his thoughts are obvious on his face. He smiles up at Ilya unforced and tells himself to focus on the moment.  
“You got a new lamp,” Shane remarks as they get into Ilya’s room. 
“I broke the old one.” 
“Oh,” he frowns and looks over to Ilya. “How?” 
Ilya scratches the back of his neck and shrugs like it’s no big deal. “Threw something. It’s fine.” 
“You threw something at a lamp?” 
“Hollander, you are so boring,” Ilya groans coldly. “Are we here to fuck or not?” 
Shane takes a step back. “Why are you acting like this.” 
“Acting like nothing,” Ilya sniffs and looks away. Shane stares at him and tries to figure out what is happening in Ilya’s head. He’s not good at reading people. Everyone has rules for socializing and Shane never can figure them out fast enough to keep up. 
“Fine,” Shane gives up and turns around. He hasn’t even taken a step before Ilya snatches up his wrist again. 
“Shane, Shane,” Ilya says desperately and her turns back. “Please, I’m sorry. I’m being an asshole.” 
“I don’t understand why.” 
“Please don’t go. I will be good,” Ilya promises.  
Shane steps back into his space and reaches up to put both hands on Ilya’s shoulders, thumbs resting lightly at the sides of Ilya’s neck and rubbing up and down to try and soothe him.  
“Just be with me,” Shane pleads. “I don’t care about the little stuff. I just want you.” 
Ilya’s eyes track back and forth across Shane’s face. Shane watches the tiny twitches of Ilya’s pupils as they go back and forth nervously and for the first time he wonders if Ilya also struggles to read Shane back. 
For all of their years sleeping together, Shane never once sat and considered that Ilya was just as scared as Shane might be. He thinks maybe it’s obvious in hindsight after Tampa, but never once have they really had the chance to learn one another outside of sex. Their entire relationship thus far has really been them trying to outrun their feelings through mutually assured orgasms.  
“Okay,” Ilya finally whispers, his accent thick and twisting the ‘a’ into more of an ‘e’ sound. Shane smiles at the sound.  
He adores Ilya’s accent.  
“Okay,” Shane says back and then tugs at Ilya’s neck to bring him in for a kiss. He’s slow with it, focusing on letting Ilya feel the gentle way Shane can kiss him. Little tiny kisses to draw him in and make both of their heads go fuzzy.  
“Shane,” Ilya whispers quietly into the minimal space between them. 
“Ilya.” 
Ilya pushes in at the sound of his name, tugging at Shane’s waist to press their hips together. He can feel Ilya’s length pressed against him and he groans at the way Ilya bucks into him.  
Shane chases after that pleasure. He walks Ilya backwards to the bed, giving only a slight push to knock Ilya down before immediately chasing him. He straddles Ilya’s thighs and goes back in for another kiss, sliding his tongue against Ilya’s and tasting him like it’s a last meal. 
Ilya doesn’t taste like cigarettes. Not this time. It’s odd, because Ilya usually does when they meet up. Shane knows Ilya still smokes. None of Shane’s ribbing has convinced him otherwise, but normally Ilya takes the time to smoke ahead of their meetups so that Ilya doesn’t have to waste time to smoke while Shane is around.  
Ilya rolls them, pushing Shane further up the mattress the moment he gets leverage on his knee to do so. Shane gasps as Ilya’s mouth trails away from his lips and down his jaw, sucking lightly enough to leave no marks and hard enough to drive Shane absolutely feral.  
Ilya pulls back suddenly and looks down at Shane. “Was your shirt.” 
“What?” Shane asks and Ilya nods at the new lamp. 
“I threw your shirt. Found it in my laundry the next day, and I threw it at the lamp. Knocked it over.” 
“My t-shirt broke your lamp?” 
“I broke my lamp,” Ilya clarifies. “I threw your t-shirt, and the lamp fell, and it hit my dresser. Broken lamp.” 
“Oh.” 
“Yes. Not my finest.” 
Shane doesn’t know what to say so he leans up and kisses Ilya again and focuses on trying to get Ilya’s sweats down low enough that he can palm Ilya’s cock.  
“Greedy,” Ilya teases. He slides both palms under Shane’s shirt and glides his hands up Shane’s torso, bunching the shirt there up along the way.  
Shane gets Ilya’s pants low enough to slide his hands down and grasp Ilya, stroking just enough to distract. Ilya drops his head down onto Shane’s collarbone and lets out a satisfied groan. His hips buck slightly into Shane’s hand once before Ilya regains his focus and pushes Shane’s hand out from between them.  
“Naked, now.” 
The command is one Shane is not slow to obey. He sits up and tugs his shirt up over his head and they both push pants down and off their legs. The moment Ilya is naked above him, Shane hooks a leg up and over Ilya’s hip and flips them so he’s once more straddling Ilya’s hips. Ilya flops back onto the bed with a happy grin.  
Shane kisses a trail down Ilya’s chest and moans loudly when Ilya tangles his fingers into Shane’s hair. He needs Ilya in his mouth now or he might die. He mouths at Ilya’s cock, kissing up the length and suckling at the head lightly, languishing in the content noises coming from further up the bed.  
He lets himself drool over the head, coating the length, and glances up to meet Ilya’s eyes as he opens his mouth and swallows Ilya down. He relaxes his throat, years of practice at taking Ilya’s cock letting muscle memory take over.  
“Fuck, Shane,” Ilya moans and grips harder at the back of Shane’s head. Shane reaches up and pushes at the back of Ilya’s hand, a subtle signal for Ilya to take control. 
And take control he does.  
Shane’s eyes roll back in his head as Ilya guides Shane’s head up and down his length. Shane gags once but Ilya only pauses for a moment at the top long enough for Shane to reset before guiding him down again.  
“So fucking good, Shane,” Ilya praises. “Fuck, Hollander, so fucking good. Gonna make me cum like this? Fucking take me so well.” 
Shane can hear Ilya babbling. The white noise between his ears is settling in and Shane humps once at the mattress for friction on his own cock. He’s so fucking hard. It feels like months since he’s last had Ilya on his tongue when really it’s only been weeks. 
“Fuck, Shane, fuck,” Ilya moans and Shane runs his hands up and down Ilya’s thighs. They’re tense and Shane knows Ilya is close. He makes eye contact with Ilya, doing his best to nod before being guided back down again. He leans into it, letting himself take Ilya deeper than Ilya is guiding him. He hollows his cheeks coming up and Ilya pushes him down again with a cry before coming down Shane’s throat.  
Shane lets himself be worked through the orgasm and then pulls off with a pop. He rests his head to the side on Ilya’s thigh as he catches his breath.  
“Fuck,” Ilya pants. He’s mindlessly petting Shane’s head and Shane closes his eyes at the sensation. “Fucking killed me, Hollander. Fucking killed me.” 
Shane nods mindlessly. He grinds against the mattress as subtly as he can manage, but it’s apparently obvious enough for Ilya to catch because the next thing he knows is Ilya is tugging him up to better align their bodies. He gives Shane a filthy kiss, tongue licking in to the backs of Shane’s molars like he’s trying to taste himself on Shane’s tonsils. 
Shane digs his fingers into Ilya’s hips. His nails are probably leaving crescent marks there but neither of them seem to care. He’s flipped onto his back and Ilya starts pressing kisses down along his body. 
Ilya ignores Shane’s erection, leaves it heavy and leaking against Shane’s stomach, and pushes Shane’s legs up instead for better access to his ass. The first lap of tongue on Shane’s ass has him crying out and arching off the mattress.  
“Fuck,” he cries out and looks down to catch Ilya’s mischievous stare. Ilya is relentless. He licks and sucks, driving Shane wild with every motion of his tongue before moving up to suck on Shane’s balls and run a finger along Shane’s rim instead. He’s looser and accepts Ilya’s spit wet finger easily.  
Ilya doesn’t go deeply, just enough to drive Shane a little wild.  
“Lube,” Ilya commands and Shane looks to his side at the nightstand. He reaches up and slides the drawer open, fishing his hand around blindly at an awkward angle before he catches the bottle and tosses it down to Ilya. Ilya is uncapping it and spreading the fluid on his fingers while Shane roots around for one of the foil packets that aren’t likely to be far from them.  
He slaps a condom on the bed the same moment Ilya reaches his hole again and slides a finger up to the knuckle.  
“Ilya,” Shane cries out with an arch. 
“Like that?” Ilya asks with a tease as if there’s any time that answer has ever been no. “So wet for me.” 
“Fuck off,” Shane is just alert enough to throw back. It’s not untrue, there’s a tacky drying mess of precum leaking out of him and onto his stomach. Every time he shifts, his dick is sliding it around further.  
Ilya adds another finger, stretching him perfectly. He brushes at Shane’s prostate and grins every time it produces a moan out of him. Ilya is half hard again in the time it’s taken to ready Shane and his mouth waters at the sight. 

“In me,” Shane begs. “Need you.” 
Ilya nods reaches a hand down to work himself up to fully hard before grabbing at the foil. His fingers slide lube over the packet enough that he grunts in frustration and throws it onto Shane’s chest.  
Shane wipes the foil on the sheet next to him. He rips the packet open and pulls the condom out. Ilya wastes no time accepting it back and rolling it onto his length. He lines himself up and slowly pushes in, breaching Shane to the sound of their mutual groans of pleasure.  
“Fuck, Shane,” Ilya pants. He braces himself over Shane on one elbow while the other reaches up to grab at Shane’s hand. He interlaces their fingers and Shane squeezes tight to ground himself.  
“Ilya,” Shane catches Ilya’s eyes and nods. He wants it. He needs to feel him. Needs to erase the last time he was in this house and left Ilya cold and rejected on the couch.  
Ilya drops his head to Shane’s sternum and pumps in, bottoming out and pulling back carefully before repeating the motion until he’s satisfied that Shane is worked open enough to be taken more roughly.  
Shane reaches up to grab the hair at the back of Ilya’s neck with his free hand. Ilya looks up with a wrecked expression and nods. He picks up speed with Shane matching the rhythm as best he can. Shane is so full, so perfect.  
“Shane,” Ilya pants. “Want you from behind.” 
Shane nods and lets Ilya slip out of him. The lube makes an unsexy squelching noise they both ignore. He turns over onto his knees and tilts his ass up back to Ilya who wastes no time in sliding back in.  
He’s deeper at this angle and Shane moans into the pillow below him. He’s probably drooling all over it but when he’s being taken care of by Ilya like this, all of the loud thoughts about cleanliness and what’s proper all disappear from his mind entirely.  
Ilya is tugging Shane’s hips into him with every thrust and Shane loves the way the movement shakes his whole body. He relaxes and let’s Ilya just take over control entirely, lets himself just be used. Ilya shifts his angle just right and now the head of his cock is brushing against Shane’s prostate. 
“Oh fuck!” Shane cries out. “Right there, fuck, don’t stop.” 
“Can’t make me,” Ilya promises and picks up speed. “Gonna come for me?” 
“Gonna come,” Shane nods and he definitely is. He’s right on the edge. “So close.” 
“Touch yourself.” 
Shane heads the command, sliding his hand under him and stroking his cock, twice, three times before shooting a load right onto the sheets below him. They should think about putting a towel down, maybe, but even to Shane’s fucked out brain he knows that is probably too unsexy for them.  
Ilya lets out a loud groan and snaps his hips into Shane faster before coming. Shane grins as he feels Ilya’s strokes grow uneven as he works himself through another orgasm.  
Ilya pulls out and tugs Shane with him to the side, keeping Shane out of the wet spot in the sheets.  
Shane turns so he can rest in Ilya’s arms better. They’re both coated in sweat and Shane can feel the slippery lube coating the insides of his thighs unpleasantly. Ilya disposes of the condom, hopefully making it into whatever wastebasket is out of sight by the bed.  
Shane huffs out a tiny laugh and squeezes Ilya around the ribs a little tighter. Ilya’s arm around him does the same. Before Tampa, they would both start a mental countdown right about now. Or maybe only Shane did and Ilya just knew when was too long to stay. 
Now, though, they’ve spent the night together almost the whole way through twice.  
It’s different, now, and Shane knows he likes it. He hopes that Ilya does too but he’s too afraid to ask.  
“What’re you thinking about?” Ilya asks quietly and threads his fingers up into Shane’s hair to scratch at his scalp. Shane hums in content at the sensation. 
“Nothing.” 
“Mmm, a first,” Ilya teases. Shane drags a finger up and down Ilya’s breastbone, just featherlight enough to not tickle. He likes the way Ilya’s chest is dotted with moles. It’s like a connect the dot pattern of abstraction. “You are okay?” 
Shane nods. “Yeah. I’m good. Really good.” 
Ilya hums in agreement and gives a presses Shane’s head into his chest quickly like a hug. 
“And your family? They are still good to you?” 
Shane smiles. “Yeah.” 
“This is good,” Ilya declares and drops his arm around Shane’s ribs to pull him back in tighter.  
They are interrupted by Ilya’s phone ringing.  
“Blyat,” Ilya curses. He shifts slightly out from under Shane to snag his phone and silence the call. He pulls Shane back into position on him. 
“Is that your family?” 
“Yes.” 
Shane nods, mostly to himself, and asks, “How’s your dad?” 
He feels Ilya’s sigh, not a long inhale but a sharp, short exhale, from where he’s laid on Ilya’s chest.  
“No,” Ilya says. "Enough.” 
“Enough what?” 
“Questions. You have too many of them.” 
Shane frowns but says nothing. 
The silence lingers, and he assumes it must get to Ilya first for once because he continues anyways. “He is bad. I... do not know what to do.” 
“Your brother?” 
“Useless,” Ilya shrugs. Shane tips his head up to look at Ilya as he speaks. “I send money. He spends it, maybe on our father, maybe on drugs. He calls. I answer. I send more money for Papa. It maybe goes to drugs. I don’t know.” 
“That’s awful.” 
“Yes,” Ilya agrees. “But I am here. He is there. Papa does not know that I am in America so he calls me confused asking for my mother.” 
“Is she with him too?” 
Ilya shakes his head. “She is dead.” 
“Oh,” Shane says. He feels dumb. He didn’t even know Ilya’s mother had died.  
“Was long time ago,” Ilya whispers and pets at Shane’s head again. “Is okay.” 
“I’m sorry,” Shane tells him. He leans his body up, cupping a hand around Ilya’s cheek, and presses a lingering kiss to him. “That must be awful.” 
Ilya tips his face away, just like he had in the hotel room, but this time Shane tips him back and kisses him again. He knows Ilya is crying. He can feel the tears on Ilya’s cheeks and brushes them away with his thumb, but he says nothing about them.  
The phone rings again and this time Shane reaches over and silences it.  
“Thank you,” Ilya whispers. He turns them, tucking his face into Shane’s neck, and Shane holds him tightly.  
“Of course.” 
They lay like that for a while. Shane must doze at some point because he wakes up to Ilya freeing himself from Shane’s arms.  
“If I feed you, will you run away?” Ilya smirks at him and Shane rolls his eyes. 
“Fuck off.” 
“Is a serious question!” he feigns innocence. Shane just grins up at him and follows Ilya out of bed.  
“I promise not to run away again,” Shane says. Ilya is already heading out of the bedroom, but Shane snags his arm to stop him before wrapping an arm around his middle, tugging him back into Shane’s orbit and letting Shane place a kiss on his shoulder. “You’ll have to get more creative to scare me off from here out.” 
Ilya turns around in Shane’s arms and smiles down at him. “Is that so?” 
It’s said as a joke, but Shane can see the vulnerability in Ilya’s gaze. He knows he hurt Ilya running away. As scared as Shane was then, he’s created probably a longer lasting fear in Ilya that he’ll now have to work to undo. 
“It is,” Shane whispers and runs his hand across Ilya’s brow and down the side of his face. God, this man was beautiful.  
Ilya just looks between Shane’s eyes for a long moment before whispering a quiet, “okay.” 
 
 
Shane returns to the hotel well fed and thoroughly fucked a few hours before they bus over to TD Garden ahead of the game. Hayden raises a single eyebrow at Shane when he enters their hotel room but doesn’t press further after Shane’s single, “fuck off”.  





  
    Chapter End Notes

    When I was writing the first draft of this chapter, the PWHL Walter Cup semi-finals were running. Literally every time I wrote this while watching the games, either Boston or Montreal lost. I got so paranoid that I was invoking Hockey Superstition Gods and jinxing them that I forced myself to lock in. Was too late for the fleet (RIP Frankel scoring on herself, that was brutal to watch) but you're all welcome for the Minnesota Frost getting kicked out of playoffs 🏳️‍⚧️. Stupidly, I assumed I was safe and kept writing only for Ottawa to win a match in the Finals. I only wrote on non-hockey nights after that because I was so sure I was bad luck.

Anyways, the moral of this story is that if I don't write, crazy stuff like Abby Rocque scoring because a puck bounces off her face happens.

I miss hockey. I never liked sports before this show and now I just want to watch hot women shoot pucks. Allez Victoire!
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    Chapter Notes

      I fell behind doing my final pass over this chapter so naturally this had its final read thru while I was two Tito’s and pineapple drinks in at the local lesbian bar and wouldn’t ya know it? I had a BUNCH of tense errors. This is my blanket permission to please let me know in the comments if you catch any past tense language instead of the present tense this entire story has been (hopefully) in so far. I’d love to fix any errors I’ve missed. It’s especially embarrassing bc I think I’ve read through this part of my work over 5 times since it was first written months ago. That’s life though.
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  “Did you all hear about Rozanov?” JJ’s voice calls out across the locker room the next day. Practice had gone relatively normal, though Comeau and a few of the other “old guard” had taken to checking Shane on the scrimmage harder than necessary. He would have to soak in some Epsom salt later tonight to try and curb some of the ache that was settling into his bones.  
“What about Rozanov?” Shane asked. JJ was already in sweats but still shirtless, unabashedly walking around the locker room with his phone in hand. Shane, by contrast, was just now stepping out of the showers.  
He had taken to showering staggard from the rest of the team. No one had said anything, per se. But a few of the guys had taken to leaving the showers if Shane walked in. It was just easier to spend longer on the ice cleaning up pucks and equipment to help maintain morale.  
“Says he did not get on the plane to Nashville,” JJ continues.  
“He flew separately?” 
“He did not go to Nashville at all.” 
“He didn’t get hurt last night, did he?” Hayden asks. 
“No, he didn’t,” Shane said automatically. 
“Maybe he’s sick?” Hayden shrugs. He was still getting dressed at his own stall.  
“He’s not,” Shane said, then quickly adds, “I mean, he didn’t seem sick.” 
“Who gives a fuck,” JJ says in French. Shane glances over to see JJ tossing an oversized hoodie over his head before flopping down on the bench. “ESPN is saying he did not go to Nashville.” 
“Maybe he’ll be out long enough to miss our next Boston game,” Hayden grins. “Easy win for us.” 
Shane ignores the comment and grabs his phone. 
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Are you okay?

 

No immediate response, but that’s not abnormal.  
“Seems like you guys care a bit too much for Rozanov,” Comeau snorts and lumbers a little too much into their space. Shane puts his phone back into his cubby and tugs his briefs on quickly. “You have a crush?” 
“Fuck off,” JJ hisses. “Is just chatter. Go breathe someone else’s air, oui?” 
“Just seems like it’s something we gotta look out for more, these days,” Comeau feigns innocence. “I’d just like to know if I should be worried.” 
“No one is looking at your pencil dick,” Hayden snaps.  
“Not what I heard,” Comeau says. The tone is too predatory for Shane’s liking, but he says nothing and just tugs his undershirt on over his head. Eventually, Comeau returns back to his side of the room, and Shane takes that as the chance he was missing to get out of the locker room and the practice facility as a whole.  
It’s still cold out, even as they approach early spring on the calendar. Gray icy snow is still piled up around the edges of the parking lot waiting for a day that hits hotter than 5 degrees Celsius. He watches his step around a patch of tire slush ice and hears the door to the practice facility shut behind him. 
“Mon Capitaine!” JJ yells out behind him and Shane pauses to turn for his friend. JJ is jogging out in an unzipped parka, dressed in speed rather than detail it seems. He jogs up to Shane and claps a hand on his upper back. “You good, Cap?” 
“Sure,” Shane shrugs. “What’s not to be good about?” 
“Comeau is an asshole,” JJ says directly. “You do not deserve this, mon ami.” 
“It’s good, JJ,” Shane lies. JJ doesn’t seem to buy it, but he continues to follow Shane out through the lot.  
“Hollander, Shane,” JJ begins and Shane looks sideways at his friend. It’s true he and JJ are not close the way he and Hayden are. JJ seems to be friends with the world and has never demanded much more than a few nights out a year. Coincidentally, that is how Shane ended up dating Rose, but that’s neither here nor there.  
Whatever JJ is trying to say sounds serious, and Shane pauses, glancing quickly back at the facility to confirm they’re still alone out in the lot.  
“We have not talked seriously since that day, have we?” JJ asks finally and Shane doesn’t need a clarification as to what JJ is referencing. It was JJ who brought up Twitter first in the locker room after all. But even if he hadn’t, it’s not like the team wouldn’t have made fun of him eventually. That’s what you did to your team. It brought everyone together.  
“It’s cool,” Shane placates. “I’m not mad at you.” 
“C’est super, but that is not what I am saying. I am here for you, no matter what, Capitaine.” 
“Sure, man.” 
“Shane,” JJ says and ducks his head to look more directly in Shane’s eyes. “I am saying it is okay with me if what they say about you online is true.” 
Shane swallows heavily and ducks his eyes away from JJ, unable to continue the eye contact. He catches his gaze on a barren tree across the lot, a car that has been parked with a flat tire for two weeks now, and a bumper half covered in snowplowed snow.  
“Um,” Shane starts to say. He should joke. That works for everyone. He could joke right now. That’s the script. “Yeah, I’m maybe not the best. With women.” 
“But maybe with others, non?” 
Shane glances quickly at JJ and then away, but it was long enough to see a kind and gentle expression. After a long moment of silence, he finally nodded. 
“C’est bon, mon ami,” JJ says and tugs Shane into a brief, but bone crushing hug. “Je taime, mec.” 
“Thanks,” Shane whispers. His vision was blurry, but he didn’t cry. A small mercy in these temperatures.  
“So,” JJ grins wide and claps his hands together. “We find you a date, oui?” 
Dread rolls right back into his stomach. “Uh, no. JJ, I’m good.” 
“You’re single, non?” 
Shane winces. “I don’t know what I am. But, uh, I’m not really looking for anyone new.” 
JJ lets out a low whistle. “Oui, okay! Est-ce Lily?” 
Shane grins before he could stop himself and JJ only claps him on the back approvingly.   
“Hollander! My man, you have been holding out. Lily c’est un mec, non? Est-il sexy?” JJ waggles his eyebrows and Shane can’t help but laugh. 
“The hottest,” he agrees. “I appreciate you, though, JJ. You’re a good friend.” 
“The fucking best,” JJ crows. “I want to meet him!” 
“Right,” Shane says with a tight smile. He can’t imagine JJ or Hayden approving of his choice of men. He can’t even picture Ilya really wanting to meet them back officially. If there was anything official about them. “Things are complicated, right now. For him and for me.” 
“Say no more, mon ami,” JJ promises. “I have your back.” 
“Thanks. I’m gonna head home. I’m tired.” 
“Later, Capitaine!” 
“Later,” Shane waves as JJ jogs off towards his car. JJ only slides a little when he catches a patch of ice but his cackle across the lot is loud even to Shane.  
His car isn’t alone in the section he parked in so Shane doesn’t notice anything off about it until he’s reaching to open the door. Right above the handle is a magnet, no larger than a business card, of a pride flag with the word “FAG” written in a wide tipped permanent marker. He rips it off quickly, looking around and finding himself still alone, and shoves the magnet into his pocket. If he can’t see it, it doesn’t exist. 
The interior of his car is quiet. Thoughts of the magnet slide to the back of his mind and instead he starts thinking about Ilya not getting on that plane to Nashville again. 
The spiral of where Ilya was or what had happened follows Shane home. Any attempt to call Ilya goes to voicemail. 
“This is Ilya. I will not listen to your message.” 
Shane doesn’t bother leaving one. 
He tries two more times that night. Spaced apart so he doesn’t crowd, but he can’t help trying anyways.  
Silence. 
 
 
It was nearly 10pm when Shane’s phone finally rang. His whole body was tense despite purposefully lying in bed with a quiet book to relax and he sprang to action as soon as the sound of the vibration started.  
He barely saw the name Lily on the screen before he tosses his book almost too carelessly to the side to answer the video call. 
“Hey!” Shane hopes it doesn't sound as desperate as he thought it did. Ilya looks alright, he was smiling slightly at least. “Are you okay?”  
“You wear glasses?” Ilya grins and Shane snatches glasses his off quickly and sets them on the book. 
“Just for reading. Where are you?” 
“Home,” Ilya says. “Put them back on, please.” 
“Boston?” Shane asks, but he’s almost sure that will not be the answer.  
“Moscow,” Ilya corrects. He’s walking around a room slowly, but the picture quality is fragmented and doesn’t yield much detail to his surroundings.  
“Are you okay?” 
“I will be better when I see you in your glasses again,” Ilya teases. Shane scoffs but puts his glasses on anyways. At least Ilya’s image is a little sharper, though not enough to make up for the connection deficit.  
“Happy?” 
“Happier,” Ilya smiles. It was worth it. 
They look at one another for a long, quiet moment. He’s savoring seeing Ilya. They don’t video chat. He doesn’t know why, but it’s not something they’ve done before. This moment feels stolen and snatched.  
And on the cusp of something that is probably awful. 
“Is your father...” Shane hedges.  
“Dead. Yes.” 
“Ilya,” he sighs. “I’m so sorry.” 
Ilya gives a small shoulder shrug, a blink and you miss it movement. It’s the only tell that he is upset at all about the situation. “What are people saying about me?” 
“Nothing, the media is being super secretive and the Raiders haven’t--” 
“Good,” Ilya interrupts. “I will be back by the end of the week.” 
Shane does his best to look disapproving. “You should take more time than that.” 
“Why, so you can catch up to me in the scoring race?” 
“I’m being serious,” Shane says. “You know, you can talk to me. About whatever. I want to help. If I can.” 
Ilya says nothing, but he does smile slightly. A real smile. Quiet, and just barely there on his face. It’s real and honest and the kind of smile Shane loves to see look back at him.  
The silence must exist between them for long enough that it becomes too real because Ilya finally smirks slightly and says, “Take off your clothes.” 
Shane scoffs. Is he serious? “What?” 
Ilya shifts, bending down and setting the phone up against something on a table. There’s a couch behind Ilya, but he sits down on the floor instead.  
“I am also being serious,” Ilya shrugs. “If you want to help me, take your clothes off.” 
Shane hesitates only a moment before setting the phone down. He removes his glasses and pulls off his t-shirt before grabbing the phone again. Ilya is already shirtless and Shane isn’t ashamed to say he’s immediately looking at Ilya’s chest.  
“Glasses back on,” Ilya says seriously and taps his cheekbone carefully.  
“They’re really just for reading,” Shane argues.  
“Ah, no,” Ilya corrects. “They are also there to highlight freckles. Very beautiful.” 
Shane grins. “You can’t even see my freckles.” 
“But I know they are there, so,” Ilya grins. “They are dear to me.” 
You’re dear to me, Shane immediately thinks. He settles into his pillows a little deeper.  
“They also make you look smart,” Ilya continues. “Which is good. Trick people after you retire for your weak backhand so you can still be employed.” 
“Fuck off,” Shane laughs and Ilya joins him immediately. 
“What, is true,” Ilya defends still laughing. He has a hand thrown up in innocence. “They say this all the time. Shane Hollander, weak backhand, must retire.” 
“Who says that?” 
“Me,” Ilya shrugs again but this one is far more open and teasing. They smile at one another over video for a long moment. “Now, you must help me. Show me more of you.” 
“The romance.” 
“Yes, Russians are very romantic, this is known.” 
“Is it?” Shane laughs. 
“Yes, this is why you need glasses. You do not know things but then people see you in glasses and they think, ‘ah, Hollander, he must be smart even though his eyes need help with reading’.” 
“Yeah, okay.” 
“Yes,” Ilya smirks. “He is also very bad at phone sex. Has not once shown me his dick.” 
“You haven’t either, asshole!” 
“Ah, yes, show me that too.” 
“Fuck off,” Shane laughs but he’s already tugging his pants down out of sight of the phone camera. He never could say no to Ilya. 
 
They stay on the phone even as they wash themselves up after. Shane hopes Ilya is on wifi, or at least has roaming data. He can’t imagine the bill for video calling out of country like this for so long.  
“What time is it there?” Shane asks as they’re each settling into their beds.  
“Early,” Ilya hums. “Almost 7am. I cannot sleep.” 
“Jet lag?” 
“Hm, maybe. I do not like it here.” 
“Are you staying with your family?” Shane asks. He can’t imagine trying to live in his parent’s home in prep for their funeral.  
“No, I have apartment. It suits my needs. Not too fancy. I only live here in the summer.” 
“Right.” 
They lapse into a quiet silence again. Shane doesn’t know what to say.  
“My father’s funeral is tomorrow. I... do not know if I will sleep until tonight. There is much planning.” 
“Will your brother help you?” 
“Maybe,” Ilya says. He’s not looking at the screen as he talks, just barely holding his phone up enough to keep him in frame. “He has not had many words for me since I landed. Not kind ones, at least.” 
“What does he say?” 
Ilya looks back at the phone. “I do not wish to repeat them. Much too mean for nice Canadian ears.” 
Shane doesn’t bother to argue that he’s heard terrible things just within their job.  
“You should nap,” he says instead.  
“I do not want to hang up,” Ilya whispers quietly.  
“We can stay on the phone. I also have to sleep.” 
Ilya stares at him for a long moment before quietly whispering, “okay.” 
They adjust their phones to rest on their respective nightstands. Ilya curses when Shane reminds him to set an alarm and plug his phone into a charger, making Ilya have to find a whole new position for his phone to accommodate the cord.  
Eventually, they both settle down on their sides looking at each other on screen. 
“Goodnight, Ilya.” 
“Goodnight, Shane.” 
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Groupchat/To: Lily

Person B:



I have a game tonight, but call me if you need me.
Person B:



It doesn’t start until 7 eastern time.
Person B:



It’s in Buffalo.

 

 
He doesn’t expect a response, but Shane texts out the message anyways. Russia is seven hours ahead, but that doesn’t help when Shane isn’t very acquainted with Russian funeral practices.  
“You texting Lily?” Hayden asks.  
Shane looks over from where he’s flopped on his hotel bed, chewing a hoodie string. 
“Uh, yeah. Yeah.” 
“Cool,” Hayden nods. “You look serious.” 
“He’s going through something right now.” 
“Oh, bummer,” Hayden winces. “Family?” 
“I guess.” 
Hayden quirks an eyebrow. “You don’t know?” 
Shane rolls his eyes. “No, yeah, it’s family stuff. His family sucks.” 
“Are they cool with you guys?” 
“They don’t know. It’s not really safe for him to come out.” 
“Right.” 
Shane looks back over at Hayden who seems lost in thought. 
“You good, man?” 
His friend snaps his attention back to the present.  
“I guess I never really thought much about what it would be like to not be able to tell my Mom I loved Jackie, you know?” 
“Yeah, I do,” Shane nods sadly. Hayden looks at him sympathetically. “I don’t know if I ever planned to tell my mom.” 
“Ever?” 
Shane shrugs. “I guess I thought it didn’t matter. I had hockey, and it’s not like I could come out before I retired.” 
“Shane,” Hayden said. He was staring at Shane with a disbelieving expression. “We’re not retiring for like another decade.” 
“Or more,” Shane says offended. “I could easily go another 15 years with no injury.” 
“Shane, buddy, you were just going to stay closeted for 15 more years?” 
Shane looks back at his phone and pretends to be scrolling. “I guess.” 
The silence lingers between them.  
“Would you ever have told me?” Hayden asks quietly after a while. Shane looks back at him and something on his face must have belayed the truth. “Shit. You wouldn’t. Would you?” 
“It’s not personal, Hayd,” Shane promises. 
“Was I... Did I make you feel unsafe?” 
Shane presses his lips together and shrugs again, non-committal.  
“Oh,” Hayden whispers.  
“It’s not like I thought you were homophobic, or whatever,” Shane says again. He sits up to look more directly at Hayden. “But I could never be sure. I wasn’t even going to tell my parents. My mom only found out because of Twitter.” 
“But I’ve said stupid shit,” Hayden pieces together. “Locker room talk. Except it wasn’t fun for you, too.” 
“Hayden, it’s fine,” Shane sighs. “I know how it is, okay?” 
“But it’s not okay, Shane,” Hayden pushes. “I see how what Comeau says under his breath bothers you. And that game in Jersey last week that d-man said something to you and you looked like he’d hit you upside the head.” 
Shane winces. He didn’t think Hayden had seen that. Jersey’s defenseman was from Texas originally and very loose with his slurs. This was not new to Shane, especially lately, but the thought that now he knew what Shane was made the words hit too hard.  
“See?” Hayden continues. “I know I’ve hurt you, too. How many times have we called people a cocksucker in the locker room. And you just stood there. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you laugh with us. I’m sorry, Shane. I’m really sorry I hurt you.” 
Shane blinked back the moisture in his eyes and looked away from Hayden towards the floor.  
“And now I have to look my kids in the eye and know deep down I’m a part of the problem. And it’s not about me. But I want more for them. I don’t want Arthur to get teased for playing dolls with his sisters.” 
Shane snorts at the image but smiles up at his friend sadly. Hayden is trying. He knows.  
“You’re a good dad.” 
“But am I good friend?” 
“Yeah,” Shane nods. “You are, I promise. You’re the first person to tell me it was okay, you know?” 
“Yeah?” Hayden looks hopeful. Grateful for the bone.  
“Yeah,” Shane nods. “I wasn’t ready to hear it, but you were the first to be there for me.” 
“Only because I called you after you told me not to.” 
Shane laughs and it does sound a little watery to his ears. But he’s not crying. “Yeah, yeah, you were right.” 
“I love you, Buddy.” 
“I love you, too.” 
Shane’s phone buzzes with a text and he snatches it up quickly. 
“Lily?” 
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Groupchat/To: Lily

Person A:



Are you alone?

 

“Yeah, it’s him. I’m just gonna,” Shane awkwardly gestures over his shoulder towards the hall, bouncing quickly as he toes on his shoes without undoing the laces.  
“Yeah, yeah, go talk to your man,” Hayden waves him off.  
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Groupchat/To: Lily

Person B:



Are you alone?
Person B:



Yeah
Person B:



Can I call you?
Person B:



Yes

 

His phone immediately starts buzzing with an incoming call and Shane half jogs down the hall to the stairwell. The door echoes behind him and Shane only gets a half flight of stairs down before landing himself on the step and against the railing. 
“How are you?” he asks in lieu of a greeting. 
“Okay,” Ilya says, voice rough and husky. “Not good. Probably bad.” 
 “How’s your, uh, family?”  
“At their worst,” he says. “My brother is, uh... I don’t know. Scared. Makes him terrible.” 
Shane closes his eyes and listens, tries desperately to picture Ilya in this moment. He’s outside, Shane can hear the road noise faintly, and the wind too. But is he in a coat? Is he by trees? Is he warm? 
“And it makes me terrible back,” Ilya admits.  
“Is it very upsetting?” Shane asks. He wants to know everything, but they’ve never done this before. They’re so new to having heavy conversations. Tampa feels so long ago but it was so recent in their history. 
“Yes... but...” Ilya sighs. “Maybe I’m upset about the wrong thing.” 
“You mean not your father?” 
“Maybe I...” Ilya grasps for words, frustration evident in the lack of emotion verbalized. “I wish it could be different. I wish he could know me, or...” Ilya inhales sharply. “I don’t know. I don’t know... English is too hard right now.” 
“I wish I spoke Russian,” Shane admits.  
“Hm, yeah, you could probably learn it in a week. No accent. Perfect. Bonjour.” 
Shane smiles. “That’s French, Ilya.” 
“Yeah, I know, Shane.” 
“Where are you?” he asks. 
“I’m just walking,” Ilya says. “I needed to get out.” 
“Hey, I have an idea,” Shane tries. “How about you tell me everything that’s on your mind, but in Russian? I won’t understand but maybe it’ll help?” 
He shrugs even though Ilya can’t see him. The line is quiet a moment as Ilya weighs the suggestion.  
“Okay,” Ilya finally says. Shane can hear his deep inhale, preparing for whatever he’s about to say, whatever weight that conversation will hold. And then he begins.  
Shane’s eyes close as he listens to the words flow over him. Ilya’s native language is mocked for sounding harsh, but to hear the words come from Ilya’s tongue feels a bit like magic to Shane. Even if those words are tinged in grief, and anger, and loss, and frustration. It’s a part of the locked safe that makes up Ilya and Shane is so desperate to know more. 
Ilya goes on. And on. Repeating words in frustration of whatever he is saying. It’s beautiful. 
He pauses for a long moment, and Shane can hear the way tears are clogging his throat. It reminds him of holding Ilya in Tampa while he cried over the impending loss of his father. Now his father is dead.  
Ilya speaks again, sounding almost resigned. Whatever he’s saying lodges itself deep in Shane’s chest, pinning him to the stairs that he’s taken quiet refuge on.  
“Okay,” Ilya finally says. “I am done.” 
“Do you feel better?” Shane hopes. 
Ilya sighs. “Yes. Thank you.”  
“Maybe you could teach me Russian some day?” Shane suggests. It’s meant to alleviate the tension, but he is desperate to hear Ilya speak to him in his native tongue and for Shane to truly understand it.  
“Mmm, yeah, okay,” Ilya says and Shane can hear the way Ilya is slowly coming back to himself. “Only useful phrases.” 
“Like what?” 
“I don’t know, like harder, please, yes sir...” 
It startles a laugh out of Shane.  
“Fuck you,” he teases. 
“No, more like ‘fuck me please’.” 
Shane snorts. He flounders a moment with what he wants to say next. “How about, ‘I wish you were here right now?’” 
Ilya is quiet and when he does respond back, in Russian, the words are honest and heavy.  
They sit in silence for a little longer. Shane listens to Ilya breathe and hopes that it’s not creepy. He wants to crawl inside Ilya. Maybe he wants Ilya to hide inside his chest, where Shane could protect him from everything awful in Russia. From family or worse.  
“You have game?” Ilya breaks the silence. “You should be preparing.” 
“Maybe,” Shane admits but he knows Ilya is right. He’s been on the phone for almost forty minutes.  Their bus to the arena is due to take them in maybe an hour and a half. For once he’s not thinking about it. 
“Go,” Ilya commands. “I’m okay. I promise. Me and Sveta have a few things to handle here.” 
Shane nods to himself even though Ilya can’t see it. He knew Svetlana had joined him. He tries not to let the envy creep into his chest, not when she clearly is there to support Ilya.  
She wasn’t who he called, a tiny voice in his head reminds him.  
Of course, why would he call her when they’re in the same city. Shane chooses to disregard that thought train.  
“You must take advantage of my absence for the scoring race, yes?”  
“I don’t care,” Shane admits. “We can pick it back up when you’re home.” 
“Yes,” Ilya agrees. “When I’m home.”





  
    Chapter End Notes

    I was writing the phone call scene and kept toggling between my 100% legally downloaded copy of Episode 5 and my word doc to get it pretty accurate. That's how I discovered that the Russian to English subs are NOT hardcoded into the show. Got to listen to that phone call through the ears of Shane which admittedly was kind of a cool experience from a Reheat perspective.

It does mean that the thing about Rachel's writing that bother's me the most became something I repeated. I love that the show gives way more insight as to what Ilya goes through. So much of the book is, "and then Ilya spoke Russian". It's why I really get the vibe that HR is Shane's book whereas TLG is Ilya's book, despite both being theirs.
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  Coach Theriault is a gruff man. He has a no-nonsense demand of his team that regularly involves pushing them all into extended workouts when things do not go according to plan. He originally began his coaching career at the collegiate level before working into the AHL and eventually NHL. He is a man who expects excellence and that attitude is the exact reason he was tapped to rebuild the Montreal Metros three years before Shane was drafted.  
His office is clinical with shelving that displays plaques and no other personal effects. He has a calendar maintained by facility staff of the team’s play schedule and a whiteboard with various notes written in dry erase hung on the wall. The entire room is painted in the dark blue shade of the Metros with a single white accent and red line running through the length of the cinder-block cage.  
Shane hates it in there.  
Maybe it would be better if he was ever brought in for anything other than disciplinary measures, but that’s all Theriault seems to use the office for when it involves players. He prefers to meet with Shane and his A’s down on the ice with one of the play whiteboards shaped like the rink.  
“Hollander,” Theriault wastes no time on pleasantries. He gestures to the stiff leather seats that sit in front of his desk. Shane complies and waits quietly for his coach to begin. “I’m hearing things. I don’t like it. What’s happening in that locker room?” 
“I’m not sure what you mean, Sir,” Shane says. It’s true, he isn’t sure if Theriault means what Shane thinks, but if Shane has learned anything from being Yuna Hollander’s son, then it’s not to show your hand too early.  
“Twitter,” Theriault says. “I don’t give a fuck about it but there’s rumors and the rumors are loud. And that noise is in the room and I don’t want your personal life clogging things up.” 
“Sir?” 
“Hollander,” Theriault leans forward and clasps his hands on the desk that separates him from Shane. He wears a Breitling watch, Shane registers in the back of his mind. “I have guys complaining about shit I frankly don’t care about. Tweets from random people you’ve supposedly spent time with. But the locker room is making it a problem, so now it’s my problem, which means I need you to fix your problem. I don’t want to hear about it. I don’t want the guys to think about it. But if I hear about you... engaging in anything you shouldn’t with the team then this conversation will be different.” 
Shane swallows but tries not to fidget further. “Engaging in things I shouldn’t?” 
Theriault glances at his monitor. “Inappropriate behaviors for a workplace environment that could make coworkers feel uncomfortable.” 
He turns back Shane and raises an eyebrow. “Clear things up?” 
“Sir,” Shane starts to say but Theriault cuts him off.
“Fix the locker room. Set the tone. Win the Cup. Understood?” 
Shane swallows back the anger that threatens to choke him or worse, bubble out and have him say something that would put him on waivers. His coach is staring at him without blinking and the tension in the room is settling down Shane's spine in a way that makes him anxious.
“Understood.” 
“Now get the fuck out.” 
Shane moves as fast as he can without telegraphing his nerves too much. 
He throws up in the janitor closet mop sink and diligently washes it all down with the sink hose.  
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Groupchat/To: Lily

Landed
You’re home?
Almost. Car home. Someone dinged my door.
In long term parking??
Yes very rude.
Which car
The orange one?
Yes.
I am very upset.
I’m sorry
It was you??
Hollander!
Who buys an orange car
It is very beautiful
Do not speak of my child this way
You’re so dramatic
Wait are you texting and driving??
Yes I only text and drive with you
You are very cute angry
 
This is serious
Pay attention to the road
Sorry cannot
Beautiful man w freckles keeps texting me
He is insatiable
ILYA
Relax hollander I am not texting and driving
Have not left lot yet
Wanted to tell you i am safe
Oh
Okay thank you
Yes yes
I must drive now
Text me when you get home?
Yes.
Send photos of you in glasses please
Who’s actually insatiable?
Still you.
Is okay.
I am very sexy.
Drive
😘

 

It could work, Shane thinks as he looks around his apartment, if he invites Ilya here. He could have Ilya over, show him around his actual apartment, invite Ilya into his real bed.  
It could be something real. 
His anxiety nearly talks him out of it. 
Things have been different with Ilya in a very good, very big feeling way. They text more, joke more, open up to one another more... Shane loves it. He wants more. Not knowing if Ilya really wants more stops him dead in his tracks each time.  
“Fuck it,” Shane mumbles to himself and unlocks his phone. He’s navigated to Rose’s contact before he can talk himself out of yet another thing and listens to the ringing. 
“Shane!” she greets him cheerfully. “You caught me at the perfect time. We’re getting rained out and they do NOT want me looking like a drowned blue smurf.” 
“Sounds fun,” he laughs. “I’m glad I caught you, then.” 
“Agreed,” she says. “What’s up?” 
“I just can’t call my ex-girlfriend randomly mid-day?” 
“Definitely not when you phrase it that way, Mister.” 
Shane fake scoffs but immediately relents. Rose is far too easy to talk to. In another, heterosexual, life maybe they would have been perfect for one another. 
“I want your opinion,” he says. “I want to invite Ilya over.” 
“Uh, obviously yes.” 
“No, he’s never been to my apartment.” 
Rose pauses. “Haven’t you both been fucking for like... years?” 
“Don’t say it like that,” Shane grumbles.  
“Am I wrong?” 
“No, but that’s not the point,” he rolls his eyes. “It’s just embarrassing. I don’t know. But yes, he’s just never been over. It feels big.” 
“What do you guys normally do then?” she asks. “Just meet up in his hotel?” 
“No, I have a property we normally go to, I guess,” he explains. “It’s on the other side of town by the river. I bought it a few years ago.” 
“You bought a building.” 
“It’s not weird. Real estate is a fantastic way to diversify your portfolio. It has a business on the first floor and everything.” 
“Did you maybe buy this place so you could fuck your rival without people seeing?” 
“No.” 
Rose waits him out. The both sit in silence on the line until Shane finally huffs out in annoyance. 
“Fine, yes. But it felt serious to bring him to my place!” 
She cackles. Without a shred of mercy, too.  
“Rose!” 
“Shane!” she mimics. “You really bought a sex condo.” 
“Fuck, don’t call it that!” Shane rubs at his face in embarrassment. It’s hot to the touch and he knows he must be blushing. “That’s what Ilya calls it, too.” 
“That’s hilarious.” 
“Shut up,” he whines. “You two are never meeting.” 
“I’ll be at your wedding.” 
“We’re not getting married.” 
“Sure.” 
“Fuck off,” he mumbles. “What do I do?” 
“Invite him over, obviously,” she says. He can hear her taking a sip of some drink, the ice rattling in whatever shitty plastic cup it’s in. “Say ‘Ilya, love of my life and hotness of my body--” 
“I’m not saying that.” 
“Please come over to my not sex condo and fuck me into the mattress.” 
“I might say that.” 
She laughs again and he’s helpless to join. “See? It’ll work.” 
“Whatever. You make it sound easy.” 
“Because it is easy,” she promises. “He’ll want to come over, I promise. You have a nice bed too! And your shower. He should know the amenities dating Shane Hollander provides.” 
“We’re not going to date,” Shane rolls his eyes.  
“Um, Shane, you’re so totally trying to date him right now.” 
Shane tugs at his hoodie string and pulls at the fray over the aglet. “We can’t. It’s too dangerous for him.” 
“Oh,” she says. Her voice has gone from giggly to sober too fast. “Is it because of him being Russian?” 
“Yeah,” Shane nods. “The law is vague, from what I can tell. No promoting non-traditional family values.” 
“What would happen to him?” 
“I don’t know. I don’t think he knows. But he’s more scared than he’s letting on, I think.” 
“That’s awful.” 
“He has family there. I can’t take that from him.” 
“You could offer him a choice,” she says. “Let him choose you.” 
“He might resent me.” 
“He might not.” 
Shane sighs. His social battery is already depleted. Faster than he expected too. Normally, talking with Rose is like talking with Ilya, at least in the sense that he can do so for hours. The conversation has grown tough and he’s once again reminded of how much he and Ilya will have to fight for to become... anything.  
“Invite him over,” she says firmly. “Offer him that future through actions. He won’t be able to resist you. I couldn’t!” 
“You broke up with me for being gay.” 
“I broke up with you so that you could be happy and fulfilled with a partner you were attracted to!” 
“Kinda homophobic,” Shane teases and her responding gasp of outrage is well worth the chirp.  
“Shane Hollander! You did not call me, biggest ally to gay boyfriends everywhere, homophobic.” 
“I don’t know,” he sings. 
“Shut up, don’t you have a man to invite to your non-sex condo.” 
“Ugh! Don’t call it that,” Shane groans.  
“I can’t wait to meet him.” 
That was definitely not a good idea. 
“No way.” 
“We could terrorize you together!” 
“No. Way.” 
“Boo! Go call your man!” 
“He’s not my man.” 
“Wait, wait, Shane!” 
“What?”  
“I meant to ask you something,” she says seriously. “I need to know.” 
“What?” 
“I forgot the name of the river.” 
Shane scrunches his brow. “The St. Lawrence?” 
“No, not here,” she says. “The one in egypt.” 
“The Nile?” 
“You mean, DUH NILE?” 
“You’re not funny.” 
“I’m hilarious,” she tells him. 
Despite his protests, he’s smiling when the she hangs up on him and he’s left with the beeping noise of the call ending.  
 
 
The morning of the Metros’ home game against the Raiders is cold. The St. Lawrence River is still mostly frozen but has begun to thin and break up under the current and fluctuating temperatures they’ve had of late. It’ll likely be several more months before anyone in Montreal can comfortably set foot outside without a jacket, but at least they’ve had multiple days that hit well above freezing.  
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Groupchat/To: Lily

Person B:



Land yet?
Person B:



Yes
Person B:



Fucking Marly drooled on me on the plane
Person B:



Like a fucking dog
Person B:



Gross
Person B:



Shower plz
Person B:



Afraid of marley cooties?
Person B:



Who tf taught you the word for cooties?
Person B:



Connors
Person B:



I’ll check him into the boards later.
Person B:



Which reminds me
Person B:



Good luck.
Person B:



You're gonna need it
Person B:



Canoodling with the enemy?
Person B:



Canoodling??
Person B:



Is word
Person B:



Connors teach you that one too???
Person B:



Ah, no
Person B:



Learned that from st simon
Person B:



That’s not even the phrase
Person B:



It’s ‘Consorting with the enemy’.
Person B:



No, you are wrong
Person B:



Is sleeping with the enemy.
Person B:



Very good post game ritual.
Person B:



Fuck off
😈
Person B:



Later Enemy

 

The locker room ahead of the match is the same tenor it’s been since they resumed the season post All-Stars. Frankly, Shane is getting pretty tired of it.  
He finds the roll of Pride tape tucked inside his right glove this time which meant he almost didn’t even find it until he hit the ice itself.  
“Bro,” Hayden hisses when Shane tips the glove over into his hand and the flashy metallic stick tape rolls out into his palm. “What the fuck is that doing there?” 
Shane doesn’t meet Hayden’s eyes as he tosses the tape into his bag. “Nothing. Don’t worry about it.” 
“How the fuck did that get there?” Hayden looks around the locker room quickly before scanning Shane’s stall again. “Did someone leave that for you?” 
“It’s fine, Hayd,” Shane says. “Just leave it.” 
“What, no--” 
“Hayden,” he tries a bit firmer, this time looking up to his friend. Hayden looks upset, but likely not at Shane. “It’s a joke.” 
“Are you laughing?” Hayden raises his eyebrows and looks at Shane with a hard expression.  
“Was the joke funny?” Rose had asked him on the phone a month ago.  
“We have a game to play,” Shane says and stands. His eye catches the group across the locker room huddled together casually. Comeau, Drapeau, Gagnon, Heisen, and a few other of the veteran guys are wall sharing a small smirk and occasionally glancing towards him.  
He could’ve been the topic of conversation, or he could’ve been in their eyeline.  
Shane chooses not to think about it.  
It’s time to head out to the tunnel for warmups anyways.  
 
The fresh ice brings a clarity to Shane’s head every time. Something smooth under his skates that has only been marred by refs and other officials up to this point. Miitty immediately sets off for his crease, ready to break it in as their main goalie. Most of the guys do a few laps, Hayden, Shane, and JJ included before settling into their own stretch routine. Shane gets into his preferred butterfly stretches and looks across the ice to the away team.  
Ilya is laughing with Marlow and St Simon. He isn’t looking at Shane, but him being further across the ice means Shane can look at him and have it look like he’s probably just gazing into middle distance.  
Eventually, Ilya breaks off from his group to do a casual lap and settle near the red line into a lunge. The positioning looks nearly unintentional, but Shane smiles at their routine of stealing a few words with one another ahead of each game. He stands, skating over with his stick to stand on his own side of the line across from Ilya.  
“We still on for tonight?” he asks with a flat expression in case the cameras for pre-game coverage are on them. He knows the answer and Ilya looks up at him from his lunge. “1919. That’s the code. For the front door. I’ll text it to you.” 
“Front door?” Ilya raises his brow. “Brave.” 
“Fuck you,” Shane throws back.  
“Later,” Ilya says.  
Shane rolls his eyes and pushes off on his skates to join Hayden at the boards. His friend side eyes Ilya at the line and looks between both him and Shane.  
“What was that about?” Hayden asks with his normal air of suspicion around any Raider.  
Shane shrugs and snatches the water bottle resting on the bench wall up before squirting some into his mouth. “Just offering my condolences.” 
Hayden, to his credit, looks caught off guard and mildly chastised. “Fuck, maybe I should have done that.” 
Shane bites back a smile at the thought of how Ilya would’ve reacted to Hayden saying something sincere to him. 
“What’d he say?” 
“Told me to fuck off,” Shane lies.  
Hayden scoffs. “Jesus, what a dick.” 
Before Shane can stop himself, he says, “He’s not that bad. It’s mostly an act.” 
Hayden narrows his eyes at the comment. “Sure is a good one.” 
“Yeah,” Shane says casually. “Let’s make sure we win this one.” 
“We will,” Hayden nods.  
The opening puck drop is being set up at center ice now. Tonight features several WWII veterans dropping the puck for Shane and Ilya to pose with, quickly followed by the Canadian and American National Anthems respectively.  
And then it’s game on.  
Shane and Ilya get first face off and Shane can’t hold back the grin as Ilya squats down into his view. Their sticks tap against one another, each fighting a game with no score while they can before the Ref slides into position for drop.  
And then Shane is knocking it out to Hayden with a sharp back hand who immediately takes off towards the offensive zone. The Raiders are sharp today, not missing a beat with their Captain back, and are making a headache for the Metros on the ice.  
Shane gets control of the Puck again, sliding around the St. Simon before Ilya slides up on his blind spot and intercepts a pass back to Hayden.  
Back and forth, they fight for control with no shots on either goal the first 7 minutes of the game.  
Then, Shane gets passed the puck and has a clear run up the ice. The Raiders had clogged themselves up in the Metros’ defensive zone and now only the two Raider D-men sat in his path. He feels more than sees Ilya on his tail, but it still is electric and reminds him so much of the energy they had at All-Stars.  
He makes his mistake. Shane knows the ice in front of him is clear, so he looks over his left shoulder with a wicked grin to catch Ilya’s eyes and sees a matching expression staring back at him. They’re perfect. They’re so evenly matched and this game is so fun when he’s on the ice with Ilya in any 
Marlow hits him from his side. Shane never sees it coming, and his head bounces off the ice. He falls unconscious mid-slide.  
He’s being shifted, helmet slid off and a pen light shining in his eyes.  
“Is he okay?!” Ilya shouts from somewhere off to the side. “Fucking tell me!” 
“Go to your bench, Rozanov,” someone from Shane’s opposite side directs. He’s weightless. No, he’s being lifted, which means he’s on a board.  
His parents are watching this game. They’re gonna be so scared. 
He tries to open his eyes and find Ilya, but the arena is so bright. Everything hurts his eyes. His whole body feels on fire but he’s still cold.  
“I’m okay,” Shane tries to say. Maybe Ilya will hear him. Maybe his parents will hear him. No. They’re in Ottawa. That’s right. He tries again, “My parents?” 
“Your coach is calling them,” someone says from above his head.  
“Okay,” Shane mumbles. He’s so tired. At least his parents know he’s okay. Ilya doesn’t know, though. “Tell him I’m fine. I’m okay.” 
“Tell who?” 
“He’s gonna worry.” 
“Coach is calling your Dad,” the person says again, which is stupid because his mom is the first person they will call. And she’s always watching with his dad.  
“No, not him, Ilya” he says angrily. Why don’t they understand him?  
“Who?” the person repeats again. Like an owl.  
Shane is so tired. 
“Hey, Shane?” they’re talking again but Shane is so tired. “You really need to keep your eyes open, okay?” 
That sounds like a terrible idea. He can’t even open his eyes. 
Closed eyes are good for sleeping. He’s so tired.
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  Ilya thought he knew what fear felt like. He thought he knew the way fear could race a heart or freeze the blood in your veins. Scary movies, getting startled when you weren’t expecting it, the sound of a predator in the woods when you were all alone...
None of it came close to the sheer terror that Ilya feels when he sees Marly knock Shane onto the ice and not see Shane immediately get back up.
He doesn’t even know if Shane is still breathing.
And no one will tell him any fucking thing!
“Get your head in the game,” Coach LeClaire tells him the moment Ilya is hustled back onto the bench by a ref.
He must nod. He must do something.
Marly is bent over in half next to him with his head in his hands as they take Shane down the tunnel.
“Blyat,” Ilya hisses and looks up at the jumbotron. The fans are clapping for Shane as he’s wheeled briskly down the corridor and out of sight of cameras. He turns his gaze to the Metro bench and sees Pike arguing with several of the defensive line guys and it gets heated enough for Pike to shove one of them back a few inches. Boiziau, Shane’s other friend, pulls Pike back.
Ilya does not like the way the defensive line guys grin at Pike. He’s seen that look in his brother’s eyes when his brother thinks he knows something.
Pike shakes off Boiziau, speaks to the Metros coach, and then moves to head back down the tunnel. He turns just before he’s out of sight and catches Ilya watching but doesn’t slow his gait.
“Fuck, Roz,” Marly moans next to him, sitting up finally and tipping his head back at the rafters. “I didn’t mean to fucking hit him that hard.”
Ilya grinds his back molars. He doesn’t trust himself to not snap on his friend right now. It was a clean hit. Ilya knows this. But Marlow really just knocked the love of Ilya’s life out cold on the ice and made Ilya watch helplessly from the sidelines.
Fuck. What if Ilya never gets to tell Shane he loves him in a language Shane actually understands?
“Not like I love you,” Ilya had told him over the phone in a graffiti drawn tunnel in Moscow. He had said it in Russian, knowing as he said the words that he was a coward for not saying them in English.
Shane had just sat on the phone and let Ilya vent and bare his whole fucking heart out like the nice, boring, Canadian he was and then asked if Ilya felt better.
He did not feel fucking better now, that was for sure.
The ref that skated Ilya to the bench was now skating out to center ice and the crowd dulled to a hum.
“The play has been reviewed and determined to be a clean hit,” the Ref announced. “No penalty will be awarded.”
Every blue jersey in the crowd lit up with the loudest boos Ilya has heard in a long time. Raiders getting booed on Away ice is not unusual, but this was an extreme level of anger being spit at them.
Ilya pat Marlow’s back in comfort. The man looked green and the boos were making it worse.
“He’ll be okay,” Ilya promises. He’s not sure if he’s telling Marly or himself.
 
First intermission can’t come fast enough. The moment the period ends, Ilya is headed straight off the ice and out of view of cameras. Looks like the Metros got tapped for press this round, probably to give an update on Shane or say some words of support or whatever other bullshit management is pushing. He doesn’t give a fuck, that’s for sure. Likely means he or Marly is going to get tapped for the next intermission, but that’s a future Ilya problem.
Right now, he’s got a little over fifteen minutes to try and figure out where the fuck they took Shane. He doesn’t know a single thing about Montreal except too many people only speak French and the sex condo real estate business has ground.
Marlow grabs a bench and a Gatorade before settling himself into staring off at the corner. Ilya doesn’t have the brain capacity to bring his friend back, right now, and he knows he’ll have to do more for him post game.
He snatches his phone out of his cubby lightning fast, barely managing to prop his stick in a way that it won’t fall. He almost ignores the notification wall on the lockscreen except the word Montreal stands out from a text preview.
[image: image description (optional) width=]

Groupchat/To: Unknown Number

 
Person A:



Montreal General
Person A:



No update
Person A:



Took him for X-RAY and CAT Scan
Person A:



Don’t know what that means
Person A:



Fuck sorry this is Hayden Pike

 

How the fuck did Hayden fucking Pike get his phone number? There's an English phrase about the mouths of horses that Shane tried to explain over text a few weeks ago. It was stupid and required a whole history lesson on horse sales and Ilya still doesn’t understand it. He thinks of it now though as he saves the contact and reopens the message conversation.
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Groupchat/To: 15th Best Metro

 
Person A:



Thanks
Person A:



First Intermission
Person A:



You keep me updated?

 

Management is giving a two minute warning to the team when Pike responds back.
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Groupchat/To: 15th Best Metro

 
Person A:



Of course.
Person A:



Hollanders are driving in. Might know more in an hour.
Person A:



Hope you lose.

 

Ilya snorts at the message tosses his phone back into the locker cubby. He’s pushing off on the ice as the lights come back up to full brightness when he realizes the message means Pike most definitely knows he was playing this game.
Second intermission has the Raiders winning 2-1. The Metros are hurting without their C and one of their AC’s, but they’re a talented team and able to hold their own under pressure.
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Groupchat/To: 15th Best Metro

 
Person A:



No update
Person A:



Yuna and David are here
Person A:



Shane is still waiting on CAT Scan and has gotten his XRAY

 

Third period ends with no team scoring again, which means the Raider’s win in regulation and Ilya is finally off the ice almost two hours after Shane got injured. He has to shower, pack his bag, get back to the hotel, drop his stuff, and then make his way to the hospital.
 
Except, can he even go? Has it been publicized where Shane was taken? Is there press?


MTL Metros NHL 

@MTL_MetrosNHL


BREAKING: CAPTAIN SHANE HOLLANDER INJURED IN LEGAL PLAY. TAKEN OFF ICE BY OFFICIALS. NO UPDATE TO HIS CONDITION AT THIS TIME.

7:10 PM · April 17th, 2017


543 Retweets    204 Quote Tweets    9K Likes


 


Puck It! Daily 

@PuckItDaily


Metros Captain @ShaneHollander24 taken off ice on stretcher. No update as to his condition from officials.

7:15 PM · April 17th, 2017


242 Retweets    187 Quote Tweets    1.3K Likes


 


NHL Source 

@NHLSource


Sources confirm @ShaneHollander24 has been transported by emergency vehicle to hospital. Condition unknown.

7:23 PM · April 17th, 2017


968 Retweets    574 Quote Tweets    2.1K Likes


Ilya scans and scans but finds no official mention of Montreal General which means he might be able to beat out press... and then say what?  
He tips his head back on the bus seat on the way to the hotel and works through his options. Marly is sitting next to him. It’s what they always do. He almost misses the days when they roomed together for Away games, but he’s requested singles ever since he took Captaincy. The space was nice, but being able to sneak out to see Shane was nicer.  
“Do you think they’d let me see him in the hospital before we fly out tomorrow?” Marly asks. Ilya shrugs. “I feel fucking terrible.” 
“I know you do,” Ilya says and pats Marly on the knee. “Hollander will know it was an accident.” 
“Fuck, I hope so,” Marly says quickly. “He’s a good fucking dude, ya know? And all those rumors around him a few months ago already were fucked up. Shit. Twitter probably thinks I’m an asshole.” 
Ilya snorts. “All of Montreal thinks that anyways.” 
It draws a laugh out of Marlow. “I guess you’re right about that.” 
“Hollander will not think you are homophobic,” Ilya says quietly and Marly looks over at him. “He knows you are good dude.” 
Marlow swallows heavily and looks down at his hands. “I hope so. I don’t care about any of that shit, Roz. Whether the rumors are true or not.” 
“That is good to know,” Ilya hums and pats his friend on the shoulder again.  
“Good, good,” Marlow nods to himself. They’re quiet the rest of the ride to the hotel, nodding only once to one another as they split to go down different hallways to their respective rooms.  
Ilya spares only enough time to shower quickly, throw on the most casual and non-descript clothing he has (Addidas joggers and a navy hoodie that is definitely one of Shane’s), and tuck his curls up into a ball cap before he’s back in the lobby and out the front doors. He plays the ‘no English/French’ card in the rideshare and uses the time to keep scanning the internet for updates. 
Traffic is not in his favor, but he’s not slowed down too considerably, and Ilya makes it to the hospital 45 minutes ahead of visiting hours ending. 
[image: image description (optional) width=]

Groupchat/To: 15th Best Metro

 
Person A:



What floor?
Person A:



What do you mean?
Person A:



Where did they take Shane?
Person A:



I am at hospital
Person A:



Are you fucking serious??
Person A:



You can’t be here
Person A:



No shit
Person A:



Tell me where to go so I don’t look like a fucking idiot tourist in lobby
Person A:



Fuck you man
Person A:



4th floor
Person A:



Room 423

 

Ilya closes out of the message app and ducks into the stairwell. He hopes jogging up the stairs will burn the restless energy, but all it does is make his skate exhausted thighs ache more. The hallway is dim, likely prep for shift turnover or however the fuck hospitals handle staffing. He turns the final corner to Shane’s room and sees Pike standing guard out front.  
The moment Pike spots Ilya, he tips his head back to the ceiling and curses.  
“Fuck, I was really hoping it wasn’t going to be you.” 
“Yes, yes, I am annoying fucking Russian and you are Metro 15th best player,” Ilya chirps. “Can we move the fuck on? I don’t want to get spotted out here in the hall.” 
“Yeah, nice fucking disguise,” Pike rolls his eyes but opens the door to Shane’s room and all but pushes Ilya inside. 
Shane is laid out unconscious in the bed in the center of the room. Whether he hasn’t woken up or is just sleeping, Ilya can’t begin to guess. He looks small, though, so unlike the strong man that Ilya knows and loves. Shane can throw him around and can best Ilya if they’re playing around wrestling, even if most of the time Shane lets himself lose to lean into the game further.  
The room is dark with the overhead lighting turned off. There is a wall light over the back of Shane’s bed to illuminate the various outlets and hookups that are available and it’s all you can use to see by in the room, now. Plenty to walk and see one another in, but still dark enough to sleep. 
“Oh,” a feminine voice says and it startles Ilya. He flinches and looks over to see both of Shane’s parents staring at him with surprised expressions. 
“Ah, yes,” Ilya says sheepishly. “Hi.” 
“Hi,” Shane’s father says. David Hollander, Ilya knows. Shane’s parents are always at functions with him, though Ilya’s only really interacted with Yuna.  
Pike shoulder checks Ilya and flops down in one of the chairs next to Shane’s bed. The only other chair in the room is next to Shane’s parents and currently has a bag of what looks like Shane’s belongings and Yuna’s purse on it. A few takeout containers sit off to the side on Shane’s bedside table.  
“How is he?” Ilya asks the Hollanders. “Is he going to be okay?” 
Yuna blinks at him a few times before snapping her gaze over to Shane. “Um, yes. His X-Ray shows a broken collar bone. That’s what the sling is for. CAT Scan has no internal bleeding. They have him on something for the pain and something to help him sleep.” 
Ilya swallows heavily. He wants to cry. He does not want to cry in front of any of these people, especially when Shane isn’t even awake to help comfort him.  
He sniffs heavily and says, “Good... that is good.” 
“Yes,” Yuna agrees. Everyone sits in silence for a long minute before Yuna suddenly jumps and clears the seat next to her. “You must be tired from the game.” 
Ilya nods and takes the seat next to her. It’s awkward. He does not know what to say in either language. Maybe they do not know what to say either. He looks across Shane’s bed to see Pike texting someone and stoutly ignoring Ilya.  
“So, Rozanov,” David breaks the silence.  
“Ah, Ilya is fine.” 
“Ilya,” David corrects and Ilya smiles at the way David is careful with the pronunciation. “Congrats on your game.” 
Ilya furrows his brow and looks between Shane’s parents. Yuna definitely does not look to be sharing the sentiment of her husband.  
“Thank you,” Ilya says quietly, though it sounds like a question. “Is not the same without Shane on the ice. Too easy.” 
“I wasn’t there either,” Pike mumbles petulantly like a child. 
“I said what I said.” 
David chuckles and Ilya smiles just slightly. The man seems nice and it makes sense he raised someone like Shane.  
“I have to get back home,” Pike says apologetically. 
“Of course, honey,” Yuna says and stands to give Pike a hug. “Thank you for being here for him.” 
“Yeah, totally,” Pike says. It’s clear he and Yuna are on good terms even outside of a setting like this. Ilya pretends he isn’t jealous of that familiarity. 
David stands too and also hugs Pike, which surprises Ilya a bit. His own father would never hug anyone, ever, under any circumstances. And now his father is dead.  
Pike spares a look to Ilya. “We’ll talk?” 
“If we have to,” Ilya shrugs. Being an asshole to Pike comes easily and feels safe. “Thank you for texting.” 
“Yeah,” Pike shrugs back. “You owe me $100.” 
Ilya frowns. “We have not bet anything?” 
“Yeah, well me and Jackie, my wife, did, and she fucking won,” Pike says annoyed. “She figured out it was you. My money was on St Simon.” 
“Vic?” Ilya asks disgusted. “Please, Shane has standards.” 
“Barely,” Pike snorts and Ilya grins.  
“I venmo you?” 
“I’m Canadian.” 
“Ah, this is news to me.” 
“Fuck off,” Pike rolls his eyes. “We don’t have Venmo.” 
“That is bad,” Ilya nods solemnly. “It is only form of payment they give Russians on visas. You will stay broke.” 
Pike scoffs and turns to Shane’s parents. “Night, let me know if anything happens?” 
“Of course,” Yuna promises. Pike slips out without looking at Ilya again. 
David returns to his seat, but to Ilya’s surprise, Yuna takes Pike’s across the bed.  
The inquisition. Ilya is now on trial. 
The silence lingers amongst the three of them and Ilya looks at the heart monitor to the side of Shane’s bed. The quiet beep beep beep that shows everything good in Ilya’s life is still here.  
“Ilya,” Yuna says finally. She says his name with care too, like her husband. Ilya looks over at her and sees her resting her hand on Shane’s bed. She’s on Shane’s bad side, the side in the sling, so she has no hand to grab, but she rests herself near his thigh anyways.  
“Mrs. Hollander,” Ilya says carefully. “I am sorry we are meeting like this. It is not what Shane would want, I think.” 
“No,” Yuna concedes. “But I think he would not have wanted us to meet until he had planned out everything about the encounter first.” 
“We would not meet for many years, then,” Ilya smiles. “He thinks too much.” 
David chuckles and leans forward onto his knees to better see both Ilya and Yuna at the same time. “That he does. He always has.” 
Yuna reaches up and brushes a hair off Shane’ forehead. It immediately falls back.  
“When we found out Shane was seeing a player,” she says, “I’m not sure we ever could have guessed it was you. You guys hate each other.” 
Ilya winces. “That is press. Not us. We never hate. Well, he maybe hated me at draft.” 
“I think so too,” she agrees.  
“So,” David begins and Ilya turns to look at Shane’s father. “You two are dating?” 
Ilya shakes his head. “Too dangerous. I...my family, in Russia. I must go home.” 
“Yes, the laws there are not kind,” David nods.  
“No, they are not.” 
“You have to go back?” Yuna asks with a sympathetic expression. “You were just there.” 
“My niece is still there,” he explains. “I do not wish to speak with my brother, but there are things I must do for her. A trust. Transfer of property. That sort of thing.” 
“And you cannot be out and go home,” David finishes his thought. Ilya nods.  
“It would not be safe,” he continues. “And here? It is maybe safe, but Shane wishes to play for many years. We do not know that he can do that if he is out. Or we are out together.” 
Yuna presses her lips together in thought. Shane looks the same way when he is biting back words. Ilya has learned to wait Shane out and his mama is the same way. 
“Has he talked to you at all about his team?” she asks, finally. “Said anything?” 
Ilya is confused. “What do you mean, like insider information? Shane would never do that.” 
“No, no,” she corrects. “How they are treating him?” 
“They are bad,” he surmises and Yuna shrugs. 
“He won’t tell us. But Hayden hinted at something he saw. I don’t think he knows either.” 
Ilya’s jaw flexes in anger and he works to relax it. Shane would give everyone half-truths.  
“All he says is, ‘I have it handled’,” Ilya tells them. “I do not push. He gets upset. Closes off. I cannot get past the wall he puts up. I let it go. I maybe should push harder.” 
He’s startled by David reaching over and patting his knee, just like Ilya had done to Marly on the bus.  
“It’s okay, we aren’t blaming you,” Shane’s father promises.  
It’s a weird thing to hear from a father. Ilya nods dumbly.  
“Maybe he told Rose,” Yuna says thoughtfully. Ilya grimaces at the name but doesn’t dispute it. He knows Shane and her are friends.  
He crosses his arms and slouches in his chair a little to hide the way his hands clench. He accidentally meets David’s eyes and realizes his little bit of jealousy has not gone unnoticed and is actually a source of amusement.  
A nurse opens the door to the room and Ilya quickly ducks his head down so the brim of his hat covers his face.  
“Just wanted to let you know that Visiting hours close in ten minutes,” she says kindly. “Immediate family can stay, but no more than two.” 
“Thank you,” Yuna says warmly and the door shuts again. Ilya looks back up and rests his eyes on Shane in the bed.  
David stands and stretches with a groan. “Well, I’m gonna head back to the hotel.” 
“What,” Yuna asks with a confused look on her face. 
“They said only two,” David explains like it’s obvious. “Just tell them Ilya is our other son. No one is going to pull DNA.” 
“I can leave,” Ilya says even while every bone in his body screams at him to shut up. “You are his parents.” 
“No, no,” David says and rubs Ilya’s shoulder. “You both stay. I’m too old for these chairs anyways.” 
“David.” 
“It’s fine, honey,” he waves Yuna off. “I know you won’t sleep if you go home and Ilya here probably can’t stay past tomorrow, anyways. The doctor said Shane might get released tomorrow and then he’s back in Ottawa with us.” 
Ilya had known Shane would be out for the season, but hearing it said aloud makes him sad. Shane would not be getting a cup again this year, and the Metros are not strong enough without him on first line to see it through all of Playoffs. 
“You’re sure?” Yuna confirms one more time. She accepts David’s kiss when he leans down into her space.  
“Very,” David says. He turns back to Ilya. “Mind if I get your phone number, son? I got some great photos of Shane when he was in U9.” 
Ilya feels the grin on his face slowly stretch to its widest points. This is the best possible outcome of him meeting Shane’s parents.  
“Yes, please,” he says quickly before David can change his mind. He gives his number out and a moment later his phone chirps with a message from David. Ilya saves the number immediately.  
“Night, kiddo,” David says quietly to an unconscious Shane and presses a kiss to Shane’s temple. Shane is out so deeply he doesn’t react at all.  
It scares Ilya. Shane smiles in his sleep when he’s kissed on the temple. Ilya purposefully kissed him there all through All-Stars just to see that automatic smile.  
“Night, you two,” he says to Ilya and Yuna. “I’ll be by first thing in the morning with some breakfast for us all.” 
“Thanks, honey,” Yuna says and watches her husband leave. 
And then it was just the two of them and an unconscious Shane.  
Yuna says nothing and spends her time tapping away on her phone. Ilya swaps to David’s vacated chair to be closer to Shane’s bedside and reaches out to hold Shane’s hand. It’s risky. There’s a window on the door to Shane’s room. Shane’s mother is also right there watching him.  
But if Ilya doesn’t touch Shane in this moment, he feels like he might die.  
His thumb strokes carefully down the back of Shane’s hand. His fingers are cold, which given the hospital setting, Ilya isn’t overly surprised by. The light behind Shane’s bed isn’t very bright, just enough to keep things visible for the nursing staff.  
He can see the purplish bruising that is blooming under Shane’s beautiful freckles. It makes them standout just a bit more. He reaches with his other hand to thumb at Shane’s cheekbone. When he’s quiet and holding Shane after sex, sometimes Ilya imagines that Shane’s freckles are like braille and if Ilya learned to read them then he can know all the quiet thoughts that Shane won’t tell him out loud.  
He draws his hand back from Shane’s freckles and instead draws Shane’s hand up just high enough that he can easily lean down and press a kiss to it.  
Ilya looks up to see Yuna staring at him. 
“Sorry,” he apologizes quickly. “You maybe do not want to see that.” 
Yuna blinks and then seems to snap herself back to the present. “No, no, I don’t mind. I’m just... surprised, I guess. You’re very tender with him.” 
“He is...” Ilya trails off and looks back at Shane’s face. How do you tell the mother of the love of your life just how deep your feelings lie without saying something you have not even expressed to him. “He is my everything.” 
“Oh,” she says quietly.  
“Yes,” Ilya nods.  
“How... How long?” 
Ilya looks up and meets her eyes. They’re Shane’s eyes, he sees. Not just the slant of the heritage she passed onto him, but the warm chocolate color that he has fallen for.  
If she were to cry, would they look like Shane’s eyes?  
Does she hate to cry too, the way Shane does? Denying that he is upset and not letting tears fall? 
“How long he is my everything? Or how long he and I have been seeing one another?” 
Yuna smiles softly. “Maybe just share what you’d like? I’d like to know.” 
Ilya hums thoughtfully. “He is so private. I do not know what he would consider too much. I see his freckles in a parking lot and wanted more. But it is many more years before I understand that feeling I felt then. I was not ready to be swept off my feet by stubborn Canadian boy.” 
“I imagine not,” Yuna says. She is grinning in the way that tells Ilya she is fighting a bigger smile. It is another feature of Shane’s he sees.  
“I was foolish teenager with much hurt chasing me from Russia,” Ilya admits. “We were like magnets, though, even when we tried to push each other away.” 
“Were you serious before he dated Rose?” 
Ilya doesn’t stop the annoyed expression that crosses his face when Rose comes up. “I was trying. Badly. I do not know that I knew exactly what I wanted. Just that fighting to keep Shane away was no longer an option. He got scared. And then dated Rose.” 
“Shane has never been great with his feelings,” Yuna sighs. “David and I worked so hard to help him through them. His teachers at school always told us during parent teacher conferences that he struggled to make friends. Sometimes he would just sit at recess with his hands over his ears ignoring everyone. He hates crowds. It’s a wonder he can play in such large arenas with how loud everything gets. You’d never expect him to get there if you had seen him at 7, or 10, or even 13.” 
“He does not like loud or bright things,” Ilya agrees. “He does not even listen to music on his own unless someone picks the playlist for him.” 
“Yes,” she says. “We were worried he’d never date. We kept asking him about girls during his teen years. And then he’d bring someone around for a few weeks, sit on the opposite side of the couch from them, and then break up and never cry.” 
Ilya snorts. “He was so awkward when we were young. So easy to tease.” 
Yuna smiles and reaches her hand up to brush Shane’s forehead again.  
“He talks so little to all of us,” she says sadly. “I could feel him pulling further and further away. We’d ask about a sponsorship and he’d answer, but then sometimes I’d say the wrong thing and he’d just leave the table.” 
“He likes to know how a conversation will go, I think,” Ilya says. “I think change scares him. If he doesn’t expect something to go a certain way, his panic starts. I have to be careful to not startle him like a baby deer.” 
“Yes, that’s exactly it.” 
Ilya’s phone chimes and he looks down at it, seeing a message from David. He opens it up and is greeted by a picture of Shane with wet, spiky hair and a crazed expression with his tongue sticking out. He can’t be more than 7 or 8 in the photo. Ilya laughs in delight and shows his phone to Yuna who smiles proudly.  
“He is very cute kid,” Ilya declares.  
“He was,” she agrees. “He’s always been so funny. I love how quiet his humor is. Even as a kid he was so unintentionally witty.” 
“Yes, is my favorite thing,” he agrees. “He is so terrible at chirping and then he says the most devastating joke one on one.” 
“Exactly,” Yuna smiles. She stands and pockets her phone. “I’m going to see if I can’t find a vending machine. Would you like a soda or a snack? Both?” 
“Coke, please,” Ilya requests. “Maybe some chips or a protein bar. I did not eat after the game, so whatever you think is best.” 
She frowns. “You didn’t eat?” 
“Was in hurry to get here,” he explains.  
“Maybe the cafeteria is open,” she thinks aloud. “You’ll watch over him?” 
“Yes, of course.” 
“Let me get your number,” she says and pulls her phone back out. “That way you can call me if something happens.” 
“Yes,” he agrees and rattles off his number again. This time, his phone immediately chirps with a message from Yuna to share her info with him. He adds it as she steps out the door.  
The room is so quiet with just him and Shane in it. The heart monitor is still steadily beeping next to him. He runs his hand up and down Shane’s forearm, just eager to touch him and feel him alive. 
The first shuddery sob comes on so fast Ilya is honestly shocked by its existence. The next and every subsequent one come just as rapidly though, and soon Ilya has his forehead resting on Shane’s hand and is crying into the rough hospital blankets.  
He’s not sure how long the sobs wrack through his body but he’s sore in a way that post hockey usually doesn’t leave him. His eyes are raw, his nose is rough from where he’s wiped it on Shane’s hoodie, and his ribs hurt like he’s run a mile while gasping for air. 
He doesn’t feel better at the end.  
 
The sound of the hospital room door opening, albeit quietly, startles Ilya up. Years of walking on tiptoes in his father’s home has never escaped him. He’s usually less jumpy, but it’s no wonder that age old defense mechanism has come roaring back in an unfamiliar environment like this.  
“Sorry,” a nurse says quietly. She glances over towards the wall and Ilya follows her gaze to see Yuna laid out on one of the hospital chairs. Apparently, the chair Ilya originally had claimed converted into a small bed. “I just need to check on our patient here.” 
Ilya nods and sits up, taking the moment to stretch. His whole back was a knot from sleeping bent over on Shane’s bed. Every year, the aches in his body lingered a little more with a little less leeway to bounce back from.  
“Your partner here is pretty lucky,” the nurse whispers quietly. Ilya looks at her badge: Natalie. “No brain bleeds, just a pretty gnarly concussion. When he goes home, you’ll have to keep an eye on him for the next two days given the kind of hit he took. I can make sure a doctor briefs you all before he goes home.” 
“Thank you,” Ilya says. He doesn’t correct her assumption that Shane would go home with him. It’s a nice fantasy, but only that. She checks Shane’s eyes with a small penlight and makes some notes on the computer in the corner for what Ilya assumes is Shane’s digital chart.  
“Did you have any questions for me before I head on to the next patient?” Natalie asks after she’s logged out of the computer. Ilya spots a tiny pride colored heart on her badge lanyard.  
He smiles up at her. “No, thank you. I appreciate you taking care of him.” 
“Of course,” she smiles back and slips out of the room.  
He glances over his shoulder and sees Yuna still completely passed out. Good. She has probably been a mess since the game. Shane’s bedside table catches his eye and he smiles at the absolute mound of junk food and two cans of Coke sitting out. The cokes both look like they’ve sweat until they hit room temperature. There’s a small puddle of water under each. He checks his phone and sees it’s almost 4AM. 
[image: image description (optional) width=]

Groupchat/To: Marly

Yesterday 09:45 PM
Where are you?
I knocked and you never answered.
Did you fall asleep?
Yesterday 10:13 PM
Bro I’m sorry again about Hollander.
I know you guys are cool with one another. I didn’t mean to hurt your friend.
Yesterday 10:53 PM
Actually
Nevermind
No really, can we talk one on one later? I think we could use a good talk.
Nothing scary. Maybe a little. I love you tho, man.
Today 12:01 AM
Hey just text me back?
Now
Person A:



Sorry was asleep. Hollander is okay.
Person A:



I’ll update you in the morning.

 

Ilya starts to scroll through other notifications on his screen. There are other messages from the team. Connors offered to go get dinner. St Simon wanted to hit a pub. LeClaire gave him the heads up the team was sending Shane flowers so he could respond to any press with the information. Svetlana sent a single “you okay?” but nothing else.  
He’d respond to her tomorrow, maybe. He would need to call her. After her little hint at his father’s funeral that she knew Jane was a code name, he had a feeling she’d be putting things together after today. She was scarily intuitive. Shane’s mother reminded him a bit of Sveta that way, too. 
A notification from Marly dropped down from the top of the screen. Ilya frowned. It was 4:37 in the morning. Either Marlow never slept or he is up far too early. 
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Groupchat/To: Marly

You at the hospital?
Person A:



Why are you awake right now?
Slept like shit
Person A:



It was an accident
Person A:



Hollander will know this.
He hasn’t woken up?
Person A:



They gave him something to sleep
Person A:



Scans are good.
Person A:



Broken collar bone and concussion only
Thank fucking christ
I was so scared I killed him
Or worse killed his career
Person A:



Yes Hollander would definitely think no career was worse
We gonna talk about the fact you’re in the hospital
Person A:



Later.
Person A:



In Boston maybe you could come by.
Person A:



We’ll talk.
Sounds good.
Love you man
Person A:



gay
You’re hilarious
Fuck off
Person A:



Love you too Marlow😘

 

Ilya locks his phone and pockets it with a long, slow exhale. He had a few conversations ahead of him it seemed. Good ones, maybe. He will see.
 
 
6 AM shift change rolls around and a new set of nurses comes by to check on Shane. They are less quiet, far too awake for the beginning of their shift, and they startle Yuna awake. She smiles sheepishly when Ilya catches her eye. 
“How’s our patient?” the new nurse smiles. Her voice isn’t too loud, but she’s definitely too chipper. “Not trying to kill him in his sleep, are you, Mr. Rozanov?” 
Ilya tenses but works to recover himself quickly. “Ah, no, much more fun to beat him on ice.” 
“That’s what we like to hear,” she hums and steps up to Shane’s bedside. She does the same routine as the prior nurse, flashing Shane’s eyes with a pen. This time, Shane makes a small, sleepy hum. “Mmm, sounds like that sedative is wearing off. That’s good.” 
“Yes?” Ilya asks a touch too eagerly. “Um, when might he wake up?” 
“Couple of hours, maybe? He’ll be pretty loopy still from the pain meds he’s on. That’ll be on drip for him until he’s discharged. But he should start to be alert soon. Don’t be scared if he wakes up over and over and doesn’t remember it. That’s pretty common.” 
“But he will remember?” 
“We’ll evaluate. But his diagnosis isn’t one we have concerns for memory loss beyond the traumatic incident. I can have the doctor talk to you about it more once they make their rounds.” 
“That would be lovely,” Yuna says from her spot on the chair.  
The nurse smiles. Ilya catches her badge: Barbara. Barbara who now knows Ilya Rozanov spent the night in Shane Hollander’s hospital room even though only family is allowed. 
Barbara who could go to TMZ Sports at any moment with an anonymous scoop.  
He barely notices her leave. He doesn’t even realize he’s breathing heavily until Yuna slides her hand over his shoulder and startles him. 
“Sorry, sorry,” he quickly says. “I, um, I should not be here, I think. Too recognizable.” 
“Ilya...” 
“No, I’ve endangered Shane.” 
“Shh, no, Ilya,” Yuna says and comes around Ilya’s chair to crouch down so they’re closer in eye level. “It’s okay. She can’t say anything. There’re regulations. She can’t disclose information about her patients without losing her job. Her job is more important to her than a 5 minutes of fame scoop.” 
“We do not know this.” 
Yuna considers this. “Maybe. But I trust it.” 
She seems sure, and that settles Ilya’s nerves. He looks away, suddenly about to cry again. In front of Shane’s mother who he just met less than 16 hours ago. 
“Oh sweetie,” Yuna whispers and pulls Ilya into a hug. He tries to fight it, but she just rubs his back and holds his hair until he breaks, leaning into her hold and effectively sobbing as hard as he had when she’d left last night.  
Her hands slide up and down his back soothingly. No one has held him like this since Shane did in Tampa, and before that no one had held him like this since before his Mama died.  
“Shh, Ilyusha,” his mama had whispered to him. She used to hold him just as Yuna does now, pulling her into her neck and sliding her hands up and down his back or up into his curls.  
Yuna doesn’t grab his hair now, maybe it’s too familiar for someone she’s just met, but he cries into her neck while she rubs his back anyways.  
“I’m sorry,” he whimpers. His accent is so thick now, sounding like he’d just stepped off a plane in 2008. “I’m sorry.” 
“Shhh,” Yuna soothes. “You have nothing to be sorry for. It’s okay. It’ll be okay.” 
“I don’t want to hurt him.” 
“You won’t,” she promises. It doesn’t seem like something she can promise, but Ilya chooses to believe her anyways. “You’re here, now. It’s okay. He’s okay.” 
He takes a shuddering breath and works to slow his ragged breathing. It takes a while, but Yuna holds tight until she feels him release her.  
“Okay?” She asks, leaning to look him in the eye. She reaches up with her thumbs and swipes his cheeks dry.  
He nods, not trusting his voice. 
“We’re a mess today, aren’t we?” she teasingly asks. He sees her now, hair a frizzy mess from sleeping in the chair, her linen clothing rumpled, and her own eyes red and watery looking like she’d cried with him too, maybe.  
“A pair,” Ilya agrees. 
“Go rinse your face,” she says and gestures towards the bathroom in the corner of the room. “You’ll feel better, I promise. I’ll clean up after you.” 
He agrees and stumbles over to the bathroom. His knees are tight from sitting in the chair all night. They barely hold him up for his first few steps.  
Ilya winces at his reflection. The whites of his eyes are bright red with the surrounding skin and his cheeks matching. It makes his blue eyes look almost scarily bright. Definitely not a sight he’d like Shane to wake up to. 
He rinses his face, then his neck. Runs his damp hands through his curls and then abandons whatever hope he thought he’d have with fixing them. They’re mushed and a mess from him showering but not caring for them and then spending the night with his face pressed into Shane’s hand.  
He steps back into the room and smiles at Yuna as she passes him to fix herself up.  
He drops back into his seat and brings Shane’s hand up to kiss again.  
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Groupchat/To: Hospital Hollanders

 
David:

Found a good waffle place by the hospital.
Person A:



Need some orders, check the link
Person B:

[image: text]
Yuna:

Blueberry with the meadley compote
Person A:



Side of eggs over easy
Person B:



Chocolate Chip w carmel drizzle
Person B:



Side of strawberries
Person B:



Scrambled eggs and extra bacon please
Person B:



Can pay too. Canadians have no venmo but I have your colorful money.
David:

Nonsense I’ve got it
Person B:



I don't mind.
David:

Me neither 😊
Person A:



Let me take care of you!

 

“There’s no use arguing,” Yuna teases. She’s sat across from Ilya on the other side of Shane again with her phone open in her hand. “David loves to feed people.” 
“Is his... love language? Is that the right phrase?” 
“Yes,” she smiles.  
“Ah, lost on Shane, then,” Ilya jokes. “His boring diet.” 
“We can usually convince him to skip during off season.” 
Ilya grins with the new knowledge. “I have never seen him in off season.” 
Her smile drops a bit and Ilya instead is met with a sad smile. “You both haven’t had it easy, have you?” 
“Ah, no,” he looks down at his hands. “I do not think so.” 
“Maybe that can change?” 
Ilya shrugs helplessly. He doesn’t know how. He still lives in Boston. He still is a Russian Citizen. Even if they somehow manage to forget a path ahead that allows them to be something, it will still likely be until retirement before they see it.  
The thought saddens him, but he fixes his face to not let it show.  
A long, low groan draws both of their attention back to Shane. 
“Shane?” Yuna immediately steps in and starts running her hand over the top of Shane’s head. He’s groggy, barely coherent, and wincing at the low lighting of the room. 
He groans again and seems to resettle, falling back asleep. 
“Oh, Shane,” she whispers again. Ilya squeezes at Shane’s hand and sits back in his seat. Yuna sits in her own chair with a distinct lack of her normal grace. It would be funny if Ilya wasn’t waiting for Shane to wake back up from such a major injury.  
“He will wake,” Ilya says. Yuna meets his eyes and nods.  
 
 
David arrives at 8AM laden down with two over-sized paper bags of food. Ilya stands and helps take them off his hands and is thanked immediately. 
“How’s our man?” David asks the room. Ilya feels warm at the thought that he is included in the possession of Shane.  
“He’s tried waking up twice,” Yuna informs. “The nurse said he would be on and off. Likely won’t remember too much at first.” 
“He’ll get there,” David says and shares a smile with Ilya. The man claps his hands together before digging into the bags. “Now, we have some food to eat. Let’s dig in.” 
Ilya demolishes his waffle as quickly as he can while remaining polite. It’s not easy. He’s starving after a night of skipping food and then eating vending machine junk food in the early hours of the morning. Yuna and David seem to be far more patient, and Ilya works to match their speed.  
He’s eating the last of his bacon when Shane starts to stir again. They’ve kept the room as dark as they can while Shane works to wake up. The vertical blinds are flat to the window and the overhead light is still off. Still, Shane seems to wince every time his eyes open even a little bit.  
“Mom?” Shane groans. 
“I’m here, baby,” Yuna says and runs her hand through Shane’s hair. Ilya squeezes Shane’s hand and David has grabbed onto Shane’s shin and is giving it a loving squeeze.  
“What...?” 
“You got hit on the ice, honey,” she says before he struggles further with the question. 
“I’m okay,” Shane mumbles. Ilya snorts and squeezes Shane’s hand again.  
“You are,” David agrees. “You’re gonna be okay, Bud.” 
“Okay,” Shane tries to nod and then winces as he regrets the action. 
“Sleep,” Yuna says. “We’ll be here.” 
“Okay, love you,” Shane says and immediately drifts back off.  
Yuna, David, and Ilya all share a look. It’s positive, that’s for sure, that Shane is at least awake and talking.  
“Is good, yes?” Ilya says tentatively. 
“Definitely,” David nods. “He’s a fighter.” 
Ilya nods. It’s what he loves most about Shane. After his freckles, maybe. But definitely up very high on the list.  
 
David and Yuna settle into busy tasks amongst themselves. David seems to favor a book of Suduko puzzles and Yuna is deep in her phone, tapping away at the screen and answering emails. Ilya responds to a reminder from Marlow that their bus leaves for the airport at 5. That leaves Ilya with maybe four more hours at most at Shane’s bedside. Yuna gives him a sad look when he tells her.  
Shane wakes and falls asleep two more times, each becoming only slightly more alert. It’s clear each time that he’s still fighting the pain meds and the lingering sedative. Shane’s doctor finally visits and gives them a bit more insight on everything, but the words do not settle in Ilya’s brain and he’s lost amongst the foreign language and medical jargon. 
His Shane will be okay is the only summary he needs. Yuna seems to absorb everything discussed and actively takes notes on her phone. David just observes the entire interaction, and no one brings attention to the fact that Ilya is seated at Shane’s bedside holding his hand.  
If he pretends, he can imagine that this isn’t a weird scenario. He is just Shane’s partner and the man who gets to be there through Shane’s recovery process. Maybe they go back to their own home and are greeted by their dog, a cute breed who needed a home at the same time they needed a dog, and they get to be lazy together and do absolutely nothing.  
He should have called things off with Shane. Ilya knows this now. If he had been brave enough to end things after Tampa maybe he wouldn’t have ever told Shane that he loved him. He could have avoided the inevitable hurt when they step back into the world and become reminded that nothing for them is fair and they are not the lucky ones that get that happy ending.  
There will be no shared house with a dog.  
Yuna and David take a leave from Shane’s bedside in search for lunch. Ilya declines when they offer to bring him something back from the cafeteria. He has maybe two hours left at Shane’s bedside now and can just as easily get a sandwich at the airport.  
“Bright...” Shane mumbles again and Ilya squeezes his hand. The room is still fairly dark, though even with the vertical blinds flat to the window the afternoon sun is shining into the room.  
“Sorry,” Ilya murmurs and reaches a hand up to run through Shane’s hair. His love smiles and hums contentedly at the gesture. Shane rolls his head to the side and nuzzles slightly into Ilya’s palm before opening his eyes. 
“Ilyaaaaa,” Shane sings quietly with a sleep rough voice.  
“Shh,” Ilya hushes with a smile. It’s a treat to see Shane so loose and free.  
“You’re hereeeee.” 
“Yes,” Ilya nods. He keeps his fingers running through Shane’s hair, playing with the short locks and scratching lightly at his scalp. “Of course.” 
“Goooood,” Shane says and tries to nod before aborting the gesture with a wince. 
“Mm, no, relax,” Ilya instructs. “Is okay. Just concussion and broken collar bone.” 
“Aw, that sucks.” 
He laughs. “Yes, is not very good.” 
“No playoffs.” 
“No playoffs.” 
Shane looks so petulant and childlike at the idea. “Was looking forward to playing you.” 
“I know, moya lyubov,” Ilya reassures. “Is okay though. We will beat the Metros while you are gone and take home Stanley Cup.” 
“Fuck off,” Shane laughs. “I hate you.” 
“Mmm, no I do not think this is true.” 
“No,” Shane’s eyes are bright and glassy when he meets Ilya’s gaze. “I really don’t.” 
Ilya squeezes his hand. Shane doesn’t have to know it’s a secret I love you. 
“You were hit on the ice by Marlow,” Ilya says instead. “He feels really bad. Does not want you to think he did it on purpose.” 
“Everyone gets their bell rung eventually,” Shane says. “I’m mostly just mad at him for fucking up our night.” 
“Big plans?” Ilya teases.  
Shane grins wide and closes his eyes like he’s lost in a memory that never happened. “I was gonna ask you something.” 
“Shane...” Ilya tries to warn. Shane should not be making any big confessions or gestures while under the influence of whatever pain killers he’s on. As adorable as this Shane is, Ilya knows that whatever is said will only hurt a million times worse if Shane walks it back at the end of this.  
“I was gonna ask you,” Shane barrels forward, “will you come to my cottage this summer? Don’t go to Russia. Come to my house. We’ll have so much fun, it’s so private. No one will know. We could have a week or even two. We’d be completely alone, together.” 
Ilya inhales deeply and tries not to cry. It’s exactly what he wants with Shane. Just time. Time together. Time to be alone. Time to forget about the world. And here Shane is serving it up on a drug induced silver platter. A brutal force to make Ilya long for a world he’s not allowed to have. 
“Shane,” Ilya whispers again. “You know we can’t do that.” 
Shane pouts at him and squeezes their hands together. It’s the most forceful his grip has been since he’s started waking up this morning.  
“Yes we can,” Shane says. “Everyone knows I’m gay. I can have you. I want you.” 
“Shane,” Ilya croaks out. He’s ashamed to realize he’s crying now. Tears blurring his sight of Shane and immediately coating his cheeks. He turns away with a grimace and tries to hide the display of emotion, but Shane gives his hand a tug.  
“Hey,” Shane coaxes. “Heeeeyyyy, it’s okay. It’s okay I’ve got you. Look at me.” 
Ilya shakes his head but Shane keeps tugging at his hand and eventually he looks back at Shane watery eyed.  
“I want this,” Shane whispers again. “I want this.” 
Ilya breaks. “Fuck, Hollander,” he chokes out and immediately drops his head onto Shane’s hip and sobs. The sobs are worse than the ones he’d cried in this spot in the dead of night and worse than the ones he’d cried into Yuna’s arms this morning.  
Shane releases his hand to push into Ilya’s curls, tangling themselves up and tugging lightly as he rubs at Ilya’s scalp. It’s another devastating blow. Ilya immediately remembers his mother doing this for him when he came home with skinned knees from some boys pushing him into a pile of garbage on the sidewalk when he was 9. Now he’s in he’s 26 and crying into the lap of the boy he loves and it is the exact comfort he’s wanted since he lost his Mama.  
“It’s okay,” Shane soothes. “It’ll be okay, I promise. You’ll see.” 
Ilya isn’t sure how Shane can promise that, but he chooses to believe it for now. Reality can reapproach him when he’s laying alone in his bed in Boston booking flights back to Russia.  
“Is that my hoodie?” 
He startles at the question and looks up at Shane with wide, tear puffy eyes. It is Shane’s hoodie, but Ilya looks down at it again like he needs to confirm. 
“Uh...” 
“You asshole, I’ve been wondering where that went,” Shane huffs out a laugh. “When did you steal that?” 
Ilya looks sheepish. “Ah, maybe not an answer you’d like?” 
“It’s been like two years, hasn’t it?” 
Ilya waggles his hand in a more-or-less gesture that does nothing to convince Shane that the assumption is incorrect. “Is very comfy.” 
“Yeah you jerk, that’s why I miss it,” Shane snorts. “Fuck, I hate that you look so good in it.” 
Ilya grins and waggles his eyebrows. The effect is probably lost considering he’s been crying, but Shane smiles dopily up at him regardless.  
“Fuck off,” Shane laughs. “Kiss me?” 
Ilya could never deny Shane that. He leans in and kisses Shane with a gentle focus to not hurt him. Shane immediately uses his hand to reach up and pull Ilya in by the neck and changes the kiss to something more needy and demanding. 
Fuck, it’s everything he loves in kissing Shane. 
Shane is always so composed, so aware of his outward appearance and controls everything he can. But the moment Ilya manages to get into his space, Shane loses control. And Ilya fucking loves it. He could spend every moment of the rest of his life trying to generate a reaction out of Shane and it wouldn’t even be hard because Shane falls so easily into him every single time.  
Ilya deepens their kiss, giving into the loss of control and tasting into Shane’s mouth. They both have day old breath but neither of them seem to either notice or mind.  
And then the door opens behind them. Ilya immediately snaps up and takes a step back, doing whatever he can to make himself look normal and not the tear stricken boy that just got caught kissing his rival. 
Shane also appears caught off guard. He’s wiping his good hand down his face as if it could remove the evidence that the two of them had been kissing. Ilya catches the moment Shane realizes who has walked in because his eyes grow wide as saucers and panic begins to settle. 
“Oh, sorry,” Yuna says. Ilya looks back and sees her looking only slightly nervous at having walked in on them. Better her and David than the hospital staff, he thinks to himself. David shuts the door behind them as they approach Shane’s bedside again. 
Ilya steps back and lets them both step up into Shane’s direct space. 
“Uh, hey,” Shane says nervously. Ilya frowns slightly. “Um, Rozanov was just, uh...” 
Ilya catches Shane’s eye and raises his eyebrows in as close to a “what the fuck are you trying to say” message he can impart silently. Shane’s mouth snaps shut and looks his between both his parents. 
Yuna, to her credit, looks amused. “Shane, he’s been here all night.” 
“All night?” Shane asks in alarm and looks back at Ilya. “Your team--” 
“I have to leave for the airport soon,” Ilya informs him sadly. He catches the brief flicker of anguish on Shane’s face when he understands their time together is ending once more. “Marly has kept me updated.” 
Yuna brushes Shane’s hair back from his forehead, one more ignoring the way the hair stubbornly flops back. “We’ll keep Ilya up to date on your recovery until you are allowed screentime again.” 
“You don’t have his number,” Shane says dumbly. The poor man is gaping like a fish at this sudden turn of events. 
“Course we do,” David grins. “How else was I going to text him embarrassing photos of you.” 
“David,” Yuna chides but Ilya sees it’s a hollow reprimand coated in love. 
“No, Dad.” 
“You were very cute in U9. Would make it my new lock screen but,” Ilya shrugs with a what can you do gesture.  
Shane closes his eyes and leans all the way back into his pillows. It’s as close as Shane can get to staring at the ceiling with the elevation of the bed and certifiable mountain of pillow support behind him.  
“It’s okay, Sweetheart,” Yuna says and reaches across Shane’s chest to squeeze his good shoulder.  
“Your mom hasn’t even complained more than three times that he’s a Raider,” David says with good humor and a glance back at Ilya. Ilya grins down at his feet at being included in the joke. These are good people. Shane’s family is very nice. 
Ilya steps back into the washroom to rinse his face again. It’s just as bad as he expected but the embarrassment at having been caught post-tears by Shane’s family doesn’t show itself.  
He steps out to find both Yuna and David have taken their seats, though David pointedly has left the seat closest to Shane’s hand free, giving Ilya the space to be close to Shane in his last hour here. He takes it with a thankful smile to David and wastes no time recapturing Shane’s hand.  
Shane flinches slightly, then relaxes and immediately weaves their fingers together tightly. Ilya smiles up at him and gets a warm smile back. 
They talk about nothing at all in his last hour in the hospital. Nothing serious. Jokes only. Not even really about Shane’s recovery plan or the fact that he’s out for the season. 
It’s the best conversation Ilya’s ever had with a family.  
When his phone alarm goes off with a warning that he needs to go back to the hotel, David and Yuna both give him hugs. He meets Shane’s eyes over David’s shoulder and they both grin like kids at each other.  
“I will miss you,” he tells Shane and leans down to kiss him on the forehead. Shane tips his chin up and Ilya grants him a second kiss on the mouth without hesitation. It’s far more chaste than what Shane’s parents walked in on earlier, but just as special all the same. 
“Bye,” Shane whispers as they part, giving one last hand squeeze to Ilya.  
“You will keep me updated?” Ilya asks, looking between Yuna and David.  
“Promise,” David says and squeezes Ilya’s shoulder tightly. 
He nods at them, smiles once more down at Shane, and then ducks into the hospital hall for the first time in over 15 hours.  
Ilya pulls his hat low again over his eyes as he makes his way to the hospital exit. There are no press lingering about, but he still is not eager to catch anyone’s eyes as he waits for his ride share.  
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Groupchat/To: Marly

Person A:



Heading back to hotel
Person A:



Got your stuff packed
Person A:



Had to sweet talk the staff into getting your keycard
Person A:



And that worked?
Person A:



Fuck no had to ask Jeanine for help

 

Ilya snorts at the thought of Marly going to their event coordinator with the request. Jeanine was a fierce woman that could hold her own against the rowdiness of the Raiders any day and was unafraid to make their lives miserable with room assignments should one of them cross her. They all lived in mild fear of her while tip-toeing the line of treating her like a team member herself.  
He pockets his phone and gets into his rideshare, once again falling back into the ‘no english/french’ routine that got him to the hosptial.  
He’s fucking exhausted.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Welcome Ilya's POV. So happy you're here!

This is my FAVORITE chapter that I've written so far. I think it was simultaneously the easiest and hardest chapter to write, but something about Ilya interacting with Yuna and David really warms my heart. I just love his canon relationship with both of them so much, especially his relationship with David. I think I just have a soft spot for David in general.

The nurse that walks in on them in Episode 5 annoys me so much that I named her after my wife’s annoying aunt. Shoutout to Barbara who is spoiled and mean to my MIL half the time just because she can. Sorry your husband is homophobic and a blue lives matter cop.

ALSO!  AO3 keeps deleting the text message footers in my html code which removes the fake line to write a text. Which isn't the hardest thing to fix, but it drives me crazy to do so and I accidentally broke my code. And I don't think I did because one of the closing div tags had a random & in the middle which makes me think AO3 corrupted it. I'm mad. I did not learn to code my myspace page to look like Twilight to be fighting an archive 20yrs later.


  


      

  












      Chapter 8: Chapter 8
  



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  

NHL Source 

@NHLSource


Shane Hollander on LTIR following concussion sustained during MTL/BOS game. Sources expect no return before next season.

7:45 AM · April 21, 2017


9.8K Retweets    5.2K Quote Tweets    1.5K Likes







Hayden Pike 

@HaydenPike35


Wishing speedy recovery to @ShaneHollander24. Miss you buddy! 

11:13 AM · April 21, 2017


548 Retweets    120 Quote Tweets    395 Likes







JJ Boizou 

@JJBoizouMTL


Rétablis-toi vite, mon ami ! Tu nous manques sur la glace. @ShaneHollander24

11:53 AM · April 21, 2017


254 Retweets    145 Quote Tweets    254 Likes







Cliff Marlow 

@CliffMarlowHockey


Wishing you the best, @ShaneHollander24!! Not the way we wanted to beat the Metros!

12:11 PM · April 21, 2017


598 Retweets    457 Quote Tweets    201 Likes







Ilya Rozanov 

@IlyaRozanov81


@ShaneHollander24 Metros are so boring without you. See you next season

1:34 PM · April 21, 2017


1.9K Retweets    1.2K Quote Tweets    2.1K Likes







Scott Hunter 

@ScottHunter21


Get well soon, @ShaneHollander24. Playoffs aren’t the same without you! 

1:384 PM · April 21, 2017


578 Retweets    101 Quote Tweets    605 Likes







Jordannnnn 

@Jusstiflly


Can’t believe only two of the M*tros tweeted about Shane’s injury. Like what has even happened with this team this season??

3:45 PM · April 21, 2017


204 Retweets    10 Quote Tweets    359 Likes




Tim the Tool Man @demarcothegreat · April 21, 2017 Replying to @Jusstiflly
Dude I swear none of them were even interested in defending him when Marlow took him out

5

0

10







scissoring fun @lezbehonestly · April 21, 2017 Replying to @demarcothegreat
Did you see Comeau laugh???
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Quicksilver's Revenge @KentsMen · April 21, 2017 Replying to @lezbehonestly
That’s not confirmed.
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Montreal Metros  

@MTLMetros


Shane Hollander will be on LTIR through the end of the 2016/2017 season. We are wishing him a speedy recovery.

3:45 PM · April 22, 2017


6.9K Retweets    3.5K Quote Tweets    9.1K Likes




Anakin's Other Lover @obijuankenobi34 · April 22, 2017 Replying to @MTLMetros
God don’t break your back showing you care
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HockeyGoddddd @hockeyluvr2000 · April 22, 2017 Replying to @obijuankenobi34
What did you want from the official twitter??? Tears?????
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Stan the Man 

@gymbro89


Thank god that fag is off the ice for the season. Now we can focus on #realhockey

3:45 PM · April 22, 2017


6.9K Retweets    3.5K Quote Tweets    9.1K Likes




Ilya's Left [REDACTED] @rozsgirllll · April 22, 2017 Replying to @MTLMetros
Delete your account
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Greg 

@hockeykinggreg


Princess on the ice can’t take a single hit. Typical. @ShaneHollander24 should be disgusted

5:13 PM · April 22, 2017


415 Retweets    105 Quote Tweets    287 Likes




Jax Off @cmdrchiefcodlive · April 22, 2017 Replying to @hockeykinggreg
Well when you let just anyone play
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Go Metros  

@rinklyfe9909


Anyone remember #ShaneHollanderIsBadAtSex??? How about #ShaneHollanderIsBadAtHockey

8:54 AM · April 23, 2017


109 Retweets    10 Quote Tweets    75 Likes




Marcus G @chmpofhky · April 23, 2017 Replying to @rinklyfe9909
He has the best stats in the whole league
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Go Metros  @rinklyfe9909 · April 23, 2017 Replying to @chmpofhky
Not for long. My boy Roz is gonna close that gap!
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Andrewwwwww 

@GoalieeeeFights


Thank god it was pussy Hollander that took that hit. Imagine where the Raiders would be if Rozanov took a hit like that??

10:09 AM · April 23, 2017


54 Retweets    9 Quote Tweets    89 Likes




Rozanov's Right Hook @Lancer91919 · April 23, 2017 Replying to @GoalieeeeFights
Roz would never. He’s king of #RealHockey and knows how to take a hit
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Allez Metros!!!! 

@MetrozFan95


Fuckkkkk Metros are so out for the season aren’t they??

11:35 AM · April 23, 2017


567 Retweets    451 Quote Tweets    379 Likes







Allez Metros!!!! 

@MetrozFan95


#Metros out here working together for the first time in MONTHS. What the fuck happened this season

11:35 AM · April 23, 2017


567 Retweets    451 Quote Tweets    379 Likes




xXKillerzXx @hockeyformen69 ·  Replying to @MetrozFan95
We found out Hollander was a queer
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Allez Metros!!!! @MetrozFan95 ·  Replying to @hockeyformen69
Oh shit I forgot about that lmao
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Montreal Metros 

@MTLMetros


MTL/TOR  3-2 Metros win!

10:01 PM · April 28, 2017


4.6K Retweets    3K Quote Tweets    14.3K Likes




Dallas Kent Marry Me @kentographic · April 28, 2017 Replying to @MTLMetros
See we need to trade Dallas to Metros. A real man like that can take us to the playoffs
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Shamauels @freakyflyfrank · April 28, 2017 Replying to @kentographic
He spent 15 minutes in the penalty box tonight. How much ice time did he even have????
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Dallas Kent Marry Me @kentographic · April 28, 2017 Replying to @freakyflyfrank
Mad because he’s the best
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Scott Hunter Hole Send Tweet @hunterpridewatch · April 28, 2017 Replying to @kentographic
Dallas didn’t even SCORE
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DuexMoi Sports 

@DuexMoiSports


BLIND ITEM: A certain Blue Jersey Captain rumored to be the problem in the locker room. Sources say it’s because the jersey colors should be a rainbow 👀

9:15 AM · April 30, 2017


2.5K Retweets    1.4K Quote Tweets    9.9K Likes




Hockey Girl 247 @PuckYesHockeyGirl · April 30, 2017 Replying to @DuexMoiSports
I don’t know why I expected better from a gossip rag
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Chad on Ice 

@menzsportzrealz


Assuming Hollander is the problem in the locker room, why are we talking about it when he’s resting his feet back home and making all of our boys do the work??

9:15 AM · April 30, 2017


462 Retweets    147 Quote Tweets    985 Likes







Jake from State Farmington 

@69HockeyGuy


Remember that dude in LA who said Hollander was good at head when every chick on this platform with a pulse said he sucked?? #StartingARumor

12:03 PM · May 5th, 2017


148 Retweets    245 Quote Tweets    3.5K Likes




CVNTINGTONS DISEASE @cephelia · May 5th, 2017 Replying to @69HockeyGuy
So we all agree that Hollander is gay right
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Anti - Woke Mafiaaa @grabboington ·  Replying to @cephelia
It’s so obvious
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Dallas Kent not Texas 

@TorontoFan4Ever


Thank god @BOSRaiders has a man like @IlyaRozanov81 leading us instead of a pussy fag like Hollander

3:39 PM · May 6th, 2017


175 Retweets    758 Quote Tweets    241 Likes




Ilya Rozanov @IlyaRozanov81 · May 6th, 2017 Replying to @TorontoFan4Ever
Hey @USWalmart, is this one of yours?

5.5K
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Edwardo McCullkin @hansolocupsz · May 6th, 2017 Replying to @IlyaRozanov81
NOT FUCKING ROZANOV DOXING SOMEONE 
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Hayden Pike 

@HaydenPike35


Kids are missing Uncle @ShaneHollander24 already! 


7:58 PM · May 7th, 2017


1.4K Retweets    2.1K Quote Tweets    3.6K Likes




Margaret <3 @magscouldbeawag · May 7th, 2017 Replying to @HaydenPike35
Oh I get why ppl are his fan now
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Shayden Truther @ShaydenNation101 · May 7th, 2017 Replying to @HaydenPike35
My man Hayden just wishes his husband is back from LTIR yesterday!!
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DedPoolz Gal @spiderpooler · May 7th, 2017 Replying to @ShaydenNation101
Those are his literal kids he had with his wife plz touch grass
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Dm for Hole <3 

@cvmlrd69


What I want to know is if Shane Hollander is gay, why wasn’t he more subtle??? Like don’t hook up with a dude WHILE YOU’RE IN A CITY FOR A GAME

7:58 PM · May 7th, 2017


425 Retweets    10 Quote Tweets    144 Likes







Dafferty Dock 

@KwikTripppp


 I just wanna know why his hs gf expected him to be good in bed as a teenager. Like my man was prob a virgin

1:47 PM · May 8th, 2017


4 Retweets    1 Quote Tweets    256 Likes




HawkySeasonings @grizzlybore · May 8th, 2017 Replying to @KwikTripppp
If you told me 6 months ago that Shane Hollander WASN’T a virgin I prob would have laughed in your face.
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NHL Source 

@NHLSource


Rumors of a major Canadian team shopping trade potentials ahead of summer draft day. Possible player may include one with M-NTC! #staytuned

1:30 PM · May 10th, 2017


5.5K Retweets    1K Quote Tweets    9.9K Likes




DMenLineup @2014DLineChamp · May 10th, 2017 Replying to @NHLSource
Someone is looking to dump hollander
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Shane's Wag 

@HollanderHore


If the M*tros dump Shane for being gay I swear to god I’m burning my merch and becoming a R****rs fan

1:30 PM · May 10th, 2017


78 Retweets    24 Quote Tweets    198 Likes




No Woke Hockey @counterstriker6969 · May 10th, 2017 Replying to @HollanderHore
 Plz be Hollander. Time to bring back #realhockey
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Banana Montanana @christtinaloveshothockey ·  Replying to @counterstriker6969
Didn’t this guy win you a cup twice??
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First Time Hockey Era  

@GrapeKoolaidHotSpot


So they put him on LTIR to devalue his contract right

5:14 PM · May 11th, 2017


41 Retweets    2 Quote Tweets    18 Likes




Jessica Bones @jaxminabratz · May 11th, 2017 Replying to @GrapeKoolaidHotSpot
He literally is out with a concussion and broken collar bone what are you saying to me rn
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Groupchat/To: Lily

Person B:



Back on screen privileges
Person A:



Finally
Person B:



Sorry I had a concussion to fucking heal my bad
Person A:



Boooo
Person A:



Hollander you’re so boring
Person B:



I heard you play Words With Friends with my Dad
Person A:



Shut up
Person B:



Heard you lost
Person A:



English is stupid language
Person A:



David is mean for putting me at disadvantage
Person B:



Really?
Person B:



He said you sent him the invite
Person A:



Lies liar told you that
😘
Person B:



Win Playoffs for me?
Person A:



Someone has to
Person A:



Your team is fucking terrible without you
Person B:



Miity had a wrist injury
Person A:



It is bad when only Pike is scoring
Person B:



Hayden is a good player
Person B:



Don’t be mean
Person A:



You like when I’m mean
Person A:



I fucking don’t
Person A:



Go play hockey or something
😘

 




Ilya is home doom scrolling Twitter when Sveta finally gives up on waiting for him to call her back and plain calls him first. He hasn’t necessarily avoided her, but he has made no efforts to bridge the communication. He knows she knows. Something about the sudden influx of people knowing about him in Shane has made him feel twitchy. Exposed.
“Finally,” She tells him in Russian as he accepts the call.
“I am busy,” he deflects. She scoffs. There’s really no point in trying to evade her. She will get her way no matter what. “Fine yes. Ask.”
“You are fucking Shane Hollander.”
“Not this moment, no,” Ilya sniffs.
“Ilyusha.”
“Sveta.”
She sighs. “He is Jane.”
“Yes.”
“You are in quite a spot,” Sveta sounds tired. He knows it’s his fault. They both know the danger he is in even risking this thing with Shane. “When do you finalize things back home.”
“It is not my home anymore,” Ilya shrugs despite her not being able to see the action. “I have trust paperwork to sign. Bank says I can do this remotely. Maybe I have a few things to pack up still but I think I will just give them to Alexei. I packed everything important to me before I left after Papa’s funeral.”
“You are not going back?”
“No, I don’t think so,” Ilya sighs. “I need citizenship.”
She hums. He doesn’t have to specify which country. She knows there’s only two options.
“I do not think Jane will like it if I marry you,” Svetlana finally says. Her voice is flat but he smiles knowing she’s teasing. “Plus, you are much too messy. I could never handle the way you leave your shoes wherever.”
“Me?? You leave your hair products everywhere!”
“As if you are not just as bad! You are so vain, Ilyusha. Does Jane know this?”
Ilya lets out a grunt. No, Shane does not know this because he and Shane have never shared a space together the way he and Sveta have. But never once has sharing his space with Sveta felt like more than a sleep away camp for kids. Sure, they fuck and it’s nice, but in the morning, she collects her things and teases him as she leaves with no strings attached beyond those of long rooted friendship.
“I met his parents,” Ilya admits before he even realizes he’s saying it.
“Oh?”
“Yes,” he smiles. “They are good people. They love him. It is not like our fathers.”
“This is good,” she agrees. “You are a Hollander now?”
Ilya smiles to himself at the thought. “No, no. But I play silly American phone games with his father.”
“Ah, so you are going to marry this boy.”
He grows quiet. Yes, he thinks he would marry Shane. It is not possible though.
“I think I will steal his father, maybe.”
Sveta laughs. “You are going to steal his last name and become a Canadian with their terrible cheese and gravy snacks and mediocre Hockey teams.”
“Yes, perhaps I will get Canadian citizenship.”
“Much easier than American. The Americans do not like that their new president is friends with ours.”
“No, they don’t,” Ilya hums. Stupid administration. “But maybe Canadians will not want me there either, I do not know.”
“Marry a Canadian.”
“If only things could be so simple.”
 
Shane getting his ability to see screens back has been both a blessing and a curse. On one hand, he’s been able to text Ilya. Playoffs have been brutal to watch, though Boston’s Round 1 against the lower seeded Detroit was not especially hard for them to overcome in only 5 games. Detroit took out Montreal in the regular season thanks to Mitty’s wrist injury, but overall, their defense was weak, and they entered Playoffs with their second line center playing on a torn ACL.
Round 2 was not nearly so favorable to Boston. Game two saw Ilya getting slammed into the boards on Admiral ice badly enough that he admitted to Shane that night over text that his right side was nearly one entire bruise.
“He’s playing on bruised ribs,” Yuna hums as they watched Game three together at the family cabin.
“How do you know that?” Shane asks. “Did he tell you that?”
Yuna smirks and gestures to the tv with her wine glass. “He’s turning at the last second so he doesn’t take a hit to his side. Watch.”
He doesn’t need to watch. Shane has been wincing every time Ilya has gotten hit by a player or straight up boarded this entire match. But he turns his head and listens to the announcers talk about how locked in Scott Hunter has been this season and how he’s relentless on the ice. Scott is right on Ilya’s flank and with a quick shove into the boards, steals the puck and loops around the goal before he starts taking it back into the Raider’s defensive zone.
“I’m right,” Yuna says and flashes Shane a grin.
“He’s an idiot for still playing on them,” Shane mumbles. He opens his texts to Lily and scrolls up to a few nights ago, carefully angling his phone away from his mother as he scoots past the lewder texts they’d exchanged last night. He clicks the photo Ilya had sent of his ribs and shows his mom.
Yuna immediately winces. “Oh my god, Shane. What the fuck does Ilya think he’s doing playing with that.”
“This is from right after Game two,” Shane defends, though it’s a fairly weak response. Game two was only four days ago. He pulls his phone back into his lap and shoots Ilya another “ice those fucking ribs” text.
“It’s too bad,” his mom sighs and takes a sip. The third period is almost over and with a 5-3 score in the Admirals’ favor, it seems unlikely Boston will take this game. They’ll have to take it to at least Game Six if they want to make it to the next round. Shane can be the most supportive person he wants, but realistically (and statistically) Boston is not making it further this year.
“What’s too bad?”
“The Admirals are going to take this round,” Yuna says. Shane nods. He knows his mother went through the same thought process he did. “Good for Scott Hunter, though.”
“Why good for Scott Hunter?”
“It’s his year,” she smiles. “Come on, you know as well as I do how he’s been playing.”
“Sure.”
“Don’t be a bad sport,” she teases and gets up off the couch. Shane chooses to ignore the fact that his mother is the one who taught him that he could be a bad sport about things sometimes. She just didn’t teach him that behavior intentionally.
David pokes his head around the archway separating the living and dining rooms. “Your mother is a witch.”
Yuna swats at him but continues into the kitchen. “Hush, you.”
“It’s true,” David laughs. “Dinner in five, Son.”
“No more witch talk or I’ll put a spell on you,” Shane can hear his mother teasing from the kitchen. He smiles to himself and watches Ilya start his last shift of the game. Two minutes on the clock and an open Boston net.
It won’t change things.
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Groupchat/To: Lily

Today 7:51 PM
Person A:



Ice your fucking ribs
Today 10:11 PM
Person A:



Next game
Person A:



You played your best
Person A:



Text me later?

 




“Fucking bullshit,” Ilya says over the phone later. “Stupid fucking St Simon has three broken toes. Our goalie has bruised ribs. I have bruised ribs. Lachman broke his pinky. And this fucking game Volkov pulled his groin muscle so bad he can’t even push to shit.”
“Gross,” Shane winces. “That’s terrible.”
“Yes! Now I hear about how Volkov needs to be eating so much fucking fiber that groin muscle pull does not affect his fucking bowels.”
“Captain’s privilege,” he laughs.
“Da, yes, glad this is so fucking funny to you, Hollander,” Ilya gripes. There’s no heat behind it, though, so Shane lets him keep venting. “And fucking LeClaire keeps going on about powering through and running the plays. But we are running the plays except in slow motion because every fucking one of us is down with at least one injury. Probably more. Pathetic.”
“I’m sorry,” Shane says sincerely. It’s never fun to get into Playoffs just to get eliminated through injury. The year Ilya won the Cup, the entire Metros team all took at least one injury home with them in lieu of a win. Hayden’s face was a mottled, bruised mess for weeks following a high stick and right hook combo he took to the nose.
“No, is fine. I knew this was not our year.”
“Still sucks.”
“Still sucks,” Ilya huffed and blew a raspberry. “Tell me about you. Your head.”
“Only a small headache today. Watched your whole game with no problem. Shoulder hurts like a bitch when I sneeze.”
Ilya chuckled. “I imagine you flinching your whole body because you got dust up your nose.”
“Fuck you, I can handle dust.”
“Second best NHL player taken out by dust and broken collar bone.”
“I was taken out by Marlow, technically.”
“Ah, so you admit you are second best? Hollander, finally.”
“Shut up, you’re second best!” Shane laughed. “You know it too. Look at my stats.”
“You are so boring. No one cares about your stats.”
“Everyone fucking cares about my stats!”
Ilya hums theatrically. “Agree to disagree. Compromise. Is good?”
“Fuck no,” Shane says laughing. “Two more games?”
“Maybe three. I do not think we will make it to Game Six.”
They lapse into a peaceful quiet. Shane stares at the posters that are still hung up around his childhood room, freezing the space in time to when Shane was still a teenager who hadn’t met Ilya in a cold parking lot ahead of a game.
“Will you go back?” he finally breaks the silence to ask quietly.
“To Russia?” Ilya clarifies and Shane hums affirmatively. “Ah, maybe. I don’t know.”
“Why don’t you know?”
“Is complicated,” Ilya says. Shane sits patiently. Sometimes, if he waits Ilya out, he’s gifted with another puzzle piece to the man. Something new to plug in and review every other piece of information he knows about Ilya under the lens of and investigate for new meaning. After thirty or so seconds, Shane is rewarded when Ilya caves and elaborates. “I miss my niece. But is unlikely I will even see her. My brother... My brother and I did not part on good terms. I think even if I had not said what I said to him, this would still be the case.”
“You still have to set up the trust, right?”
“No, Bank sent me info last week. It is all signed.”
“What else do you need to go back for?”
“You ask so many questions,” Ilya says tiredly.
“Sorry.”
“No, no, is okay. I am difficult, I think.”
Shane frowns. “I don’t think you’re difficult. You’re allowed privacy, Ilya.”
“No, I resist. Sveta says I am locked up like a safe. Only I know the code.”
Well, Shane can’t argue with that. He says nothing and lets Ilya work through his thoughts.
“I think I am scared,” Ilya finally continues. He’s quiet, almost a whisper, but mostly just speaking as if he’s trapped in thoughts. “I do not have much experience with being treated nicely for speaking my thoughts.”
“Like your chirping?”
Ilya laughs. “That too. No, I mean... You tell your mother you do not want to do fancy ad where you shine your watches or drink your juice. What does she say?”
“I don’t know,” Shane says honestly. “I guess I could say no. I never really do. I just kinda show up.”
“Maybe bad example, Mr. Perfect Canadian Boy,” Ilya teases. “When did you last say no to your mother?”
Shane thinks about it for a moment. “I guess she wanted me to go to this tennis thing. Wanted me to meet some Swedish princess or whatever so Rolex didn’t have an all-white box. It was dumb.”
“What did she say when you said no?”
“She asked if I liked my Rolex money and then brought up the princess.”
“Ah, terrible move,” Ilya hums. “She did not know you were super gay.”
“Fuck you, I’m normal gay!”
“What is saying about protesting too much?” Ilya starts to laugh at Shane’s denial.
“It’s Shakespeare. ‘Doth protest too much’,” he says, “which I don’t fucking do. You’re such an asshole.”
“Yes, yes,” Ilya dismisses. “But my point. You could tell her no, you were too gay for princesses and you hate tennis, and she still would sit by your bedside and take notes on your care plan and meet your terribly handsome rival for the first time and still love you.”
“Oh,” Shane whispers. “Yeah, she would. She did.”
“Yes,” Ilya says. “She is very good mother. If I told my father no, he would hit me.”
“Fuck, Ilya.”
“He is dead, Shane,” Ilya continues on. “But you see why maybe I am not used to this feeling of speaking my mind and not being in trouble for it?”
“Yeah,” Shane nods to himself. “Yeah, that makes sense.”
“I will try to be better,” Ilya tells him. “I want to tell you more. I am maybe scared.”
“I want to tell you more too,” Shane admits quietly. This conversation has become far more vulnerable than he expected when the name Lily lit up his phone with no contact image. “I’m scared.”
Ilya inhales deeply over the line and lets it out slowly. “What a pair, huh?”
“I kinda like us,” Shane smiles. He flicks his hoodie string up into his mouth and chews it happily. “We match.”
“Da, yes, very boring,” Ilya agrees. “Two men afraid of feelings. Alert press.”
“Shut up,” Shane laughs. “You’re such an asshole.”
“No, is good, please keep being honest about how you feel.”
Shane rolls his eyes but laughs anyways. “Hey, I wanted to ask you something.”
“Yes?”
“Did you think more about coming to my cottage?”
Ilya grows quiet and Shane tries not to let his anxiety get the better of him.
“I do not know,” Ilya finally says after a long pause. “I... am afraid it is not good idea.”
“Why would it not be a good idea?”
He doesn’t respond immediately and Shane sits quietly listening to Ilya’s breathing.
“I... nothing can change, Shane,” Ilya whispers. As much as the words send a gut punch through Shane’s stomach, he knows that they’re not said lightly. He can hear that it pains Ilya just as much to say them. “We cannot be more. We... I cannot go back to Russia if we are more. I do not know what they would do if they found out.”
“What if you stay here?”
“I would need citizenship.”
“Okay, so we do that.”
Ilya exhales sharply. “Is not that simple. I do not know that I want to be American.”
“Would you want to be Canadian?”
“I don’t know. Maybe. The boys in Canada are much cuter.”
“Really? I hadn’t noticed,” Shane teases back. He has a dopey smile on his face and he’s pretty sure he is blushing.
“Yes, boring too,” Ilya continues.
“So then you become Canadian.”
“Okay,” he says quietly as if he speaks too loudly the offer from Shane will be rescinded.
“Will you think some more about the cottage?” Shane asks again.
“Maybe,” is all Ilya responds.
“Talk tomorrow?” Shane asks and Ilya can hear that he’s fighting a yawn.
“Yes. Please. I will call?”
“Okay.”
 
Ilya hangs up the phone and lets it fall flat on his bare chest and thinks about the call. It’s silly, really, to be so scared about floating the idea that Ilya pursue Canadian citizenship. Shane isn’t the one who has final say on Ilya joining the Canadian population. But he can’t picture living in the same country as Shane without permission. If Shane were to pull back this future, Ilya would maybe move as far away as he could just to try and ease the hurt.
It is like that children’s book with the mouse and cookie. Ilya is the mouse and Shane is offering the cookie. Ilya will want milk and a home and a life forever and ever after that bite of cookie.
He thinks if goes to the cottage, he might never leave. A part of him will always sit out in one of those little chairs from Shane’s documentary, looking out at the lake and imagining a maybe future. Even worse, he might sit on that dock and propose to Shane with a million candles and try to claim this boy forever.
It would be easy to stay in Boston and miss him from afar. He’s done so for years.
He turns off his lights and tries to go to sleep without thinking of Shane. He succeeds in falling asleep, but nothing else.
 
“Do you think Ilya might want to come visit?” David asks over breakfast one morning. Shane nearly coughs on his eggs from being caught off guard.
“What, why?”
His father shrugs. “He’s out of Playoffs. Probably could use a hand while he rests those ribs.”
“Did Mom tell you about them?” Shane asks and his father smiles.
“She was complaining the whole night you told her and every night since that she’s seen him play,” David says. “I haven’t heard her so worked up since that one coach of yours didn’t want to play you because the other kids would ‘feel bad’.”
Shane snorts. “Yeah, I remember that.”
David watches Shane stab at his eggs and take a few more bites before he continues. “So? Will you invite him up?”
“I don’t think he would want to.”
“Why?”
Shane shrugs. Ilya has dodged him a few times regarding the Cottage visit. Always evasive with his answers like a trip into Canada might burn him. Shane thinks he gets it. The idea of Ilya visiting feels permanent, like a choice they can’t come back from. But he wants to choose that choice. He’s tired of chasing Ilya through a limbo.
David sighs. “Well, if you change your mind, your mom and I would love to have him stay up here with us. Or you two can go to your cottage, though your mom might have something to say about you leaving before you’re out of your sling.”
“I’m fine,” Shane rolls his eyes. “I’m a grown adult.”
“I know, Kiddo, with a boyfriend and everything.”
Shane feels himself grow still. Boyfriend. Ilya could be his boyfriend.
But he’s not. Because Ilya can’t be more. Won’t choose to be more. Russia won’t let them be more.
“He’s not...” Shane starts and David sits calmly while he works through the thought. It’s one thing he loves his dad for. His mother will barrel through a conversation with drill like precision while his father will sit and give space. It might be why his parents work so well together. Sometimes, Ilya reminds Shane of his father. As chaotic as Ilya can be, he’s quiet when Shane needs it, or will offer the puzzle piece that allows Shane to understand what’s happening in front of him.
Shane sighs and drops his fork. He doesn’t meet his father’s eyes. This conversation is too intense for him to force him to make eye contact. “I don’t think he wants that label. I... I know he’s scared. I’m scared. I don’t think I would have come out if it weren’t for the whole internet thing.” He waves his hand dismissively over his head and hopes his father understands without Shane needing to elaborate. “But I don’t know if that’s what he wants from me.”
“Have you asked?”
“Kinda,” Shane sighs. “I asked him if he wanted to be more. He said we can’t. And I know why. He still has his niece in Russia and he’ll never see her again if we chase a future together.”
“But you are together now?”
“I guess.”
David sighs and reaches across the table to grab Shane’s forearm and give it a squeeze. “Kiddo, I can’t speak for Ilya. I don’t want to speak for you. But I know I saw a scared, six foot tall Russian walk into your hospital room with a friend of yours who has complained about him for years and sit next to me and your mom in a chair just so he would have a chance to make sure you were still breathing.”
Shane stares at his father through a watery gaze. His cheeks hurt but he can’t bring himself to look away this time. What if he looks away and he misses something his father is trying to tell him?
“He sat there and he held your hand, and he listened to the nurses as they called him your partner,” David continues. “He smiled at the photos I sent him of you and complained about you with a level of affection I only reserve to complain about your mom with.”
David reaches out and wipes a fallen tear off Shane’s cheek.
“So maybe he’s not your boyfriend,” his father shrugs. “But I don’t think the lack of a title like that means he doesn’t care about you. I think he’s just scared to admit that he does care about you that way. And I think you should keep letting him in so he can keep caring for you.”
Shane swallows heavily and nods, finally dropping his gaze to his lap.
“Dad?” he asks after a long moment.
“Yeah, Son?”
Shane looks back up at his father, then the ceiling, then back down into his father’s eyes. “What if I tell him I love him and he doesn’t say it back?”
It’s David’s turn to have watery eyes. “Then you just keep loving him.”
His father stands and collects their plates to be washed in the kitchen. Shane ran his fingertip lightly over a divot in the table while listening to the sound of the sink and clinking of utensils. He was processing, but no real thoughts were filling his brain. Just a repeat of everything his father said. Everything he himself was feeling. Shane collected all of the pieces and tried to arrange them in his brain in a way that made sense with what he knew about... everything, really.
Eventually, David passed behind him on his way back through the house, leaving Shane alone with a single shoulder squeeze in farewell.
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  Cliff Marlow’s house is smaller than Ilya’s and is veritably a bachelor pad. The wall decor is mainly movie posters with sporadic photos of team events including choices from their post-cup win. Every photo shows the team in various stages of drunkenness and it makes an odd collection to highlight. The couches are leather with cup holders and reclining seats, but each seat the leather has creased and worn from the way every hockey player to grace Cliff’s living room has flopped down on the couch.
There’s a gym down the hall, similar to most of the homes of Ilya’s team members, though Marly seems to have a 50lb weight always abandoned next to the couch leftover from whatever movie he watched while doing curls. Ilya knows from staying over post-party that Marly’s cleaning service also comes three times a week because he hates messes but refuses to deep clean... or do laundry or any semblance of yardwork.
The two of them are parked on the leather couch, each with a beer in their respective cup holders and an X-Box controller in hand playing Chel. They’ve been at it for over an hour now joking and laughing as much as either of them can really enjoy in their bruised state. Ilya’s entire side is a mottled mess of bruises he’s been trying to downplay to Shane for days now. Yuna too, for that matter, since Shane is a traitor who showed her how bruised he was.
“I’m never playing your fucking year of Chel with you ever again,” Marly moans and tosses his controller onto the coffee table. All of the hard furniture in the apartment is dark wood with an industrial, iron bar look. It’s not ugly, it’s just very... American. “You’re fucking insufferable man.”
“Mm, big word,” Ilya chirps and ducks just enough to avoid a punch on the arm from Marly. He immediately regrets the action and winces as his ribs pull.
“Fuck, let me get you more ice, dude,” Marly says and stands to go back to the kitchen.
“I’m fine!” Ilya grumbles but it’s no use. Marly is already limping his way across the open floor plan to get a bag of peas for Ilya to pin up between his ribs and the sofa.
“Here,” Marly tosses the bag and Ilya catches it deftly. The man is what Ilya imagines a brother should be like. Never one to take shit and always willing to deal it out, but caring and supportive. It weirds Ilya out.
He nods in thanks to Marly and winces again as the cold of the peas presses against him through his tank.
“So,” Marly flops down onto the couch and the cushions let out a puff of air as they deflate suddenly. Ilya can clearly picture the way Shane would purse his lips in disapproval at the misuse of the furniture. “We gonna talk about it?”
“Talk about what,” Ilya sniffs and takes a pull from his beer. The lime in it drops back down towards the mouth of the bottle as he drinks the last of it.
Marly gives him a pointed look. “Bro, be real.”
Ilya shrugs.
“C’mon, how the fuck did you pull Hollander?”
Ilya raises his eyebrows and stares down his friend. “That’s what you want to fucking open with?”
“Yeah!” Marly throws his hands up. “So fucking what man! Hollander is notoriously, like, severe! And you’re...” he gestures vaguely up and down, “suave and shit.”
“What the fuck is suave? Is this because I am European? You are Xeno...”
“Xenophobic?”
“That makes more sense than the fucking aliens,” Ilya mumbles. Connors had made him watch the Alien movies before Playoffs because the man was ‘fucking tired’ of Ilya’s ‘shitty car movies’ and Xenomorph was the only word vaguely close that his brain was landing on.
“Whatever, man,” Marly pushes on. “I’m just saying I don’t give a fuck who you fuck I just wanna know how you pulled Hollander.”
Ilya rolls his eyes. “I pulled him because I am best player in NHL and sexiest one too.”
“Hollander was voted sexiest.”
“Panel was blind.”
Marly snorts and grabs both of their empty bottles before standing and limping once again to the kitchen. Ilya feels bad. Marly’s hamstring was strained after their last playoff match and his left elbow isn’t doing much better, though that injury is far less noticeable.
Ilya listens to the sounds of Marly popping two bottle caps and opening the little container of limes he cut earlier. It was weird to say the least to have someone acknowledge this thing between him and Shane so openly. It was weird enough when Shane was in the hospital and Yuna and David started treating him like he supposed to be there instead of the interloper he was.
Marly rounds the couch and extends Ilya’s beer to him. He accepts it and takes a sip while Marly sits back down.
“Am I overstepping?” Marly asks seriously. Ilya tips his head back on the cushion and rolls his head to look at his friend. The man is just looking at Ilya with a soft expression, one he normally never sees from any of his teammates. From anyone except maybe Sveta or Shane.
“No,” Ilya sighs. “No, you’re not. Me and Hollander... I do not know what we are.”
“That’s rough,” Marly says. “How long?”
Ilya shrugs and picks at the label on his bottle. “Awhile. Years. Since before Rookie year.”
“Before?” Marly’s jaw drops and he leans in. “Bro.”
“Shut up,” Ilya reaches out and shoves Marly back into his designated space. Marly laughs and shakes his head before taking a pull from his drink.
“Gotta hand it to ya, Roz, you never do things half way.”
“Don’t I fucking know it,” Ilya grumbles. He takes a deep breath and says, “I am bisexual.”
Marly smiles at him before reaching over and clapping him on the shoulder. “Kinda figured.”
“Ah, you are guru on gay?”
“Fuck you, man, I know things!” Marly yells in indignation. “But, I don’t know. Remember when we had that threesome after the cup?”
Ilya grins wolfishly. “Was nice.”
“Yeah,” Marly nods along with a fond smile. “You were pretty fucked up, though. Not too bad, I don’t think. But you offered to blow me.”
“Ah, sorry,” Ilya winces.
“Nah, but after it just got me thinking. Like, we’d all seen you pull chicks, but maybe sometimes you’d say a joke and then pretend you said it because English was your second language. Or maybe you’d stare too long at a guy across the room and then pretend you wanted whatever chick was closest.”
Ilya chews at his cheek and looks away.
“I’m not saying you’re obvious,” Marly reassures. “But I kinda had a feeling for a few years. Most of the guys just think Europeans are just different.”
“Stupid, we have Johannsson.”
“They’re not the brightest bunch,” Marly agrees. “But yeah, after you offered to blow me I kinda had a feeling. I didn’t think you remembered asking.”
“I do not,” Ilya shakes his head. He looks back over at his friend with a sad smile. “I am sorry if I made you uncomfortable.”
“Nah, man,” Marly grins and waves him off. “Was kinda nice. Now that I know for sure I almost wish I had said yes. I hear guys give better head.”
“Is true,” Ilya nods. “And I am best.”
“Whatever,” Marly snorts. “So. Hollander?”
Ilya throws his head back on the couch and lets out a dramatic groan. “Marlow you are like 12 year old girl. Fine. Yes. Hollander. I will tell you but this stays between us.”
“Shit, I know it does. I’m not an asshole.”
“No, no, I know,” Ilya is quick to reassure. “But he is like skittish deer. I cannot have him run off to fucking Rose Landry or whoever again.”
“Is he like you?”
Ilya raised his eyebrow in question. “Handsome? Russian? No, he is Hollander. He is boring.”
“Bisexual, asshole.”
“Ah, no, he is gay,” Ilya says. “And very shy. Would not want me telling you all his secrets.”
“Shit, he probably doesn’t even want me to know,” Marly groans. “Don’t tell him. I don’t wanna fuck things up for you guys. Shit—Rose Landry though? What the fuck was that? You were a mess for months, man.”
Ilya is sure his face is not coming off as indifferent as he would like it to appear. “Is nothing. Shane had to make sure he is gay. He is.”
“You, like, love the dude, don’t you?”
“You are a gossip,” Ilya tells him flatly.
“That’s a yes.”
Ilya stands up and decides the peas that have been pressed to his side need to be returned to the freezer. Marly twists on the couch to keep Ilya in his sights while Ilya opens the freezer and tosses the vegetable back in on top of a bag of dinosaur shaped nuggets.
The door shuts and the quiet they’re left in seems to calm Ilya. Maybe it’s the distance from the couch and the fact that he’s standing in Marly’s ugly dark kitchen with brown speckled counter tops.
“Yes, I love him,” Ilya sighs. “Is complicated.”
“Why? Does he not love you back?”
“I do not know,” Ilya admits and the words feel like a punch right to his solar plexus. He rubs the space idly as if it will sooth the pain, but no relief comes. He chances a look at his friend who is still twisted on the couch. With Marly’s limp, maybe he’ll stay over there. “I... You know of Russia?”
“Yeah, Roz, I know of Russia.”
Ilya snorts. “No, of propaganda law. I cannot be who I am and go home. I... I could be arrested if someone found out.”
“What?” Marly asks and now he stands, much to Ilya’s dismay, and closes the distance between them. Ilya watches as his friend moves to the bar stools at the counter. “Are you serious? Ilya, you go home every summer.”
Ilya gestures with an open arm to his side. “Yes. Obviously. I cannot be out and go home.”
“But if they find out?”
“Propaganda law is vague. I am celebrity so maybe me existing is promotion. I do not know,” Ilya says. “I don’t want to know.”
Marly lets out a low whistle. “Well, if Hollander won’t marry you for citizenship, just let me know. I got you, brother.”
Ilya rolls his eyes. “I am not marrying you for citizenship. I would marry Sveta.”
That gets a snort out of his friend. “Whatever, dude, I’m a catch. You wish you could have me.”
“Marly, I have smelled you after a game. I am surprised anyone wishes they could have you.”
Marly looks like he is going to retort but reconsiders. “Fair.”
Ilya rolls his eyes. “Can we stop gossiping about Hollander and play fucking Chel?”
Marly pushes back off his stool and limps back to the couch. Whatever man, I’m putting on Vaughn’s year.”
“Anything but fucking Kent,” Ilya agrees and follows his friend.
 
Shane is a planner. He takes after Yuna in this respect, but something about organization and neatness call to him at a fundamental level. He held off on Ilya’s pursuit of him early in their relationship out of fear and subsequently spent two years planning out how to safely hide a tryst with his rival. The document is still saved on his laptop containing his research into the Montreal real estate market, the permits needed for housing over a commercial space, the loan application process, the various banks he reached out to with their rates and terms, and everything that went into becoming a landlord who would need to potentially hire a point of contact to handle repairs and tenancy issues while he was on the road.
The file itself ended up being 3gbs in depth and had several spreadsheet tabs with photos, color coordination, and external links.
It was not the first spreadsheet he ever made, and it was most certainly not the last.
Finding himself tucked over his laptop while ESPN played highlights of the Admiral’s Conference Finals Run was the least unlikely scenario he expected himself to be in.
Canadian Immigration. Russian dual-citizenship laws. Russian LGBT laws and their nuanced, gray implications. Current NHL team caps. The public information on Ilya’s contract with the Raiders and how long he has before he enters free agency. Potential logistics for which team he would transfer to and what that would look like to continue being long distance. The housing market in Boston and what Zillow currently considers Ilya’s home worth versus what it was purchased for in 2012 (Ilya will make two million on it).
The file is not quite as large as the file Shane created for what eventually was dubbed his “sex condo” by Ilya, but it was quickly approaching it.
Best estimate was that Ilya might see Permanent Residency by 2020, maybe a bit faster if Shane were to marry Ilya, but not considerably.
Something twists in his stomach at the idea of marrying Ilya only for paperwork. He’s never thought of his wedding. Anytime weddings were brought up as a potential future for Shane, he felt sick imagining himself standing before his family in front of a bride. It felt...embarrassing, maybe. Like they would know something about the situation he did not.
Maybe in hindsight the image was always wrong because it should have been another groom standing across from him.
Shane chews on his hoodie string as he thinks about the last time he’d seen Ilya in a tux and how fun it had been to take said tux back off of him.
The most immediate hurdle is which team to transfer to. Ilya needs to get to Canada and that means joining a Canadian team when he hits free agency. Shane flags the cells with missing answers, like the contact information of Ilya’s agent and PR person.
Toronto, Winnipeg, Vancouver, Edmonton, Calgary, and Ottawa are all non-Montreal contenders. Toronto is an immediate no based on Dallas Kent and Troy Barrett’s reputation alone. Neither yield friendly chirps on ice and Shane has been called a fag by Kent more in the last four months than the entirety of his career. It’s clear he’s gone the same route of opinion Comeau has.
Unfortunately, that is the only team within the Eastern Conference besides Montreal and Ottawa. And Ottawa hasn’t even made it to Playoffs since Shane was 9.
Not exactly a stunning landing spot for the second player in the NHL and 2014 Stanley Cup Winner. But they do have plenty of cap space, so Shane leaves them as the team to direct potential focus on for Ilya.
Vancouver might have been a decent option were it not two hours behind them in time zone and would essentially guarantee that he and Ilya would see one another even less. Winnipeg isn’t that much better of a team than Ottawa but like Vancouver, Edmonton, and Calgary, it is also in the Western Conference.
So... Ottawa.
Shane sighs at the thought. It would essentially relegate Ilya to the bottom of the league. Hell, Shane only has Ottawa listed as one of his modified no-trade clause teams because he’s from there. Not because he ever thought he’d play there. He loves Montreal... mostly.
His relationship with the team has been rough, lately. The radio silence following his accident hasn’t helped him feel better about things, either. Shane has long suspected that the team has had a second group chat without him, but the fact that the one he was a part of has not been messaged in since two days prior to his hit from Marlow, that assumption is all but confirmed fact.
Shane supposes that Hayden or JJ would tell him if he asked, but he doesn’t really want the confirmation.
“Mmm, that’s a lot of thought for a concussion,” Yuna teases as she walks past Shane. He automatically flinches and moves to angle his screen down.
“Uh, hey,” he says nervously. Definitely not the unaffected and casual vibe he wants to project. “What’re you doing?”
Yuna pauses and looks down at Shane. “Well, I was getting water, but now I’m wondering why you’re so cagey. I know it’s a spreadsheet on that screen and not porn, but why are you hiding a spreadsheet like it’s porn?”
“Jesus, Mom,” he gripes. “Don’t say porn.”
“Shane, I’m in my 50’s.”
“You’re still my mom!”
“Shane,” she levels him with a dry look. “You honestly cannot pretend your father and I don’t have sex.”
“Oh, ew!”
“Especially when you’ve been seeing your man ‘not seriously’ since you were practically a Rookie.”
“Mom!” Shane protests and scrubs both his hands over his face. He can feel his entire face warm with embarrassment. “Please do not mention me and Ilya having sex.”
“It’s natural, honey,” Yuna teases. She comes around Shane’s back and squeezes both her hands on his shoulder before ducking in to quickly kiss his cheek. “All I’m saying is that whatever is on that spreadsheet can’t be worse.”
Shane pretends to pull away from her kiss but it’s all a show. Part of him really does love that his Mom still acts the same with him as she did when he was really little. Less so when she’s controlling, but her affection for him seemingly unchanged and long-lasting warms him from the inside.
“Fine,” he sighs and tips his screen up. “I’m researching immigration for Ilya.”
“He’s going to immigrate?” she asks in surprise. “To America?”
“No, here,” he continues. “He said he’s not sure he’d want American citizenship, especially with how that country is.”
“Canadian citizenship would be better for both of you long term,” Yuna muses. “This is a screen about team caps, though.”
“I know, I’m trying to figure out what are viable options.”
“Ottawa,” Yuna says without even digging in any further into his research. “He can’t go to Montreal.”
“Yeah, we don’t have the space.”
“No, but also your teammates are not treating you well, either.”
Shane bites his tongue. He feels like saying it out loud would be disloyal to the team that drafted him. The guys just need to get used to things, probably. Maybe if Shane came out officially, they’d be able to move forward.
“Don’t pretend it’s not happening, Shane,” Yuna says firmly and shifts so she’s squatting by his shoulder and eye level with him. Her hand brushes back his bangs and runs down the side of his head to cup his cheek tenderly. “I know things aren’t right. Hayden does too and so does Ilya.”
“You talked to Ilya about it?”
“Only in the hospital,” she admits. “I asked. Hayden wouldn’t elaborate, but I thought maybe you’d told him. And you hadn’t. That’s how I know it’s serious.”
Shane looks blankly over her shoulder, gaze not locked on anything.
“It’s fine, there’s nothing to say.”
She strokes her thumb over his cheekbone but nods. He knows this conversation isn’t over, but she’s clearly willing to table it for now.
“Okay, so we get Ilya to Ottawa, then what?”
Shane turns back to his spreadsheet. “I have a list of potential immigration lawyers, three of which are bilingual and speak Russian, but I don’t know if that is something we should consider, especially given the reasoning for his coming here.”
“The Anti-LGBT laws,” Yuna nods along.
“Right. We don’t know for sure where their loyalty might lay and I don’t want to risk it,” he continues. “I have others that are English or English/French speaking that we can utilize. Ilya’s agent will have to do a lot of the heavy lifting on getting him to Ottawa, but for immigration they won’t be needed quite as much.”
“And you intend for him to pursue an athletic based immigration?”
“Yes, he already has the necessary years within the org to qualify, he just lacks the residency that a team gives him.”
“His contract is up next year?”
“Yeah, he’ll be free agent next July.”
Yuna hums again to herself thoughtfully. “Share that with me. I want to look it over.”
“Really?” he looks at her in surprise.
“Of course,” she says firmly. “If he’s going to leave a team that drafted him, we need to be solid in our plan. It’s not an ideal solution, him leaving Boston, but it would work.”
“You’re upset about the loyalty.”
She scoffs but Shane can tell she’s trying to cover up her feelings. “You do.”
“Shane,” she says. “I want what’s best for you. And if that means Ilya joins the bottom team of the league than that’s what we focus on.”
“Ottawa would never be bottom team with Buffalo.”
Yuna laughs and leans in to press a kiss to Shane’s forehead. “That’s my boy. Send that file.”
“Yes, ma’am,” he laughs. It feels good to have his mom in his corner about Ilya. It’s a reality he never thought he’d get.
The hard part will be the next step: Getting Ilya to accept it.
 
His house is too big. From his position on the oversized couch, Ilya can see most of his living room, the stairs, and out into his backyard. It’s a gorgeous home, and he’s loved living far enough outside Boston to enjoy his own space in this way.
But when he reaches out on the couch to where Shane sat last year, no one reaches back. His bed is cold on one side, the way it always has been. His kitchen has only his food in it. His laundry is not sorted by color or fabric type. His garage has no boring vehicles in it.
The house alarm chirps with the front door unlocking. Ilya would probably be scared had he not immediately heard Sveta’s fancy boots clicking along his floors and echoing through the too big house.
“Why are you still here?” Sveta asks accusingly in rapid Russian.
Ilya shrugs and then immediately winces as the movement aggravates his bruised ribs. They were still a mottled green color, only a week off the end of his playoff run and a few days into the Conference Finals.
“Baby,” she mutters and flops down with enough drama to make him worry the couch movement would hurt his ribs more. She lands a whole cushion apart and then turns to lay with the top of her head at his hip. He doesn’t hesitate to start playing with the springiest curls on the top of her head.
“Have you come to bully me?”
“As if I do anything else,” she scoffs. “You make it so easy, moping shirtless on the couch like a sad Victorian child.”
“I am not a Victorian child.”
“You are! So scandalized by feelings and choosing to mourn for eternity instead of getting over yourself.”
“I am not mourning,” Ilya sniffs and grinds down his jaw.
Sveta tips her head up to see him better and raises her eyebrows.
He rolls his eyes and pinches his thumb and finger together so close they almost touch. “Fine, I am maybe moping a little.”
“You do not win the Cup,” she shrugs. “Your team wasn’t going to this year. This is Scott Hunter’s year. He has been playing like a man rejuvenated.”
Ilya blows a raspberry that Sveta ignores.
“And you are here on your couch in Boston.”
“Where else would I be?”
“Ottawa.”
He rolls his eyes. He cannot visit Shane.
“I have had enough of this,” she proclaims and sits up. “When you are ready to admit you do not want to be here, let me know. But I am turning on Love Island and we shall judge everyone on their hotness and how annoying they are.”
“Fine,” he says begrudgingly, but they both know it’s an act. They love to be mean together and bitch. It’s their favorite hobby.
 
Four episodes later, Ilya feels like he’s going insane and forces himself to get up off the couch and shower. His back is sore from not moving because of his ribs. Every time Sveta makes him laugh, he winces and that just makes him hurt even more. He’s tired of icing his ribs. He runs too hot to turn the air conditioner off but the ice makes him too cold, something he’ll never admit to anyone including Sveta.
The tv prompts them to watch House Hunters next and that only makes him sad. It’s the exact type of show he imagines Shane pretends he doesn’t love to watch.
He tells Sveta he needs a shower to wash out his brain from the trash tv and she doesn’t question it. She’s left alone on the couch scrolling her phone as he pads back upstairs slowly and out of sight.
Ilya’s shower is roomy. Too roomy. It’s the perfect size to fit two adult male hockey players in and feels even better when two adult male hockey players are fucking in it. He loves the way Shane’s moans echo around the room when he’s on his knees blowing Shane.
The counter is wide with something his real estate agent called a “his and her” sink set up. The second time Shane came over, the two of them brushed their teeth over each sink at the same time while grinning frothy smiles of toothpaste at each other. It was silly and fun and now Ilya just stands here alone.
“Fuck,” he curses under his breath.
His bed is far too big. Why he ever thought he needed a king-sized bed is beyond him. But it was insanely fun and perfect to roll around in with Shane. They could rough house and wrestle until Shane pretended to lose, and then Ilya could take him apart bit by bit on the dark sheets.
His phone dings and from where Ilya had abandoned it on the mattress ahead of his shower and he catches sight of ‘Jane’ message notifications.
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Groupchat/To: Jane

Person A:



My mother casually mentioned that Addias should sponsor you
Person A:



Be honest
Person A:



Is this a horrible stereotype she’s perpetuating?
Person A:



Also, you should be scared
Person A:



I think she’s trying to figure out how to represent you

 

Ilya snorts at the message. He can picture Yuna very clearly talking her thought process out loud while furiously texting out emails on her phone. He has no doubt she would be contacting Adidas on his behalf the moment she figured out how to be considered his representation.
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Groupchat/To: Jane

Person B:



Do I get to pose shirtless
Person A:



God I hope so
Person B:



Hmmmm
Person B:



Hollander if you want to see me without clothes you only need to ask
Person A:



I’m at my parents
Person B:



Yes I know
Person A:



I cannot sext you from my parents’ couch
Person B:



I only offered photo
Person B:



Very presumptuous to assume I am sexting you
Person A:



Presumptuous
Person B:



Very good word
Person B:



Describes nice canadian boys very well

 



Ilya is left on read. He tosses the phone back on his bed and pretends he’s not waiting for another message to come through. Shane might drop the conversation. Maybe he got distracted with something. Maybe he’s mad Ilya flirted.
Regardless, Ilya grabs his favorite pants and tugs them on over his boxers, ignoring the white stripes that run up the outer legs of the garment as if he didn’t grab this pair on purpose.
With a wicked grin, he snatches his phone back up and steps over to his full-length mirror. He flexes a few times, angling his body just so, and then snaps a photo and sends it to Shane.
His phone chimes almost immediately.
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Groupchat/To: Jane

Person A:



Fuck
Person A:



Ilya
Person A:



I’m going to have to delete that.
Person A:



Fuck 
Person B:



What’s wrong, Hollander?
Person B:



I am proving I would be great brand ambassador
Person B:



No rolex ambassador, you see
Person B:



Much sexier
Person A:



Your ribs are still so bruised
Person B:



I am trying to be sexy
Person B:



You are turned on by hockey injuries?
Person A:



No
Person A:



Are you icing that?
Person B:



Of course
Person B:



Send me sexy photo back so I can heal faster
Person A:



That’s not how that works
Person B:



Is russian health you would not understand
Person A:



I’ll send you a photo if you send me proof you’re icing them
Person B:



Shaannneeeeeeee
Person B:



You kill me
Person A:



Go ice your ribs.
Person B:



Later.
Person B:



I just came off rib icing period
Person A:



Of course you did. 🙄

 

Ilya carefully heads back downstairs, ignoring Sveta laying out on the couch and going directly back towards his freezer and snatching up a tea towel on the way. Within a minute he has an entire towel full of ice tied up and resting against his ribs.
“Sveta,” he calls out and heads back over to his living room. “Take a photo for Jane.”
She quirks an eyebrow but says nothing as she reaches her hand out for his phone. He doesn’t pull any facial expression as she snaps the photo, but he does flex his abdominal muscles just a bit and ignores the pain in his ribs.
“You are pathetic,” Sveta says as she hands him back his phone.
Ilya blows a raspberry but stretches out on the couch anyways and lets the towel sit on his bruises. He realizes she’s already sent the photo to Shane when Shane’s reply comes through.
Ilya grins. Shane has taken a selfie of himself sitting on the couch in his glasses, the straps of his sling still visible over his shoulder, and freckles very much on display.
And Shane is smiling.
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Groupchat/To: Jane

Person B:



You are beautiful
Person A:



Shut up
Person B:



Very pretty in your glasses
Person A:



Sorry we can’t all be sexy with bruised ribs
Person B:



So you admit you think I’m sexy
Person A:



I’m gonna stop texting
Person B:



Nooooooo
Person B:



Shane come back
Person B:



You are so handsome and sexy
Person A:



I sent you a photo of me in glasses
Person B:



Yes this is why I think these things
Person B:



I want to fuck you while you wear nothing but your glasses
Person A:



Stop
Person A:



I’m at my parents
Person B:



Yes you have said
Person B:



Do not let them read our texts and you will be fine
Person A:



Fuck off
Person B:



You are hard on the family couch
Person B:



Aren't you?
Person A:



Leave me alone
Person B:



I am right
😈
Person A:



Who took that photo of you?
Person B:



Sveta
Person B:



She broke into my home and now she sits here and bullies me
Person A:



Mmm a woman after my own heart
Person B:



That is not funny
Person B:



You are super gay
Person B:



Do not try to date Sveta
Person A:



We have so much in common though
Person B:



Нет
Person B:



No
Person B:



This is not funny
Person A:



I’m not going to date Svetlana relax 

 

Ilya types out multiple responses.
Do not date anyone.
Good, she is not your type.
Only I get you.
 
He ultimately sends “Good” and drops his phone down to his chest. The tv is still paused and Sveta is scrolling far too fast on Twitter to even be reading any tweets. He closes his eyes and dozes long enough for the ice to melt through the towel and only then does he move and decide to put a shirt on.
 
Three days later, Sveta is still lingering at Ilya’s with zero intent to leave as much as he can tell. She’s stayed in his guest room the entire time. The first night, she’d leveled him with an “are you fucking serious?” glare when he’d asked her confusedly where she was going when she didn’t lay down with him.
Each night she would watch tv with him either on the couch or in his room and then make it a point to go down the hall and leave him to sleep alone.
The Admirals are going to win the Conference Finals. That much is obvious. They might even take it in four games tonight with how well they’re playing. The poor Carolina team suffered too many injuries in their second round to stand up to whatever super juice Scott Hunter has been drinking every morning.
“Of course they will win,” Sveta says when Ilya poses the possibility. “This is Scott Hunter’s year.”
“Shane’s mother thinks the same thing,” he says automatically. He rolls his eyes when Sveta smirks at him.
“Oh, and you spoke with her?”
“Obviously not,” Ilya shrugs. His ribs finally don’t ache with every breath and now he can pretend nonchalance far easier. “Shane said so last round.”
“She is a smart woman,” Sveta hums. “I would like to meet her.”
“Absolutely not.”
“She and I must gab about business.”
“You want to meet every woman connected to Shane.”
“Mm, yes,” she agrees. “I must steal Rose Landry’s wardrobe and pick Yuna Hollander’s thoughts for Hockey.”
“You are too terrifying.”
“Bore,” she accuses. “You ruin my fun because you are far too selfish with your precious Jane.”
“He is not my Jane.”
“He is your Shane,” Sveta says pointedly. He eyes her out of the side and says nothing.
At the first intermission, Admirals are up by two and Sveta looks at him smugly before getting up to grab something from the kitchen.
He reaches for his phone and smiles when he sees not a text from Jane, but a text from David.
All it says is, “They’ve been arguing about the tripping call” and has an attached photo of Yuna holding a wine glass with pursed lips and Shane in his sling with his good hand outstretched like he’s trying to make a point. Ilya grins as he sees the frustrated furrow in Shane’s brow.
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Groupchat/To: David

Person B:



Who is winning?
Person A:



Neither.
Person A:



They’re both too stubborn.
😂
Person A:



Still at least four more games of this.
Person B:



Are they always this bad?
Person A:



Worse when Shane is in playoffs.
Person A:



Actually, when you are too.
Person A:



I’m not sure I connected the dots before. Shane was especially intense your Cup year.
Person B:



And what did Yuna say that year?
Person A:



She refused to admit you would win it until Shane’s team was out.
Person A:



I think she knew, though.
Person B:



My best friend wants to meet her.
Person B:



Svetlana. She is daughter of Raider’s goalie Sergei Vetrov.
Person A:



Hell of a goalie.
Person B:



He is very impressive.
Person B:



She knows more hockey than anyone I’ve ever met.
Person B:



Even Shane.
Person A:



That is far more impressive.
Person A:



You and she should come up this summer. We could host you all.
Person A:



I make a mean chicken parm.
Person B:



I love chicken parm.
Person B:



Italian food is very good.
Person A:



Better than Russian?
Person B:



Of course not
Person B:



Russian everything is better.
Person A:



Of course haha.
Person A:



I think Shane would love to see you this summer.
Person A:



He talks about you constantly.
Person B:



Really?
Person A:



Yes. It’s always ‘Ilya this’ and ‘Ilya that’.
Person A:



I think he and Yuna are fighting for biggest fans of you.
Person B:



I am biggest fan of Shane.
Person B:



I did not know he talked about me.
Person A:



I think it makes him happy to.
Person A:



He was so quiet about everything until this year.
Person A:



I’m glad Yuna and I got to meet you. You’re a good kid.
Person B:



I am happy to meet you both too.
Person B:



You are very good parents. Shane is very lucky.
Person A:



We’re the lucky ones.
Person A:



But you already know how great Shane is.
Person B:



I do.
Person B:



He is special.
Person A:



That he is.

 

Ilya doesn’t respond back. His throat is tight and he doesn’t want to cry. Sveta returns with a bowl of something salty that he declines when she offers.
Carolina scores once in the third period and nothing else, sending New York on to the Cup Finals. He watches with mild envy as the Admirals dog pile together on the ice to celebrate, Hunter slapping every teammate he can touch on the back. Ilya remembers how excited he was the only time the Raiders had gotten that far. They partied in Boston hard that night and then immediately recentered their focus onto the Cup.
An hour later, David texts him again. It’s a photo of Shane asleep on the couch, still in his sling but with his glasses askew and barely touching his nose as the cushion he’s resting on pushes them up at an angle.
“Fuck,” Ilya says and immediately swipes out of the text.
“What?” Sveta asks and looks over at him. She must see something in his expression because she smiles at him in a way that looks like she’s won something.
“I’m going to Ottawa.”
“Good,” Sveta approves. “When?”
“I don’t know. I need to buy a ticket.”
“So do that.”
Ilya nods and reopens his message to David.
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Groupchat/To: David

Person B:



How soon would I be able to come up there?
Person A:



I could pick you up from the airport any time. Just say when.

 

Ilya opens his travel app and types in BOS to YOW in their respective filter spots. He has the first flight with the smallest layover for tomorrow that he sees booked and sends the screenshot to David.
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Groupchat/To: David

Person A:



See you then, Son.
Person B:



Don’t tell Shane
Person B:



I will surprise him.
Person A:



Our secret.
Person A:



Go pack and get some sleep.
Person B:



Yes sir
Person B:



Thank you
Person A:



You’re always welcome here.

 

Ilya tears up a little and sniffs. When Sveta looks at him with a curious expression, he turns the phone to her and lets her see the exchange.
“Oh, Ilyushka,” she croons and reaches up to pet his hair. “I like your father-in-law.”
“Me too,” he says and doesn’t bother denying it.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Several of you commented that you were so excited to see Ilya and Cliff's convo and I had just... never written it? So for those of you that left that comment, thank you. Because it WAS bothering me I never showed it but I thought maybe no one would notice. And y'all did and I think the work is better for it.

Everyone please say "Thank you, David!" because this man is out here telling both of them to get it together and stop fighting it. I just really, really love David Hollander and I don't think there's anything wrong with that. Also, free Dylan Walsh's cameo. Thank you.


  


      

  












      Chapter 10: Chapter 10
  



    Chapter Notes

      This chapter has a brief conversation in the beginning regarding past infertility. If this is a subject that is triggering or unpleasant to you, please consider skipping from "Has Shane ever mentioned...." until the line "And that was Shane?"


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  By noon, Ilya’s connecting flight is touching down in Ottawa and walking as briskly through the airport as possible without drawing attention. He’s in sunglasses with the same ball cap from the hospital slung low over his brow and curls tucked up inside. His shirt is black and non-descript, but only as he enters the Canadian airport does he realize that black might be more recognizable for him than any other color. He’s always in a jersey for promotional photos, and now here he is in a shirt the same color in one of the most dedicated Hockey hotspots of North America.
No one seems to recognize him, though, and he counts his blessings or whatever the Americans say as he crosses over to the parking garage.
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Groupchat/To: David

Person B:



Almost there
Person A:



2nd floor Section G

 

Ilya follows the signs and notes the single headlight flash of a dark SUV in the corner by the emergency stairs. David gets out of the vehicle and immediately reaches for Ilya’s bags. He wears the same style sunglasses Shane likes to.
“Let me get those,” David says and Ilya puts up only a minimal fight. It was a bitch to move his carry-on into the overhead storage and back for each flight. “How are your ribs.”
“They do not hurt so badly when I sneeze anymore,” Ilya jokes and David shoots him a smile as he loads the bag into the trunk.
“Shane is going to baby you,” the older man warns. Ilya pulls a face but it’s probably transparent. The idea of Shane doting on him sounds nice. “Though, Yuna is going to mother hen both of you with your injuries, so just watch out.”
“She was so worried about Shane,” Ilya nods. The two men share a knowing look.
David starts the vehicle and pulls out onto the highways heading north. Ilya recognizes the stretch of road for a short period from his games here, but beyond that it is very unfamiliar to him.
“Has Shane ever mentioned why he’s an only child?” David breaks the silence. Ilya shakes his head. “Yuna and I really struggled to have a kid. And this was the 90’s, so we had some assistance medically, but it wasn’t like it was today. And healthcare was so different back then, anyways. So much has been learned.”
Ilya sits quietly as David speaks. There’s no navigation up, so he has no idea how long they will be traveling for, but there’s a comfort in David’s posture that tells Ilya he knows this city well.
“She lost two kids before Shane.”
“I’m sorry.”
David smiles sadly. “It was tough. Really tough. Yuna almost divorced me, I think, after the second one. She was so upset, so emotionally wrecked. We were so scared for weeks on that second baby that when we got to four months, I think we both thought we’d be safe. It was devastating.”
David sniffs and shoots an apologetic look to Ilya.
“We almost didn’t try again,” he continues. “And then she got pregnant. She was so careful about everything. Just so nervous all the time but she listened to every baby book we’d bought in the prior years.”
“And that was Shane?”
“That was Shane,” David nods. “He wasn’t even premature. Born with perfectly healthy lungs. Screamed like the devil.”
Ilya chuckles.
“Yuna doted on him so much. She still does. I do too, for the record,” David laughs, “but she’s far more of a menace to him than me.”
“She loves him very much.”
“She does.”
Ilya marinates in the silence for a minute before his curiosity gives in. “Why are you telling me this?”
David taps his fingers on the steering wheel for a moment in thought. “She has a lot of love to give, I think. So do I. We always wanted at least two kids, but we stopped with Shane for her health. I don’t know if she and I could survive losing another child. But we always wanted a full house. I guess I just want to say that we’re very happy you’re here, Ilya.”
Ilya’s cheeks ache as he fights back the tears that he knows are coming. He bites his tongue and looks out the window. When the hot drops of water finally escape, he privately hopes David won't say anything.
He sniffs as subtly as he can and David reaches over to pat his knee affectionately.
“Are you hungry? Thirsty? There’s a Tims on the way, but we could stop elsewhere.”
“I am okay,” Ilya says. His accent is thick and he’s embarrassed by the way it sounds. Like he’s stepped off a plane for the first time in North America.
“I’ve got the Chicken Parm prepped,” David continues on, not acknowledging the emotions Ilya is working through. “We can do an early dinner, maybe, if you’re hungrier later.”
“That would be nice,” Ilya says. “Thank you.”
“Of course,” David nods. “Anything.”
Ilya is not sure he truly means anything, but it is easy to believe David at face value. They did not get as much one on one time in the hospital as Ilya and Yuna had, but he seems exactly as kind right now as he did then.
David exits the freeway and gets onto a two-lane road lined with trees. Mailboxes are the only indicator homes exist along this stretch, but the foliage is thick enough to not catch more than the occasional glimpse of homes.
“There’s a lot of cottages in this area,” David explains. “Shane’s is further up than ours, but it’s still close by. He’s been staying at our family one.”
“Is it nice having him home?” Ilya asks. He’s a glutton for punishment, maybe, because never once has he felt like anyone has been happy to have him come home.
“Of course,” David nods. “Would be nicer if he didn’t have a broken collar, but at least he didn’t break a tooth this time.”
Ilya snorts. “One time I broke a tooth right before I flew to Russia. Had to fly 20 hours with an exposed nerve.”
“Bad luck,” David chuckles. “Which one?”
“Incisor.”
“Shane broke his first tooth in Juniors,” David says. “Someone tossed a puck towards the bench during a warm up and it caught Shane in the mouth. Maybe three months before the first time you two competed.”
“I broke my first tooth at fourteen,” Ilya says without thinking. “Ah, not Hockey.”
His brother pushed him face first into a metal bench.
“At least you were ready to fit in,” David teases and Ilya is grateful the man doesn’t ask for any more elaboration. “We’re almost there, by the way.”
David turns down a street with only two other inhabitants that he can spot and then down a drive barely tucked away by trees. The yard isn’t too large and there’s only a nice little garden of native plants in the center for decoration with bushes and flowers lining the porch.
“He does not know I’m here?” Ilya asks.
“No, I’m supposed to be running an errand to the bank.”
They get out of the vehicle and David steps around back to retrieve Ilya’s suitcase again. Ilya doesn’t fight him, but he does wait to follow David into the house.
“I’m home!” David calls as he steps inside. Ilya steps in and tugs the door behind him. He can already hear ESPN running a recap of the game from two nights ago, the familiar names of the Admirals players being discussed in detail.
“Mom’s out back,” Shane says and Ilya grins at the sound of his voice. It’s so obvious Shane is distracted, probably on his phone. It doesn’t even sound like he’s looked up.
David steps into the living room, setting the suitcase down behind the couch. It’s a brown couch, older in style and well worn. There’s a crochet blanket thrown over the back neatly. A wall is blocking Ilya’s view of Shane, but he’s spotted Shane’s feet kicked up on the armrest.
His phone vibrates against his thigh and he tugs it out long enough to see Jane across the text preview.
“Whatcha up to?” David asks casually.
“Uh, nothing,” Shane says quickly. “Why?”
David shrugs. Ilya immediately recognizes where the failure to act casually comes from. Shane has the same awkward look on his face when he’s trying to pretend to be cool.
“Why are you being weird?” Shane asks suspiciously. Shane brings his feet in and sits up on the couch. The movement brings the back of Shane’s head into view, and Ilya’s throat tightens in anticipation.
This is the last moment he has before he finds out if this was a good idea or not.
It’s probably a good idea, no?
David only turns his gaze back towards Ilya.
Shane follows it frowning. “What--”
Ilya grins as Shane’s expression moves from confused to shock, his jaw dropping open speechlessly.
“Hello,” Ilya smiles.
“Holy fuck,” Shane breathes out. A split second later he’s climbing over the couch with the ease of a Hockey Player who has jumped the boards thousands of times prior and barreling into Ilya’s arms. Ilya catches him as carefully as he can for both Shane’s shoulder and Ilya’s ribs, but he still manages to get the wind knocked out of him with the force of Shane’s collision.
“Holy fuck, you’re here,” Shane mumbles into Ilya’s shirt. His fist is tightly gripping Ilya’s shirt, twisting the fabric up and tightening his collar enough to boarder on uncomfortable.
Ilya pulls Shane in as tightly as he can without risk of squishing Shane’s arm in the sling between them.
“You fucking came here,” Shane says again.
“I did,” Ilya says and tucks his face down into Shane’s neck. He presses a light kiss to the exposed skin there. “I’m sorry I did not come sooner.”
“No, no,” Shane shakes his head. “It’s okay. You’re here.”
Ilya nods and lets his eyes drift up to David. Yuna has apparently come in quietly from wherever she had been. Her eyes are watery as David tucks her into his side and they watch the reunion.
“Fuck, I’m so glad you’re here,” Shane says and finally steps back. He reaches for the back of Ilya’s head, tugging him in for a kiss polite enough for company had it not extended for as long as it actually does. Ilya taps lightly at Shane’s ribs. It must be enough of a message because Shane looks over his shoulder to his parents and immediately steps to the side so there’s space between the two of them.
“Glad to see you, Ilya,” Yuna says with a watery smile. “Shane, why don’t you show Ilya to your room?”
“My room?”
Yuna looks amused. “Unless you intend for him to be down the hall in the guest room?”
Shane shakes his head and immediately snags Ilya’s bag with his good arm. “Right, um, this way.”
“I can carry my bag,” Ilya protests but follows Shane. He throws an eye roll towards Shane’s parents as he passes.
“How’re your ribs?”
“Fine.”
“Mmhmm,” Shane hums unconvinced. He opens the second door from the end of the hall and leads them in, setting the bag to the side.
Ilya looks around. There are hockey posters all over the walls and at least one of them is an outdated calendar from several years ago of players with no shirts on.
Ilya grins at Shane and points to it.
“Fuck off,” Shane mumbles. He’s blushing and Ilya laughs.
“You are super gay,” Ilya declares.
“I’m normal gay.”
“Mm, no,” Ilya tilts his head. “Definitely super. Do not know how you dated women.”
“Fuck off,” Shane says and steps back into Ilya’s space to kiss him again. He’s smiling against Ilya’s lips and it’s a feeling Ilya thinks he’d chase forever. “I can’t believe you fucking flew here.”
Ilya shrugs casually. “It is fastest way to Canada.”
Shane rolls his eyes. “You didn’t tell me.”
“Is that okay?” Ilya asks. He eyes Shane out of the corner of his eye while he pretends to inspect the room.
“Of course, you’re always welcome.”
Warmth blooms in Ilya’s stomach. “Your dad asked me.”
“So, you’re visiting him,” Shane doesn’t ask it like a question. There’s a current of humor, but Ilya thinks maybe Shane is hurt.
Ilya steps over to the bed and tugs Shane down next to him.
“I am visiting you,” he promises. “I maybe fought myself on it. Your dad... He is very kind. Sent me a photo.”
Shane waits while Ilya unlocks his phone and navigates to the message thread with David.
“Ugh,” he says as Ilya pulls the photo up. “That’s so embarrassing.”
“Maybe,” Ilya grins and kisses Shane quickly. “But it made me think about how I could come to Canada and see a beautiful boy sleep on the couch like that at any time. I just needed to be a little brave, maybe.”
Shane melts visibly at the words. He reaches up and strokes Ilya’s cheek, thumb brushing back and forth across his cheekbone and running over the mole there.
“You’re very brave,” Shane tells him. “Always.”
Ilya works his jaw and pushes past the emotion.
“I also maybe was tired of Sveta staring at me accusingly. She broke into my house and asked why I was there and not here in Ottawa.”
“I want to meet her,” Shane grins.
“Definitely not,” Ilya levels Shane with a look. It’s a farce. Ilya would love nothing more than to make Sveta experience boring Hollander Canada with him.
Shane kisses him again, slow and without heat.
“I am really glad you’re here.”
“Me too,” Ilya says. And then, because he cannot help himself, “Your dad has promised me Chicken Parm.”
Shane pushes Ilya’s chest back and laughs. “Fuck you, you are just here for my dad.”
“No,” Ilya whines and tugs at Shane’s shirt to bring him close again. Shane playfully fights him off. “I am also here for the Italian Food.”
“That’s enough,” Shane cackles. He reaches his good hand up to Ilya’s face and forces it away from him, standing for extra leverage to push Ilya down into the comforter. “You’re done. Get outta here.”
Ilya rolls off the bed and swings both arms around Shane’s waist to lift him off the ground slightly. He’s rewarded with startled laughter and Shane hooking his arm around Ilya’s shoulder for yet another kiss.
God, they were going to be able to kiss however long they wanted, weren’t they?
“I am happy,” Ilya whispers against Shane’s lips.
“Me too,” Shane whispers back.
 
“How can I help?” Ilya asks David and Yuna. Shane has perched himself against the doorway to the kitchen but Ilya has stepped in and is peering over the shoulders of Shane’s parents. David is breading chicken and Yuna seems to be in the early stages of making a marinara.
“You don’t need to do anything, honey,” Yuna promises.
“Mm, no, Shane is not pulling his weight, I should help.”
“Fuck off, I’m broken!” Shane yells. David and Yuna exchange a grin.
“Well, when you put it that way,” David says in a light tone. “Shane has been slacking. We could use someone on salad duty.”
“Ah, Shane’s rabbit food,” Ilya nods studiously.
Yuna gestures her sauce spoon towards the fridge. It’s stainless, but full of magnets that clearly date back years. “All of the fixings should be in the crisper.”
Ilya opens the fridge and starts stacking way too many things into his arms at once.
“You’re ridiculous,” Shane mumbles and steps in to stack things inside his sling to help.
“No, I volunteered first,” Ilya says and tries to push Shane away with a hip check. A head of broccoli nearly tumbles down the mountain in his arms. “You cannot win now just because you try to save me.”
“You’re gonna drop everything!”
“No! You cursed me. Is like the Cup.”
“The Salad is not the Cup.”
“That is exactly what a jinxer would say. Like Brujas.”
“Did you just call me a witch in Spanish? How the fuck do you know Spanish?”
Ilya shuts the fridge doors shut with his elbow and moves to deposit his veggies at the cutting board. “Frankie Gonzalez was a call up two years ago. He grew up in Dallas.”
Shane frowns. “He taught you Spanish?”
“No, he was showing me about Etsy witches.”
“Etsy Witches?” David interrupts them. Shane looks startled to find his parents still in the kitchen with them.
“You can hire them for anything,” Ilya grins. “Curse people. Wish good luck. Heal people.”
“That is not a real thing,” Shane shakes his head.
Yuna keeps looking between the three of them, likely considering when to step in.
Ilya nods vehemently. “We ordered one for St Simon’s grandmother to get better. She had pneumonia. She lived a whole other year.”
“That’s not why she lived.”
Ilya shrugged. “She did not die, though. At least for a while.”
“Alright,” Yuna said. “No more ordering Etsy Witches.”
Shane eyes Ilya for a long moment before retrieving the family salad bowl and setting it next to the cutting board. Ilya looks up with a grin and pecks Shane on the lips quickly in thanks. If Shane blushes from it, all the better for Ilya.
“I’ve been meaning to ask, Ilya,” Yuna says and Ilya glances up at her. He begins washing everything for the salad in the sink. “Who is your agent?”
“Is this about the Adidas sponsorship?” Ilya grins. “Shane said I should be sponsored.”
“You should,” she affirms, “but no, I was thinking about your citizenship.”
“Yes, I would like to not be with Russian passport anymore.”
“Shane said you would prefer a Canadian passport?” Yuna asks and Ilya nods. “Transferring teams would be one of the easiest methods.”
Ilya throws a sly grin to Shane. “I will not be Metro, I am sorry, Shane.”
Shane rolls his eyes.
“Has he shown you the spreadsheet?” Yuna asks and Shane makes an affronted noise.
“Mom!”
“There is spreadsheet?” Ilya asks gleefully. “He has said nothing, no.”
Yuna throws her hands up in an innocent gesture. “You spent that time and effort on it! I just thought maybe you had told him.”
Shane turns towards Ilya. “She’s exaggerating. It’s not a big deal. I was just organizing thoughts.”
“Is it color coded?” Ilya asks and Shane groans. “It is, isn’t it. Yuna, is it color coded?”
“There are multiple tabs and each contain color coded tabs and links that reference different pages.”
“Mom!” Shane drags out the vowel. He points at Ilya with narrowed eyes. “Stop grinning. It’s not funny.”
“No, of course not,” Ilya grins. “You are just researching my citizenship with color coded tabs.”
“I’m never inviting you over again.”
“Shane!” Yuna chastises. “Ilya, ignore him.”
David laughs from his chicken breading corner. He’s got an entire tray laid out of panko coated chicken breasts.
“So where am I playing,” Ilya asks Shane. “Are you sending me to Toronto?”
“Fuck no,” Shane says. He doesn’t shudder at the thought, but it seems a near thing.
“Ottawa, then,” Ilya nods.
“Yes,” Yuna beats Shane to it. “They have the cap space and they need the depth.”
“Would be nice to win, too,” David jokes. “They could use you both.”
Ilya looks back at Shane with a quirked eyebrow. “Both?”
“Mom doesn’t think I should re-sign with the Metros in two years.”
“Yes, I think this too.”
“Really?” Shane asks.
Ilya nods. “Yes, they are not good, I think.”
“They’re fine.”
“How many of them have asked how your healing is going?”
Shane looks like he tasted something sour. “They’re just busy.”
“They have not played in three weeks.”
“Shane,” Yuna speaks up gently. “Just think about it. You should be safe.”
“Ilya needs to be safe,” Shane says quietly.
“Two things can be true at once, Kiddo,” David chimes in. Ilya looks over his shoulder and meets David’s eye with a nod.
Yuna abandons her pot of sauce and steps over to draw Shane into a hug. “It’s just a thought, honey. We’re spit balling. A lot can happen between now and two years.”
Ilya bites his tongue. He knows Shane thinks things can change and get better. Shane has said as much over text these last few weeks. Ilya knows the truth, and the Metros are not the team to welcome the first out gay player.
Shane slumps against the wall again when his mother returns stirring. She tastes the sauce and adds more of one of the dried herbs that are on a shelf along the wall.
 
“So,” Yuna says after they’re several bites into the meal. “Ilya.”
“Mom,” Shane says in a warning tone. Ilya looks between the two of them and then meets David’s eyes, though the man seems just as confused as him.
Yuna takes a sip of her wine. “The best way to potentially get you Canadian citizenship is through a team here.”
Ilya nods. “Yes.”
“Ottawa.”
“I think it would be best choice. Close to Montreal,” Ilya says and shares a small smile with Shane.
It seems to be the open secret of the room: Shane and Ilya haven’t talked about what they are. They’ve both openly skirted around discussing it in depth. Yet both of them seem to be making constant, very permanent moves in a the direction of something long term.
But neither will admit it.
“We should loop your agent in,” Yuna says. “They will need to do the majority of the heavy lifting here to get you there. We need to send out feelers to Ottawa—discretely—and then be ready to sign when you hit Free Agent next summer.”
“Boston will be disappointed,” Ilya says. “I will have to be careful. I do not think I trust my Agent.”
Shane snaps his head to look at Ilya with a frown. “Why?”
Ilya swallows his bite of spaghetti, the side David made to pair with the chicken. “He is Russian. I do not think he will understand wanting to leave a league powerhouse such as Boston.”
“It will definitely be a change,” David nods. “Can you trust him with you?”
Ilya shakes his head. “He is someone my father set me up with many years ago. I have not changed agents because I had no issues with my contracts. My father would maybe be embarrassed if I fired him.”
“That’s not a reason to stay with someone who does not have your best interests,” Yuna hums.
“Mom,” Shane says quietly. Ilya watches Shane catch his mother’s eye and shake his head subtly. Yuna seems to get whatever message Shane was imparting.
“What about Farah?” Yuna asks. She looks over at Ilya. “Would you want the same agent as Shane?”
Ilya shrugs. “It would maybe make things easier.”
“She knows I’m gay,” Shane says. “You signing with her might have her connect the dots faster than you’d like.”
“Let her connect them,” Ilya says easily. “I am not afraid of people knowing once I have no Russian passport.”
Shane taps his foot against Ilya’s under the table and Ilya slides his right back. They share a small smile and don’t retract their feet.
“You’d like to come out?” David asks, drawing Ilya’s attention back in.
“Of course,” Ilya nods. “But I do not want to cause more problems for Shane. Canadian citizenship is faster than American, but it is still many years. We would not be able to come out soon.”
Shane scrubs at his face. “If we can even come out before we retire.”
Yuna looks between the two of them with such a heartbroken expression. “That’s so long. You would be hiding for years.”
Ilya carefully looks over at Shane who seems to be doing his best impression of swallowing a sock.
“I think...” Ilya starts and Shane meets his eye. “I think maybe we see, year by year. We need a plan first, I think.”
Yuna stands and leaves the room. Everyone at the table seems to be lost as to what is happening until she returns with her laptop.
“Alright,” she says, opening the screen and logging in. “Shane has worked on this almost since he got screen privileges back.”
“Mom,” Shane gripes. Ilya waggles his eyebrows teasingly at him.
“It’s good,” Yuna waves off dismissively. “So we get you to Farah. We get you to Ottawa. You start the 2018/2019 season there. That gives us one whole year to work with between now and then. Farah can probably sign with you while you’re visiting us. You might need to sign paperwork so I can speak on behalf of both of your wishes--”
“Only if you want,” Shane interjects and reaches out a hand to capture Ilya’s own with a squeeze.
“I want.”
Yuna smiles. “But right now we are facing two major PR issues: Your rivalry and Shane’s rumors.”
“I hate social media.”
“Yes, moy lyobov, we know,” Ilya says and squeezes Shane’s hand twice. Shane smiles down at his lap.
David is watching Ilya with a knowing expression that sets Ilya’s nerves on edge. He has the distinct impression that David knows exactly what Ilya said in Russian and has now cracked the seal on reading all of Ilya’s emotions. It’s more terrifying than Yuna and her brain.
“We need something to rehabilitate both images,” Yuna continues, “or something that will support Shane subtly.”
“I come out, then,” Shane says petulantly.
“Not necessarily,” Yuna shrugs. “Maybe something subtle. Brand campaigns with notoriously LGBT friendly brands.”
Ilya laughs. “You could model for Subaru.”
“Fuck off.”
“I don’t think Shane is selling to their target demographic,” David says with a grin. Ilya tosses a playful wink to him.
“It’s the right train of thought,” Yuna approves.
“But what about the rivalry?”
“Something joint, something that puts you both in the public eye together.”
Shane looks between Ilya and his mother. “But wouldn’t that align Ilya with promoting LGBT agendas?”
“You work in the same organization,” Yuna says. “It would promote you being friends. We aren’t telling people you’re gay and Ilya is your number one supporter.”
“Is true, though,” Ilya nudges Shane’s good shoulder. It draws a small smile out of Shane and that’s the win Ilya was looking for.
“It’s just a thought,” Yuna amends. “We should get Ilya signed with Farah, first, and then continue the plan with her looped in.”
“And then I do the Adidas campaign?” Ilya asks Yuna who immediately lights up.
“If we can get you anything close to Shane’s Reebok contract you’ll be in a great spot.”
“I like this,” Ilya nods. “I tried to do fancy car ads early in my career to get a free car, but they did not want me driving any other brands. It was very selfish. I do not mind wearing Adidas, though.”
“It’s already most of your closet,” Shane snorts. “Just that and whatever weird ass club clothes you have.”
“I am very sexy in them.”
“Whatever you say,” Shane says evenly.
Ilya narrows his eyes and points a fork at Shane. “You like them, do not pretend.”
“I’m not pretending anything,” Shane smirks. “Eat your chicken.”
And because Ilya really does love Chicken Parm, he doesn’t push back and takes a bite while staring Shane down.
“You two are ridiculous,” Yuna rolls her eyes. They both look over to see Shane’s parents smiling at them.
“It’s nice to know not all of the rivalry was fake,” David muses. “You two are very competitive with one another.”
“Da, because I am best,” Ilya nods sagely.
“You only beat my stats this season because I was on LTIR.”
He shrugs at Shane and says, “maybe look where you go next time. You could beat me.”
“I hate you, you’re the worst,” Shane grumbles and bites at his chicken. Ilya leans over and presses an obnoxious kiss to Shane’s cheek just because he can.
 
They settle in for the night on the couch with the first game of the Cup Finals up on the tv. It’s a home game against San Francisco. Yuna has laid out multiple bowls of chips and veggies. Shane all but commandeers the veggies for himself, but Ilya suspects that no one else had plans to eat them anyways.
“It is so boring that Hunter is going to finals and I am not,” Ilya gripes.
“It’s his year,” Yuna hums. “He has been playing with energy we haven’t seen from him in ages.”
“Yes, because he is old man propelled by batteries,” Ilya agrees. “Someone upgraded him, probably.”
“At least it’s not Toronto,” Shane laughs.
Ilya lets out a snort.
“They’ve barely scratched playoffs in years,” David dismisses. “Especially since you two came on the scene.”
“We are very good,” Ilya says. “I am number one player, though.”
“No, the fuck you aren’t,” Shane says. He elbows Ilya in the side who immediately lets out a winded noise. “Oh, fuck, your ribs, I’m sorry!”
“Yes, Hollander,” Ilya wheezes. “You will have to nurse me back to health, now.”
“Fuck off,” Shane said but reached his good arm out and tucked Ilya against his shoulder.
This, Ilya could not complain about. He settled in and stopped his chirping to watch the game laid against his... against Shane.
Sometime during the third, Ilya fell asleep. It was rare he fell asleep during game watches, usually his brain is too locked into reading plays as if they were game tape, but he did wake up absurdly early after barely sleeping to fly into Ottawa.
Shane being warm and comfortable is completely unrelated.
“C’mon, sleepy head,” Shane says gently with a nudge. Ilya’s eyes crack open and it takes him a moment for the blur of sleep to clear so he can orient himself. There’s a blanket over him, the crocheted one he’d spotted when he first arrived, and Shane is running his hand up and down Ilya’s side to rouse him.
“Who won?”
“Hunter,” Shane laughed. “We can tweet him our congrats.”
“Dear Scottie,” Ilya mumbles half asleep. “Do not forget to put yourself on charge before bed. We would like repeat performance.”
“Perfect.”
Ilya snorts and lifts himself into an upright position. The tv is dark and Shane’s parents aren’t around. Maybe they’ve already gone to bed too.
“Bedtime for scary Russians,” Shane teases and stands, reaching a hand out to tug Ilya up off the couch.
“And when is my bedtime, then?”
“You admit you’re not scary?” Shane asks and Ilya presses a kiss to his cheek before heading down the hall without comment.
“Bathroom is across the hall,” Shane directs as they enter his bedroom and start grabbing what they need for sleep. “My parents are at the end across the hall.”
“We don’t share a wall with them?” Ilya asks salaciously.
Shane levels him with a dry look. “We are not fucking while we are down the hall from my parents.”
Ilya blows a raspberry.
“Did you want to shower together?” Shane offers and Ilya immediately nods and starts heading for the direction the bathroom probably was.
 
They don’t have sex. Ilya is definitely too tired and based on Shane’s yawns, he’s not alone in that sentiment. They’re silent as they step into the tiny shower. It’s a tub shower and not a tub big enough for a single six-foot-tall hockey player to lay down in. But they squeeze in, letting themselves brush against one another.
Shane has mobility with the sling off, but he’s very careful with it. Ilya can see the edges of his range while he still finishes healing.
“After playoffs, probably,” Shane says when Ilya asks when he can stop wearing the sling. Leave it to Shane Hollander to not measure things by the Gregorian Calendar and instead by a hockey season.
Ilya directs Shane around to face away from him, letting Shane have the shower spray against his chest so he stays warm while Ilya scrubs his hair clean. It’s domestic and Ilya wants a million more days just like this. He scrubs at Shane’s scalp, letting the almost silent humming moans of Shane’s fill the shower space.
Ilya does get half hard, and he sees Shane has too, but they ignore it. Save Ilya pressing their bodies together for a kiss, they barely get sexual at all with one another. Ilya thinks maybe this is the first time they’ve ever had together with no urgency.
He scrubs Shane down, ignoring Shane’s protests, then washes himself. Ilya will sleep with mostly wet curls and will definitely look ridiculous tomorrow. He’ll probably have to wet his hair in the sink first thing to get them to not be terrible all day.
Shane brushes them back out of his eyes every time a wet spiral bounces into Ilya’s field of vision.
They let the shower steam up and take the moment to just look at one another. Ilya has seen Shane wet in the shower probably upwards of fifteen times over the years. It feels different, now, and maybe that’s because he doesn’t feel an expiration date on them anymore.
Does Shane feel that way?
Would Shane run away again if he said that out loud?
“C’mon,” Shane nudges and turns off the water. “Hot water tank isn’t big enough to be here all day. It’ll run cold.”
“Mmm,” Ilya nods. “Cold showers are only useful when I am trying not to think about you.”
“Shut up,” Shane says but tilts his mouth up for a kiss anyways.
Shane gives Ilya a towel and they both dry off best they can in the humid bathroom before tucking it around their waists and crossing the hall.
Ilya shuts the door as quietly as he can behind them so as not to disturb David and Yuna. He hopes they’re asleep. It maybe is too early in them knowing him for them to recognize there was only one shower had.
“I feel like I’m sneaking a boy into my room,” Shane remarks. He tugs on a pair of briefs before considering a t-shirt and tossing it back into the drawer neatly.
Ilya grins wolfishly. “Did you ever do that?”
“Sneak a boy in?”
“Sneak anyone,” he clarifies.
Shane frowns. “The girl who made the first tweet.”
Ilya goes cold with anger and tugs his own briefs on maybe a little too harshly. Shane catches the movement but says nothing, opting to turn down the blankets for them.
They both plug in their phones on opposite sides of the bed, Ilya having had to fish his charger out of his suitcase and locate an outlet. It feels right, though, for them to be laid out in bed side by side with no alarms and no urgency to get up and run back to their own rooms.
“It wasn’t here,” Shane says in the quiet between them. Ilya turns his head. Shane is backlit from the lamp on the nightstand. It’s an old thing, with gold framing and some outdated floral design that reminds Ilya of Marly’s grandmother’s house.
He never met Marly’s grandmother, but he did show up to help clean it out with Marly’s family when she passed away.
“Me sneaking Jessica in,” Shane continues. Ilya wants to spit her name, but he holds himself back and lets Shane speak. “It was at our house in the city. My parents were out for the day running an errand. Maybe to open this house up for the season, I don’t know. But she came over.”
“You had sex?”
Shane nods. “It was... It was not great. More than she let on in the tweet.”
“Was it your first time?”
“No, thank god,” Shane lets out whatever breath he’d been holding. “Maybe my second time, though? First time with her. I was still nervous. I thought that was why I felt so sick to my stomach. I had to really focus to get hard. And then every time I opened my eyes I thought I would lose it.”
“It felt wrong.”
It’s not a question, but Shane nods anyways.
“Yeah, I didn’t understand why. Looking back, I think I just found a girl I thought was nice and decided I had a crush on her.”
Ilya snorts. “That is not how that works, Hollander.”
Shane shoves him but is laughing along too. “I know that, now! I figured it out when you sat across from me in that gym at the draft.”
“Yes, I turned you gay.”
“You can’t turn someone gay,” Shane scolds. “But it was the first time I think something clicked in my head that what I had been doing wasn’t working. And I just... ignored it, for awhile.”
“Years.”
“Yeah,” Shane nods.
“I was scared the first time I kissed a boy,” Ilya offers. “Many reasons. Russia. My father. He was my coach’s son.”
“You told me about him,” Shane nods. “Barely.”
“Yes. He was a bad idea when I loved the thrill of bad ideas,” Ilya continues. “But I knew I maybe wanted men, and I was curious. I like to be curious.”
“Good thing for me.”
Ilya reaches a hand up and strokes Shane’s hair, running his fingers around Shane’s ear like he’s tucking back hair Shane doesn’t have before resting his palm over Shane’s neck. “Yes, very good for both of us.”
“How long did you see him?”
He shrugs. “It was not serious. It was more like me and Svetlana. Both overlapped. When we were horny or alone, we would fuck. Maybe go to clubs together and do so much coke that the only way to push through our system was to fuck it out in a stall. He had a good mouth for a teen. But we were both sloppy. Messy people with messy home lives. Very broken. I liked any thrill that made me forget my Mama was gone.”
Shane wiggled closer to Ilya and tucked his arm around Ilya’s back. It was Shane’s bad arm. Shane seemed careful to hold it at a specific angle and really do most of his comforting from the elbow down.
“We should sleep,” Ilya offers with a sniff. He’s not crying, but the tip of his nose is hot like he wants to. And he very much does not want to cry every single time he’s in Shane Hollander’s bed anymore.
“Okay,” Shane whispers and leans in for a kiss. It’s soft, and Ilya savors the comforting caress of Shane on him.
Fuck, he loves this man.
“Night,” Ilya whispers back.
Ilya doesn’t think either of them fall asleep for some time, but they sit quietly facing each other before Ilya eventually tugs Shane in closer, shifting him to rest more on Ilya’s chest.
 
Shane wakes first the next morning. They’ve roughly kept the positions they fell asleep in, but Shane wakes with Ilya’s cheek smushed against his forehead and soft breaths exhaling across his brow.
It feels amazing. He could lay here forever except his shoulder is aching him and begging to go back into the sling. He’s got maybe two more weeks of it before it’ll be good enough to lay free, and even then he has PT exercises to complete through the remainder of June.
He slides out of bed very carefully. Ilya barely jostles and instead falls deeper into Shane’s pillow with a sigh. Shane smiles fondly at him before tugging their blankets up a bit more to properly cover Ilya’s chest.
He slides a t-shirt and joggers on before quietly exiting his bedroom and making his way towards the kitchen. It’s quiet. He doesn’t think anyone else is up before he spots his mom sitting on the patio alone with her morning coffee and looking out over the water.
He pours his own mug, no sweetener or milk, and steps out to join her.
“Morning,” she smiles up when she spots him. “How’d you two sleep?”
“Good,” Shane tries not to blush as he says it. It’s very weird for him that his parents know his bed wasn’t empty last night.
Yuna says nothing, just lets Shane join her in the cold quiet of the morning. One thing he’s always enjoyed about his parent’s cabin was how still everything got in the morning. The air hasn’t fully heated up yet and all of the animals are just getting their own start on the day. He purposefully searched for land that emulated this feeling when he was building his own Cottage.
He can’t wait to show Ilya. Assuming Ilya wants to see it.
“I like him,” Yuna breaks the silence. Shane looks over to see her already gazing at him. “You two work well together.”
Shane nods for lack of knowing what to say.
“You two orbit each other in a way that reminds me of when I met your father,” she continues. “He’s always watching you, noting where you are and what you need. You do the same thing back.”
“I do?”
Yuna nods. “It’s very obvious when you know what you’re looking at.”
Shane makes a sour face and his mom reaches over to pat his arm consolingly. “It’ll be hard, I think, next season. You can’t re-shut Pandora’s Box.”
“Pandora’s Box had all of the evil inside of it.”
“It’s a metaphor,” Yuna rolls her eyes. “My literal baby boy.”
“I’m 26.”
“You’ll always be my baby,” she reassures. “It comforts me to know he’ll take care of you.”
Shane smiles down at his coffee and takes a sip. “He’s good to me.”
“Yes, I think so,” she agrees. “I don’t know what I thought when he walked into your hospital room. Part of me didn’t want to believe it was the Lily that Hayden was texting.”
“Hayden texted him?” Shane interrupts. His friend has been busy with playoffs and now his fourth child being due nearly any day. They haven’t really spoken, honestly.
Yuna frowns. “You didn’t know?”
Shane shook his head.
“Hayden pulled Ilya’s number from your phone before we even made it to the hospital. Ilya wasn’t even off the ice yet.”
“Oh.”
“He didn’t even tell us who he thought it was. I had no idea.”
“I’m sorry you found out that way.”
“Oh, no,” she grabs his hand and squeezes, leaning in to look him in the eye. “Honey, no, it’s okay. You can’t plan everything and that’s alright. It’s all worked out and that’s all that matters.”
Shane’s eyes grow wet with unshed tears and this time he doesn’t fight them. Just wipes them away before they fall.
“Ilya said the same thing,” she continues and releases Shane’s hand. “He apologized for meeting that way. Even joked that you wouldn’t have us all meet unless you’d over planned the entire experience.”
Shane’s laugh is watery sounding.
“It was good to see him like that, I think,” Yuna muses. “I got to know immediately just how loved you were and how he would do whatever, face whatever, to take care of you. It’s all a mother can hope for.”
“We haven’t said...”
“Shh, you’ll say it when you’re ready,” she hushes. “There’s no rush. You two have time. Remember that.”
Shane nods. It has been hard to remember that they actually do have time now. Ilya came to him. They have time.
“I came back from a cafeteria run and saw him hunched over your bed with his cheek resting on your hand. He had been clutching you to him while you were asleep.”
“Really?”
“He was very scared, Shane.”
“I’m sorry.”
“No, it’s okay,” she says. “He would say the same. It was just so scary, but you’re better now.”
Shane is quiet, falling into his thoughts. His mother relaxes back into her seat and sips at her own drink as they listen to the chirps of the smaller birds and the mournful cooing of the mourning doves.
He opens his mouth to speak three times before he gets the courage. Each time his mother looks over at him and waits.
“He’s it for me, Mom,” he finally says. His voice is so quiet. It almost feels like it’ll be swept away into the quiet of the morning alongside the slight breeze and the bugs milling around.
When he finally turns to look at her, she’s bordering on crying too. He doesn’t think he’s ever seen the expression she’s giving him come from her before.
“Oh, Shane,” she says and gets up, rounding the little table between them and drawing him into a tight hug. He’s crying into her shoulder and he knows she’s crying back too.
Finally, she pulls back and takes a deep breath that he matches. Their old code for calming down and it brings a smile to his face.
“I love you,” she says. “And I’m so proud of you. And I love Ilya, too. I’m very glad you have him.”
Shane immediately breaks again, sobbing thick heavy sobs into her chest as she clutches him close once more.
The door behind them slides open and they both turn to see Ilya frozen in his spot crossing the threshold.
“Oh, come here,” Yuna commands but immediately crosses the patio and tugs Ilya into a watery hug.
Shane meets his eyes with a smile as he lets Yuna hug him. He looks scared, but Shane catches how much he’s enjoying the hug.
“What the fuck is happening?” he asks, his accent still thick from sleep. Shane snorts and wipes his eyes and then nose on the back of his hand.
“Hush,” Yuna says and pulls back to rub her hands up and down Ilya’s biceps like she’s trying to keep him warm. “Let it happen.”
Ilya darts his eyes over to Shane to check in and Shane simply shrugs back in response.
“Now,” Yuna continues. “I’ve got two of my best three guys here. What’s the plan for today?”
Ilya looks bewildered at being included in Yuna’s best guys.
“Maybe a hike later? Before it gets too hot? I can’t do much with the sling,” Shane says. Ilya nods along in agreement to the plan.
“Game 3 later tonight as a family?” Yuna asks and looks between the two men to confirm.
“Yes,” Ilya nods. “We must watch old man Scott Hunter not break any brittle bones.”
Shane snorts. “Says the dude who’s ribs are bruised to hell.”
“Ah, no,” Ilya waves off. “Is not fair.”
Yuna rolls her eyes and fetches her cup off the table before turning to go inside. “You two boys have fun. Just let me know what you want for dinner.”
Ilya and Shane watch her slide the patio door shut before they meet one another’s gaze.
“Morning,” Shane smiles. Ilya saunters over casually and dramatically bends down to press a kiss to Shane’s lips.
“Good morning,” Ilya mumbles against Shane’s mouth. He takes Yuna’s empty chair but stretches out an empty hand for Shane to take. “What were the tears about?”
Shane shrugs nonchalantly. “Just a good talk.”
Ilya raises his eyebrows but Shane grins and shakes off the inquiry.
“We really can hike today,” Shane says. “There’s a great trail that borders the right side of the lake from here and it’s roughly a loop.”
“Is it empty?” Ilya asks. He grins at Shane’s confused expression. “I want to fuck you.”
Shane immediately looks over his shoulder at the closed door his mother just left them through.
“Ilya!” he hisses. “What the fuck? We’re at my parents house.”
Ilya tips his head back and groans. “I have not fucked you since you came to Boston! I have not had sex in months.”
Shane was about to respond and then paused, his thoughts caught on the timeline. “Wait, you haven’t been with anyone?”
“No, Hollander, keep up,” Ilya says. “I need you.”
“But you haven’t had sex with anyone since the last time we were together?”
“No!” Ilya repeats and leans in. “Would be very nice if we could fuck about it.”
Shane grins. “I haven’t been with anyone else either.”
“Yes, da, so you understand then why we should fuck on this hike.”
Shane rolls his eyes but can’t keep the silly grin off his face. “It’s not a trail you can fuck on.”
Ilya blows a raspberry. “Hollander, you are so boring.”
“Ilya, it’ll be fine,” Shane reassures. He mostly believes it. Having Ilya so close but them not fucking is also sending mixed signals to his brain. “I’m not even out of this sling for a few more weeks.”
“So I can be gentle, is simple.”
“You’re insufferable.”
“You like it,” Ilya sing songs back and drags Shane’s hand up to his mouth for a kiss.
Shane doesn’t hide his grin as he watches Ilya press several kisses across his knuckles and the inside of his wrist.
“Yeah, I like it a lot.”
 
They do hike. Ilya carries a bag with two water bottles for them and Shane focuses on not tripping over anything considering catching himself is difficult with one arm immobilized. They do pass a few neighbors and Shane tries not to panic about it. Ilya has a ball cap tugged down over his curls again.
No one seems to say anything, though. No one stops Shane, no one questions a Boston hockey player being in Ontario.
Ilya grabs Shane’s good hand somewhere halfway through their hike and only releases it when they start to come upon people again.
They definitely do not have sex, much to Ilya’s annoyance. There’s just too many people out to risk it and Shane is not about to trapse off trail while wearing a sling to find a spot far enough away for them to fool around.
His mother still smiles knowingly at them when they return and he throws her an annoyed look.
Maybe Ilya had a point about them needing to fuck about being exclusive with one another.
 
Ilya was most certainly not joking around about needing to fuck about it. He had only been in Canada for over a day and he was starting to go crazy with such easy access to Shane and no ability to act upon it.
They arrived back after their hike and Shane took a shower alone, giving him a pointed look when Ilya had tried to follow him into the bathroom. Then he’d all but kicked Ilya under the table at dinner when Ilya had placed a hand on Shane’s knee. Just his knee.
During their Game 3 watch party on the couch, Shane had elbowed him every time his hands strayed.
Ilya definitely was not trying to get frisky in front of Shane’s parents, but surely he could be forgiven for wanting to hold his bo—for wanting to hold Shane. Even a casual arm on the back of the couch behind Shane was met with narrowed eyes and barely allowed.
Shane’s parents go to bed almost as soon as the final buzzer sounds. The Admirals had lost by two points on LA’s home ice which both Yuna and Shane had predicted before the end of the first period. David kept catching Ilya’s eyes throughout the game like it was a private joke to watch hockey with these two and a very giddy part of him agreed. He liked being on the same team as David Hollander.
Shane and Yuna were such incredibly similar individuals and David seemed keen to invite Ilya into the secret club of loving them and surviving.
A sadder, much more hidden thought crosses his mind that Shane was never going to ever have this with Ilya’s family. With any luck, Shane would never meet anyone but Ilya’s niece, and even that was incredibly far-fetched.
They linger on the couch after David and Yuna say their good nights. The moment the bedroom door down the hall clicks shut, Ilya is immediately jumped by Shane.
It catches him off guard, the sudden 180 swing from being rejected and blocked all day, but he only takes a second to catch on and start kissing Shane back. Shane is ravenous by any stretch of the definition. His good hand is tangled up in Ilya’s hair, palm stretched as much as he can to pin Ilya’s jaw with his thumb at the same time. Ilya wraps both arms around Shane and pulls him close, pinning their bodies together and reveling in the feeling of Shane pressed against him.
Shane grinds down on his lap and Ilya pants into Shane’s mouth at the sensation. Shane immediately pulls his hand out of Ilya’s hair and smacks it across Ilya’s mouth to muffle the sound.
“Shhh, please,” Shane begs and Ilya bucks his hips up into him at the sound. He’s so fucking hard. They both are, frankly, and it seems like the distance they’ve had today hasn’t helped whatsoever.
Ilya reaches a hand down to try and free Shane from his pants only for Shane to immediately drop his hand down and smack it away.
“Are you fucking serious?” Shane hisses. It’s barely a whisper but the house is quiet and Ilya risks a glance down the hall. It’s still dark and silent. “You are not giving me a hand job on my family’s couch.”
Ilya raises his brows. “So what the fuck are you doing on my lap then?”
Shane gapes a bit, lost for words before uttering a, “shut up!” and immediately recapturing Ilya’s mouth with his. Ilya keeps one hand on Shane’s hip to guide it against him, loving the way Shane chases his need and bucks against him. His other hand reaches up and gropes at Shane’s chest, gripping his pec in the way Ilya knows drives Shane crazy.
“Fuck,” Shane hisses and this time it’s Ilya that puts a hand over Shane’s mouth.
And Shane’s eyes immediately lock onto his and go glassy.
“Blyat,” Ilya hisses and his mouth waters at the sight. He’s definitely unlocked something new for Shane and every cell in his body is screaming at him to chase it. Shane reaches up and puts a hand over Ilya’s mouth and wastes no time grinding his hips down.
Ilya only has to slightly adjust the angle of himself for Shane’s length to catch properly on him through their pants. Even as a teen in Russia, Ilya doesn’t think he’s ever dry humped anyone and now here he is as a grown adult humping Shane Hollander on the family couch.
Shane’s eyes keep falling shut at the sensation and Ilya probably isn’t much better. He knows they must look wrecked. They haven’t had each other in nearly three months. It’s not the longest they’ve been apart; Ilya has been responsible for that. But for the last few years they’ve only spent summers separately and still saw each other every month and a half or so.
Ilya opens his mouth enough that he can bite at the tender flesh of Shane’s palm and immediately Shane comes against him. He shudders, fingers digging into the flesh of Ilya’s cheek, and Ilya wastes no time bucking up against Shane and chasing his own end. He follows suit, blowing his load into his briefs like a teen and collapsing back into the cushions of the couch.
Shane’s weight immediately falls against him, arm pinned in its sling between them. The hand covering Ilya’s mouth slides around his jaw and tugs at the hair at the back of his scalp, tipping his head up to look at Shane better.
He laughs quietly at the debauched look on Shane’s face. They’re both panting, but Shane is grinning at Ilya with a sparkling expression that makes him want to say “fuck it” to the whole world and marry him tomorrow. He’d propose right here on the couch right now if he thought Shane was ready.
“Fuck,” Shane breathes out and drops his head to Ilya’s collar bone. Ilya presses a kiss against the side of his head. “I can’t believe we fucking did that.”
“I can’t believe you broke first.”
Shane snaps his head up and glares at Ilya. “I fucking did not. You’ve been coming on to me all day!”
Ilya scoffs. “You wore those slutty shorts.”
“They’re normal shorts!”
“They show off your ass,” Ilya shrugs and Shane drops down and kisses him.
Shane shifts his weight back and pulls them apart. He slaps a hand on Ilya’s chest and pushes off. “Shower time.”
“Together?”
“What the fuck do you think?”
Ilya honestly wasn’t sure but Shane didn’t push him away when he followed into the bathroom. Together then, Ilya thinks with a grin.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Not long after I'd written this chapter, I read a fic (and I couldn't begin to tell you which one) where the author wrote a note that said something like "this fandom doesn't have nearly enough dry humping" and I felt so vindicated for writing the couch scene.

You know what really, really bugs me? The show structures a lot of locations as the same place for budget reasons when it doesn't affect the plot. But it specifically highlights that the Hollander cottage, and subsequently Shane's cottage is in Lanaudière. Why the hell does Ilya fly into Ottawa when Lanaudière is north of Montreal?? I read HR right after the show finished coming out so I don't super remember if it's like that in the books too or not. Like, why would you fly into San Diego airport to drive two hours north to LA? Anyways, I almost feel like the implication is that the Hollander Cottage is actually also Shane's childhood home in the show because really, why is David Hollander in Lanaudière when he works for the Treasury in Ottawa. And they're there from like March/April to June maybe in the show?? The man's vacation package is insane. I'm a dumb American who's only been to WInnipeg (and I got eaten alive by bugs, too, like omg Manitoba what is going on over there??) so really what do I know?

At the end of the day, it's all made up and the points don't matter but as someone who strives to connect with details to the original work, this fandom really confuses me. And I love Star Wars lore which has been rewritten 4 million times so that says a lot.
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        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  Game 4 goes similarly to Game 3 and now the playoffs are tied.
Shane gets a text from Hayden the day after Game 4 with a photo of a squishy, red colored newborn baby.
“Oh shit!” he yells out and it catches the attention of his whole family. Shane looks up, realizing he’s startled them all and immediately explains. “Jackie had the baby!”
“Pike’s one millionth kid?”
Shane shoots Ilya a dry look but can’t keep the amused grin off his face. “Shut up, you know it’s only his fourth kid.”
“Tell him congrats from us,” David says before Ilya gets a chance to chirp Hayden. He and Ilya are both at the dining table working on a puzzle David picked up on the way home the other night. It looks like they’ve made a lot of progress, but Shane doesn’t have any inclination to join them.
“What did they decide to name her?” Yuna asks.
“Amber.”
Ilya snorts.
“What?” Shane asks. He can feel his hackles raise slightly on behalf of his friend. He knows the two of them don’t get along, but he’d think with what his mother told him about Hayden getting Ilya to the hospital that Ilya would be slightly kinder.
“So he has three kids named after rocks and then an Arthur.”
When did Ilya learn the names of all of Hayden’s kids?
Ilya looks over at Shane’s silence and catches him gaping.
“You talk about them all of the time,” Ilya says like it’s obvious he should have memorized the names of children he’s never met from a man he outwardly detests.
Shane meets his mom’s eye across the room and she just smiles.
“I’m gonna tell him you care,” Shane grins and turns back to Ilya who immediately frowns.
“You would not.”
“I might,” he goads.
“Shane, please,” Ilya says in what was probably supposed to be a casual tone but is bordering on nervous. And now Shane knows that Ilya is embarrassed to be nice.
Shane looks back at his phone with a grin and types out loud, “Ilya says congrats too.”
Ilya stands abruptly and crosses the room to try and wrestle Shane’s phone away. Shane holds it as far away from both of them as he’s able, but Ilya’s reach is still longer, and he snatches the phone up.
He scans the message and immediately flops down onto the couch in distress. “Shane.”
“Ilya,” Shane grins. Ilya is so dramatic. He’s got an arm flopped over his eyes, still clutching the open messaging app. A new message comes through and Ilya immediately looks at it and then groans even more loudly, dropping the phone onto the cushions between them.
Shane picks up the device and reads the new message.
“What the fuck why does he know???”
“Shane, leave Ilya alone,” Yuna laughs.
“Thank you, Yuna,” Ilya says sincerely. “At least someone cares.”
“Everyone will learn he’s a softie eventually.”
Shane and David laugh at the look of betrayal that crosses Ilya’s face.
“Yuna, you hurt me,” Ilya says and clutches his heart. “I thought we had something.”
Ilya flops to the side, his head landing on Shane’s chest carefully to mind the sling.
“Poor, baby,” Shane laughs and puts a consoling pat on Ilya’s arm.
Ilya snorts and leans up to snatch a kiss from Shane before returning to the table to work on the puzzle with David once more.
Shane shakes his head and goes back to texting his friend about hitting another life milestone.
 
“I was thinking,” Ilya begins later that night as they’re laying in bed. Shane has begun working through a hockey biography he’s been putting off for most of this season. He’d lingered on the excuse he was too busy, then he had a concussion, and now he has free time but still has been just watching hockey highlights on ESPN or sitting on the porch with Ilya.
“Dangerous,” Shane goads. He half expects Ilya to pick up and continue the teasing, but when he looks down he finds Ilya staring up at him seriously. “What?”
“Your team,” Ilya begins and a pit of dread fills Shane’s stomach. Ilya reaches across the quilt and catches Shane’s hand in a loving grip. “They were not good to you, when the twitter thing happened.”
It’s not a question. Shane shakes his head anyways.
“I want to know what they said,” Ilya continues. “I want to know how they responded.”
Shane shrugs. He’s free of the sling at nights and most of the pain has dwindled, but the movement still does pull at him slightly. He doesn’t wince, though, which he counts as progress.
“They just made fun of me.”
“Hayden said it was more.”
“What the fuck?” Shane gapes. “When the fuck did you ask Hayden?”
Ilya has the decency to look contrite. “Yesterday. We got to talking.”
“You got to talking with Hayden?”
“I ask for baby pictures,” Ilya shrugs. “It was no big deal. One thing led to another, we talk about you. It is our shared interest.”
When Ilya is nervous or sleepy, his first tell is English gets just slightly off. He’s always easy to understand, but articles start dropping or words get simpler. Once Shane had cracked that code, reading Ilya got immensely easier which is how he recognizes that despite how calm Ilya looks, the man is nervous.
“Okay,” Shane nods. “What do you want to know.”
“I want to read the group chat from that day.”
Shane sits up and puts his book to the side. “You want to read a rival team’s group chat.”
Ilya makes a distressed noise in the back of his throat.
“Season is over, Hollander, would not be cheating.”
“We could have discussed injuries in there.”
“Da, and they will heal over summer.”
Shane stares him down and Ilya gets annoyed.
“I’m not trying to fucking cheat, Shane,” he protests. “I’m trying to figure out if you’re fucking safe in that room this fall or not.”
“Of course I’m safe!”
Ilya raises his eyebrows and sends Shane a very pointed look.
Of course Shane is safe. Right?
Right?
“Shane,” Ilya recaptures his hand and grips it tightly. “I want you to be safe. I need to know what you’re dealing with. I spin and spin and spin in my mind thinking of worst case scenarios because you will not tell me. You will not tell your Mama. You will not tell Hayden.”
Shane bites his tongue and looks away. The memory of Hayden finding the pride tape the day of his injury and seeing how caught off guard his friend was about it immediately comes to the forefront of his mind.
He grabs his phone from its spot on the charger and unlocks it. Ilya sits up next to him, patiently waiting for the clearance. He scrolls, opening the Metros Team Chat and scrolling up to January. Not much has been said in the interim, and Shane wonders when Ilya will catch on that they started to only communicate in the chat without him. It’s so obvious by how little he has to scroll. Most of the messages in this one are from just him.
He gets to the top of the pile and passes the phone over wordlessly to Ilya who accepts it and starts scrolling.
Shane waits. He hasn’t ever read these messages. He didn’t want to re-live that night of spiraling on his couch. He wanted a fresh start and to pretend nothing happened.
Now, he’s watching someone else read them and he has no idea what they’re reacting to.
Ilya grows increasingly tense as he continues through the chat. Occasionally, he mutters in Russian but he never says anything to Shane.
He knows when Ilya gets to the end of the period where his team was including him in their chats because abruptly Ilya starts scrolling faster and faster before reaching the end.
He hands the phone back to Shane wordlessly and then pulls Shane against him, cheek pressed against Shane’s crown as tight as he can and hand rubbing up and down Shane’s back.
Shane doesn’t even realize he’s crying until Ilya is shushing him and peppering him with soothing kisses.
“It’s okay,” Ilya promises. “It’s okay, it’s not your fault.”
“I never read them,” Shane admits quietly and Ilya pulls back to make eye contact. His gaze darts between Shane’s eyes and there’s a question in them, but Shane has no idea what it is. “I didn’t want to. I just wanted to pretend.”
“Shane,” Ilya whispers. He holds Shane’s face between his palms and kisses his forehead once. “Do you want to know?”
Does Shane want to know?
“I can guess.”
“You can guess?” Ilya repeats. “So they have been cruel in person?”
Shane shrugs.
“Shane,” Ilya says more firmly. “I need to know what they’ve done.”
“It’s nothing,” Shane shakes Ilya off and resettles on his side of the bed. He wipes at his face and clears the evidence of the tears he’s shed. “It’s not a big deal.”
“If they are even a fraction of what they say in there, it is a big deal.”
“I don’t know what they said.”
“Shane, look at me.”
He fights it. He doesn’t want to look at Ilya right now, but he turns eventually and catches the heartbroken expression Ilya is wearing.
“Shane, what they are calling you is not okay.”
“What’re they calling me?” Shane asks petulantly. He knows. Of course he knows. There’s a rainbow magnet with FAG written on it somewhere in the bottom of a Montreal landfill.
“You are not safe in that locker room, Shane.”
“Of course I am,” he protests. It sounds weak to his ears. “Besides, it doesn’t matter.”
“It doesn’t matter?”
“No!” Shane says and he catches how loud he’s being the moment it leaves his mouth. He lowers his tone, unwilling to drag his parents into whatever conversation is happening right now. “Our goal is to get you to Ottawa.”
“Is it?”
“Yes,” Shane says. “You need citizenship. We have to get you to a Canadian team.”
“And what about keeping you safe? That is not a priority?”
“Fuck off, this is serious.”
“Yes, it fucking is,” Ilya says again. He pierces Shane with an angry look. “You cannot stay in Montreal.”
“They drafted me!”
“And so fucking what? Boston drafted me! It’s okay when I leave?”
“They’ve given me everything!”
“And they are treating you like trash,” Ilya hisses, his voice bringing their volume down again. “Shane, they call you slurs. They make fun of you. They know you’re gay. They know it, there is no denying it. They know.”
“Stop.”
“They will make fun of you and it will not be a secret,” Ilya says again. It feels cruel, what he’s doing to Shane. “How have they treated you this season? Do they talk to you?”
“Sometimes.”
“Sometimes,” Ilya nods. “Oh, great. They sometimes talk to their Captain. Yuna and I were talking the other day--”
“You talked to my mom about this?”
“Of course! She is worried about you same as me. We saw it this season. Your team is not passing. They ice you out.”
Tears smart at Shane’s eyes once more. It’s not fair. He can’t refute this because Ilya’s right. Shane has been hoping that he was wrong but if Ilya saw it too then it’s real.
“What has your coach said?”
“Fix the locker room. Set the tone. Win the Cup. Understood?”
The words come back to Shane quickly. It was Shane’s fault and Shane’s problem to fix.
“Did you tell them what was happening?” Ilya presses.
Shane levels him with a dry look. “Of course not.”
“Because you knew they wouldn’t be there for you.”
Shane looks away.
“Shane, did your coach reach out when you went on LTIR? Has anyone besides Hayden or JJ texted you?”
“No.”
“I’m sorry,” Ilya whispers. “I’m sorry this is happening to you. It should not be this way.”
Shane turns back to face Ilya. “Any team can be like this. Any team. It doesn’t matter. I’ll handle it in the fall. But we need to get you safe, first.”
“I can wait.”
“If Russia finds out about us, then what? Because I can’t fucking lose you, Ilya,” Shane says firmly. “It is not an option. You need to get safe and then we can worry about me.”
“And if you get injured and your career ends because your team is willing to sacrifice you on grounds of being gay? Then what?”
Shane is silent. Hockey is everything to him and the whole point is that he’s trying to have both Hockey and Ilya. And once again, it’s not working in his favor.
He sighs. “Can we go to bed?”
Ilya looks like he wants to protest but he nods quietly. “Yeah, okay.”
They both turn off the lights and lay down. Ilya opens his arms up and Shane crawls in, clutching at Ilya’s chest as tightly as he can. There’s an errant thought that he wants to absorb Ilya. Make them a single entity. It’s so silly but something in the back of his mind thinks Ilya might understand. Might get it too.
They fall asleep but it definitely takes awhile.
 
Shane has an appointment with the Team Doctor in Montreal.
Yuna volunteers to drive Shane down, and after a brief back and forth, it’s decided that they will pick up Shane’s car and have Ilya drive it back up to the cottage afterwards.
Ilya stretches out across the back seat of the Jeep the Hollanders own and settles in for Shane to be done. Yuna is attending, or at least lingering nearby. It’s no secret Shane’s mother has been the primary person tending to Shane during recovery, but it is annoying that she gets to go into the training facility while Ilya spends time in the parking lot playing whatever app catches his eye.
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Groupchat/To: 15th Best Metro

Person A:



New photos before you can ask
Person B:



She is getting so big!
Person B:



I want to meet her.
Person A:



Not a chance in hell
Person B:



I will ask Jackie
Person A:



You do not talk to Jackie
Person B:



I could get number from Shane probably
Person B:



I will make friends with your wife
Person A:



Leave my wife alone
Person B:



You are afraid she will leave you for number one player?
Person B:



If it has not happened yet it will not happen
Person A:



Fuck off
Person A:



My wife isn’t going to leave me
Person B:



Ah so no problem
Person B:



I want to be WAG
Person A:



You are not a fucking wag
Person A:



Fuck off
Person B:



I could be.
Person B:



Yuna likes me more than you
Person B:



Jackie might like me more than you too
Person A:



Fuck you
Person B:



Send me photos of Arthur
Person A:



This is so weird

 



Ilya grins wickedly as more photos come in. He gets why Arthur is Shane’s favorite. The little boy is always frowning at whatever is in front of him like nothing makes sense. It’s the exact same expression Shane makes.
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Groupchat/To: 15th Best Metro

Person B:



How did you make such cute kids?
Person B:



Jackie donated more of her dna?
Person B:



Or you had surrogate
Person A:



Fuck off they’re mine
Person B:



I will choose to believe you
Person B:



Shane said you had swear jar
Person B:



You cannot be trusted to raise kids without bribe?
Person A:



It was Jackie’s idea
Person A:



She curses worse than me
Person B:



Liar
Person A:



Fine
Person A:



It’s because of me.
Person A:



How’s Shane
Person B:



In appointment now.
Person B:



I am hiding in Yuna’s ugly car
Person A:



The Jeep?
Person A:



It’s good in the snow.
Person B:



Ugh is shane holding a gun to your head?
Person B:



That is what he said too
Person A:



Haha
Person A:



He’s so predictable
Person B:



Very
Person B:



Is cute
Person A:



Barf
Person A:



I have no clue what he sees in you
Person B:



My hot body probably.
Person A:



Oh gross fuck off
Person B:



Do you think he would leave Metros?

 

Ilya isn’t sure why he’s asking Hayden. They’ve formed a sort of tentative truce with one another where initially it was Shane that was the only glue between them. Now, Ilya is hesitant to call them friends, but they’re certainly heading that way. Frenemies, maybe. That is what Svetlana calls people on her reality tv shows.
Hayden has the unfortunate problem of volunteering photos of his adorable children. Ilya has a reputation with the parents of his team for always wanting a cute baby photo. Or, better yet, to actually hang out with the kids.
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Groupchat/To: 15th Best Metro

Person A:



Has he said something?
Person B:



No
Person B:



I am trying to convince him to.
Person B:



I do not think he will be safe there this fall.
Person A:



Yeah that’s probably not a bad guess.
Person A:



He thinks they’ll get over him being gay.
Person B:



And they will not.
Person A:



Comeau keeps posting weird conservative family first shit on fb
Person A:



His lackies too.
Person A:



Whatever weird propaganda crosses their page
Person A:



I try to ignore it
Person B:



Yes
Person B:



I stalked them
Person A:



Weird way to phrase that
Person B:



But I agree
Person B:



They will not improve
Person A:



No
Person A:



Sucks too.
Person A:



I don’t want Shane to leave.
Person B:



Shane does not want to leave, I think.
Person B:



Ah, he is coming back from appointment.
Person A:



Let me know how he is
Person A:



He always fucking gives me some watered down version
Person B:



He does this to me too
Person B:



I will ask Yuna.
Person B:



We will get right answer
Person A:



So weird you’re on a first name basis with her
Person B:



I am favorite son I think
Person A:



Lmao fuck off

 



Ilya snorts as he locks his phone. He rights himself on the back bench seat as Yuna and Shane open their doors and get in.
“How did it go?”
Shane turns around and grins at Ilya. “One more week and I’m sling free.”
Ilya gives Shane his flirtiest grin and laughs when Shane rolls his eyes and turns around.
“You still need to be careful, though,” Yuna says as she starts the car. “And no rough movements. Ilya.”
Ilya looks up and she’s staring at him.
“No roughhousing.”
“Mom,” Shane whines from the front seat.
“I’m not a monk,” Yuna throws her hands up innocently. “I’m just saying.”
“Say less,” Shane urges.
“Yes, please,” Ilya agrees. He definitely did not need to know Yuna knew his first response to finding out Shane had mobility back was how many ways he planned to fuck her son.
“Don’t be children,” Yuna mumbles but she’s laughing. Ilya looks over to Shane who is very pointedly looking out the window and not a his mother.
The drive to Shane’s condo is short. He’s not far from the practice facility, which sort of makes sense to Ilya. The sex condo wasn’t far from Centre Bell. Shane likely used the same logic of commuter convenience when purchasing both.
Yuna pulls into Shane’s parking garage and parks near the elevators. “I’ll see you boys at home in a few hours?”
“Sure,” Shane nods and steps out. “Thanks again for driving us down.”
“Of course,” Yuna smiles.  “See you for dinner.”
“Bye, Yuna,” Ilya grins and they both watch as she drives out of the garage. Shane lingers a moment, long enough for Ilya to wonder if they were actually going to go up. “So, do we go up or do we wait for one of your neighbors to see me?”
Shane snapped his head to the side and looked at Ilya with a slightly panicked expression before marching over to the elevator and all but slamming the call button.
Truthfully, Ilya was nervous. He knows he was invited ahead of Marlow’s hit. Had been given the address and the front door code. But until this moment, Shane’s actual residence was a fictional dream for Ilya.
He’s going to actually see Shane’s bed. His real bed. He’ll get to know where Shane lives and how he organizes his kitchen and whether or not he keeps soap on the tub edge or has shelving for it. He would laugh at himself if a teenage him could hear his thoughts now. They’re so banal and normal.
Ilya only hesitates a moment as he crosses the threshold into Shane’s apartment. He focuses on keeping his breathing even and to slow down his heart. It’s pounding in his ears but Shane doesn’t need to know that.
“So, uh, this is it,” Shane says awkwardly. He’s toeing off his shoes by a rack at the door so Ilya follows suit. “I, uh, bought the place next door and I might expand this eventually, but right now I’m just renting it out.”
Ilya grins.
“Shut up, don’t say it.”
“Mr. Real Estate.”
“Fuck off, it’s a good investment!” Shane protests, but he’s laughing with Ilya anyways.
Ilya wanders into the space, looking around. Shane has a few photos up, but nothing overly personal. His kitchen is a good size with a sub-zero fridge built in with matching cabinet panels.
“I should have some Cokes in the fridge,” Shane says and crosses over to the appliance.
“You have Coke?” Ilya asks incredulously.
Shane shrugs. “Well, you were coming over.”
Ilya can’t argue with that. He watches as Shane checks the dates on the cans before sliding one across the counter.
“Actually, we should bring these back with us,” he says. “I bought these last year and they only have a few months left on date. I’m definitely not going to drink them. Maybe Hayden would. My dad gave him one during the whole Twitter thing.”
“You bought cokes last year before... just before?”
Shane looks sheepish. Both of them have been tip-toeing around their not breakup. Admitting they were broken up would be admitting they were together, and Ilya isn’t sure Shane is ready for that conversation.
“I don’t know. I guess I kinda thought maybe I’d have you over,” he shrugs. “I think you beat me to it.”
Ilya can’t picture how that would have gone down. How would Shane have run away if they were in Shane’s house?
That’s assuming Shane admitted he was ready to have more than just a quick cum and go.
Ilya lets the conversation drop. It’s either going to lead them to talk things out before they’re ready or Ilya will hurt his own feelings.
“So,” he says instead, “does this place have a bed?”
Shane almost lunges across the kitchen in his haste to kiss Ilya. He pulls back almost immediately and starts tearing at his sling to get it off.
“Fuck, Shane, you’re gonna hurt yourself,” Ilya protests. He fumbles with Shane and helps guide the sling over his head.
“I don’t care, need you.”
Ilya can’t argue with that.
The moment Shane is free, Ilya starts walking them into the direction of the stairs, pushing Shane up against the wall along the way in a desperate bid to get closer to him. He can feel how ready for him Shane is every time they pause to make out along the wall. He’s desperate for Shane, cannot wait to get back inside him after a week and a half of being in his presence with only rutting up against him on the couch to show for it.
Ilya might die if he doesn’t get inside Shane.
Shane pulls back as they hit a landing and takes the lead, all but dragging Ilya up the second half of the flight of stairs behind him. Ilya wants to take in the sights, absorb every new detail about seeing Shane’s apartment for the first time, but the blood has left his brain and all he can focus on is how Shane is walking in front of him and not laid out horizontally under him.
Shane’s bedroom is well lit and that’s about all the detail Ilya takes in. He’s seen this room once, he realizes, on a skype call the day before his father’s funeral. He recognizes the headboard he’d seen bathed in the blue light of a 3x5 screen.
Ilya is yanking at Shane’s clothing with only minimal consideration for his arm. Shane doesn’t seem concerned with the movements, and Ilya decides then and there to just play it by ear and let Shane set the boundaries.
“Off,” Shane commands as he pushes Ilya’s shirt up his chest. Ilya heeds the command, tugging the shirt completely off and immediately getting started on his belt buckle.
“You too,” Ilya directs with a nod towards Shane’s clothing. He watches with a grin as Shane strips quickly, no regard for looking sexy and all regard for the utility of the act. Shane is tugging off his socks before Ilya is even finished kicking off his jeans.
Shane falls back on the bed and scrambles back to the middle. Ilya follows quickly, pumping Shane in his hand only twice before descending and swallowing him down almost to the root.
“Oh, fuck, Ilya,” Shane nearly jackknifes off the bed at the sudden sensation. Ilya needs Shane in his mouth more than anything else in this moment. He can fuck Shane after. They probably have enough time to not be too suspiciously late back to Ottawa. Ilya should convince Shane to let him record them one day. The sloppy sounds are insane and Ilya thinks maybe he could get off to nothing but this the rest of his life.
Ilya pulls off Shane’s tip with a pop and gasps for air. Shane looks wrecked above him and Ilya grins widely at the sight. Shane is so easy to rile up, to get going, and he’s always quick to come if Ilya plays him just right.
Right now, Shane’s chest is flushed and already covered in a light sheen of sweat. Ilya wants to lick it off him.
“What the fuck,” Shane pants. Ilya wonders if it’s because Ilya stopped or because he dove in so quickly.
“Good?”
“What the fuck do you think,” Shane says. His hand curls into Ilya’s hair and Ilya lets out a puff of laughter as his head is directed back to Shane’s cock.
He yields no mercy with the speed in which he takes Shane back down his throat. It’s a good thing the season is over, because if Ilya had to go to the dentist anytime in the next two weeks, he would immediately be outted. They could take criminal booking fingerprints of every dick tip in the league and trace his throat right back to this moment with the way he’s taking Shane Hollander down.
“Ilya,” Shane warns. Ilya can feel the hand in his hair tighten but there’s less force guiding him down Shane’s shaft. Ilya goes as low as he can and squeezes Shane’s thighs tight enough to bruise. Shane shoots down his throat with a cry and Ilya works him through his orgasm, slowing as Shane slowly begins to relax.
He slides off and grins at the saliva trail that connects him to the head of Shane. He drops a cheek down onto Shane’s thigh and give Shane’s flank a consoling pat.
“Holy fucking shit,” Shane breathes. “Just give me,” he pants, “give me a moment and I’ve got you.”
Ilya laughs. “That good, Hollander?”
“Fuck off,” Shane laughs. “Of fucking course it was. Holy shit. I fucking missed that.”
Ilya presses a kiss to Shane’s leg before crawling up Shane’s body to kiss him on the mouth.
Shane immediately hooks a leg over Ilya and pulls him down, trapping Ilya’s hardon between them. Ilya grins at the feeling of both of Shane’s arms enveloping him, pulling him tight against Shane and trapping him nicely in Shane’s embrace.
“Fuck,” Shane laughs against Ilya’s mouth again. “I wanted to come with you inside me.”
“Oh, we still can,” Ilya promises and leans in for another kiss. He ruts against Shane’s thigh just a bit to take the edge off his own need.
Shane twists out from under Ilya and opens up the night stand to tug out a bottle of lube and condoms.
“You have many suitors at your main residence?” Ilya tries to tease. It must come out as bitter as it feels because Shane gives him a sad look and takes his face in both hands before tenderly kissing him on the mouth.
“No. Not many suitors,” Shane says honestly.
Not many is still more than one, and Ilya hates the ugly jealous that pools in his stomach.
“Rose Landry?”
The name is out of his mouth before he can catch it. He hates that it came out at all.
Shane nods. “Yeah.”
Ilya rolls onto his back next to Shane and breathes deeply through his nose. He pats Shane’s thigh in what he hopes is a friendly manner. He’s mad at himself, not Shane. He hopes Shane knows that.
“I’m sorry,” Shane whispers and turns to run a hand along Ilya’s face.
Ilya lets his face be pulled to look at Shane. “No, is okay. Promise.”
Shane nods and leans in for another kiss. It’s soft. Not matching the earlier intensity at all.
“Just you, now,” Shane says. Ilya stares at him, eyes flicking between both of Shane’s before he finally nods in acceptance.
“Okay.”
Shane graces him with a smile.
Ilya leans up on his elbow and takes the back of Shane’s head in his hand, tugging him in to kiss again. He focuses on trying to consume Shane, capture all of him as much as possible so Shane doesn’t ever want to invite anyone else into this room ever again besides him. Shane tugs at Ilya’s hips, drawing them together once more.
Shane is still recovering and Ilya’s erection has flagged under the thorough buzzkill of imagining Shane with anyone not him, but they’re both heading in the right direction again. Ilya breaks their kiss to snag the lube off the table and bring it into a more comfortable reach.
“Show me I’m yours?” Shane offers. And what the fuck else was Ilya supposed to do with that other than acquiesce?
Ilya turns Shane onto his back before running a hand down between his legs, lightly teasing Shane’s ass dry. He pulls back to coat his fingers liberally in the lube before reaching down again and lightly running his finger around Shane’s opening.
Shane arches his back under the attention and moans.
Ilya’s grin would rival a cat. He presses one finger tip in, bringing it in and out in a teasing manner before sliding it in up to the second knuckle.
Shane grinds his hips down against Ilya’s hand while making eye contact. Ilya feels his mouth part at the sight. He probably looks as debauched as Shane and he hasn’t even gotten inside of him yet.
He adds a finger, stretching Shane for what is probably the first time in weeks. He goes as slowly as Shane allows, but overall it doesn’t take much longer than usual. He’s got a third finger in Shane and pumping before Shane starts begging again for Ilya to be inside him.
It feels slower, not so rushed. Maybe it’s because for as much talk and flirting Ilya does, Shane is usually the needier and greedier of the two of them in bed. Ilya fucking loves it.
He’s wrapping himself in the condom, coating him and Shane in more lube, and lining up in record time.
Ilya pushes in slowly. Shane tips his head back at the sensation, one arm thrown up over his head and clutching the pillow for dear life, and his other hand on Ilya’s bicep is digging nails in sharply. Ilya could come just from the sensory overload, but he breathes deep and pulls back out.
It’s only a few test pumps before Shane is hiking his legs up higher on Ilya and tugging him in, forcing him deeper than Ilya expected.
“Fuck me,” Shane begs. “Please, fuck me. I need it so badly.”
Ilya loves Shane’s babbling. He almost hates to interrupt it by kissing Shane as tightly as he can.
“Gonna come for me, Shane?” Ilya goads. Shane isn’t close yet, but he’s still lost in the sensation. Ilya leans back to adjust the angle. A flush of pride rushes through him when he sees the moment he catches Shane’s prostate on every thrust. Shane’s body tenses and he gets more frantic, more desperate. Ilya loves the moment he gets to chase the sensation in Shane.
“Fuck, fuck right there,” Shane pleads. “Don’t stop, please, fuck Ilya, need you. Don’t stop.”
“Fucking come for me, then,” Ilya orders. He reaches out and tugs at Shane’s cock. It’s leaking all over the place and Ilya doesn’t even need to grab lube to make it comfortable for Shane.
“Fuck, Ilya, shit I’m gonna come,” Shane says and Ilya speeds up, making sure to keep the angle of the his thrusts right and to not falter in jerking Shane off.
Shane shoots thick ropes of come all over his stomach and chest. Ilya immediately breaks at the sight, pumping once, twice more into Shane before coming harder than he has in recent memory. It’s been fucking days of nothing but quiet sessions in the Hollander’s shower. Nothing like this. This magnetic need between them.
“Fuck,” Ilya groans and all but collapses on Shane. He remembers to catch himself on his elbow a split second before he connects their chests and saves Shane the unpleasant sensation of smearing cum between them more than it already is.
“Holy shit, that was intense,” Shane says. Ilya laughs into the crook of Shane’s neck.
“Shane,” Ilya says. “We cannot go back to no sex for a week. I will die.”
“Yeah, fuck, yes you’re so right,” Shane agrees. “We should go to my cottage. My mom can deal with me being in the sling for another week there.”
“Ugh,” Ilya grimaces. “Do not talk about Yuna while I am still inside you.”
Shane also looks displeased at this thought. Ilya pulls out carefully and rolls to the side. He guesses correctly that Shane has a basket to the side of the bed and disposes of the condom.
“We should get this place more ready to not be lived in for a few months, I guess,” Shane thinks out loud. “And that trashcan should be included.”
“So what, we clear out your fridge, hide your porn from the cleaners?”
“I don’t have porn stashed here.”
“Ah, so will be easy then,” Ilya laughs and smacks Shane on the stomach. He immediately regrets it when his hand comes back tacky with cum.
“Shower,” Shane declares and all but springs off the bed. Ilya cannot argue that. He shakes at his hand in a futile gesture and follows Shane to the ensuite.
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  “I probably should have left the sling on,” Shane admits a little ruefully. His rotator cuff feels sore and there’s definitely a dull ache along his collarbone still. Ilya catches his eye across the kitchen and flashes him a patented I told you so expression. “Shut up.”
“The doctor did not just tell you only one week, no?”
“My mom is gonna be so mad,” he groans.
Ilya has the decency to look sympathetic. “Maybe we do not tell her.”
Shane nods in agreement and starts to slide the sling back on. Ilya crosses the space between them and helps, fingers trailing along the straps and spending maybe a little too much extra time in contact with Shane’s body.
His head feels dizzy with it and part of him wants to drag Ilya right back into the bedroom once more. Barely over one week of laying next to Ilya, waking next to him, sitting next to him at dinner, and hiking around the lake has left him tingling for more. He was so desperate to feel everything Ilya could offer him.
Shane steps back as soon as the sling is secured. “Okay. We need to get this place ready to go. I’ll grab the bedroom trash and pack some of my clothes. Can you get any perishables out and pack up whatever you want?”
Ilya nods and sets to work, immediately retrieving the cokes from the fridge and rummaging in the freezer for just a moment before finding the bottle of Vodka.
Predictable.
They make decent time, all things considered. Shane can’t do much more than carry a light bag at a time so Ilya is left with ferrying the various boxes of things they plan to bring down to the Jeep.
“Your car is so boring,” Ilya gripes as he gets behind the wheel.
“It’s practical!”
“Oh, if it’s practical,” Ilya mocks and Shane frowns.
“It’s good in the snow.”
“Okay,” Ilya winces and directs them out of the space and onto the roads leading north out of Montreal. Shane rolls his eyes.
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Groupchat/To: Mom

Person B:



Ilya and I are going to go to the Cottage tomorrow
Person A:



You’re still in your sling.
Person A:



Are you sure?
Person B:



It’s fine.
Person B:



It’s just ten minutes away.
Person A:



If that’s what you want.
Person A:



But your father and I aren’t kicking you boys out.
Person A:



At least do your laundry here before you go over.
Person B:



Sure.
Person B:



We’ll probably head out early.
Person A:



I can have your father get it ready for you?
Person A:



The water is still off, right?
Person A:



We should turn that on for you.
Person B:



No, it’s fine. I can have Ilya help me with it.
Person B:



It’s literally just one pipe.
Person A:



What about groceries?
Person B:



He and I can go out shopping after.
Person A:



Do you think that’s wise?
Person A:



What if someone sees him?
Person A:



I guess maybe.
Person A:



But no one usually messes with me up here.
Person A:



It’ll be fine.
Person A:



You’re your own person I can’t stop you.
Person B:



Mom
Person A:



What? I just really like having both my boys back under our roof.

 

Shane is startled from his mom’s text chain by Ilya reaching over and rubbing at his knee. He looks up and smiles at Ilya.
“My mom wants us to stay in the cottage with them,” he says.
Ilya looks thoughtful as he drives, eyes not straying from the road longer than a second’s glance. “She maybe misses you?”
“Yeah,” Shane agrees. “She said it was nice having both her boys under one roof.”
Something flashes across Ilya’s face, almost like hurt but not quite, and Shane watches as the emotional shutter falls back over Ilya’s expression.
“Hey,” Shane says. He twists as much as his sling will allow him so he can reach his good arm across the console. Best he can grab is Ilya’s elbow, not the back of his neck like he’d really like, but it would have to do. “She really likes you. My dad does too.”
“Is okay,” Ilya pats at Shane’s knee. He doesn’t say anything more and Shane lets it lay for now. A road trip at 100kh is neither the time nor place for deeper conversations between them.
It will be just the two of them for weeks on end. They need to talk, that is most definitely a major priority for Shane. They still haven’t talked about what they’re doing or the plans for next year. Hell, Shane doesn’t even know when Ilya is going back to Boston. His visa will let him stay in Canada for up to six months at a time which is well into next season, but whether Ilya will want to stay all the way up to when the Raider’s training camp starts or not is a different question.
A very scared part of Shane worries that maybe Ilya will see this summer and realize he actually doesn’t want to chase whatever is boiling between them. He’ll call it off and leave Shane with a “thanks but no thanks”.
It’s nonsensical; Shane knows this. Too much has changed between them for such a clean break. Ilya has been such a perfect puzzle piece slotted into the last missing spot of Shane’s family that Shane can no longer picture a future without him. He couldn’t before, but now he has the evidence laid out before him.
David loves Ilya. The two of them have taken to some of the larger puzzles David has put off for years for their piece count taking too long to complete in the limited time they have over the summer. Shane has caught the two of them lounging on the couch playing Words with Friends on their phones and teasing one another the entire time. Ilya has gotten exceptionally heated over being blocked for moves he wanted to make and it’s sent Shane into fond laughter more than once.
Yuna has doted on Ilya in the same way Shane has known his whole life. She and Ilya have spent several dinner prep sessions debating various teams and their strategies, picking apart Ilya’s insight and considering it. She also has hinted several times at different ad campaigns Ilya should pursue for his own image and future. More than once, Shane has spotted her walking a laundry basket full of his and Ilya’s clothes back to their room after running a load of their laundry while the two of them were out. Shane hasn’t missed either that Yuna gives Ilya more ice cream than the rest of them.
He’s so perfect. He fits so perfectly that Shane can’t help but smile at every new piece of evidence that gets collected. The fear that Ilya doesn’t see it too lingers strongly.
 
Game 6 ends as Yuna predicted: The Admirals taking it in the third and bringing the finals back into a tie. Ilya pretends to groan and gripe but Shane knows he’s been rooting for Scott Hunter to get his first Cup. Everyone is.
By early next morning, the car is packed with their belongings and Shane is eagerly waiting to hit the road.
“You’ll be back for the last game?” Yuna asks, again, and Ilya wraps his arms around her in a big hug.
“Of course we will,” Ilya promises. Yuna squeaks as he picks her up off the ground slightly but she’s laughing as he puts her back down. “You know we would not miss it with you for the world.”
“Okay, okay,” she laughs. “I’m being ridiculous.”
“Maybe,” Shane teases. He’s standing over by the car, sling back in place. Ilya had very dutifully made sure he was strapped back in properly. His shoulder had maybe ached all last night too.
“Oh, hush,” Yuna swats the air at Shane. She reaches up to cup Ilya’s cheek. “Let me know what you want for dinner.”
“Yes, ma’am,” Ilya grins. He turns and steps into David’s space, Shane’s father immediately raising his arms and drawing Ilya in for a hug. “Do not think you have escaped my words.”
David slaps Ilya fondly on the back. “Of course, not, Son.”
Ilya’s smile at the title was bright enough to power multiple galaxies.
Shane pretends to cough into his hand and he struggles not to laugh as both of his parents turn with surprised expressions. He won’t tease them too badly about forgetting he was there, not when their focus was on someone he wanted them to love.
Yuna closes the gap first and draws Shane into a slightly too tight goodbye hug. “Be good, don’t take that sling off too soon.”
Shane rolls his eyes. “I won’t.”
She pulls back, hands still on either shoulder, and pins him with a knowing look. “I mean it. Don’t mess up your shoulder before the next season. You have ice to get back onto.”
“I won’t,” he stresses again, more emphasis on the words. “I’m a fully grown adult. I know how to listen to doctors.”
He catches Ilya’s eye over his mom’s shoulder and Ilya waggles his brow suggestively. Shane flushes and pulls away from Yuna to give his father a hug instead.
“Bye, Dad,” he says into David’s shoulder.
“See you tomorrow night, Son,” David gives Shane a quick squeeze and steps back. “You two let us know if you need anything.”
“We will,” Ilya promises and steps back over to the car. He passes Shane quickly and opens the passenger door before Shane can.
“I can open doors,” Shane mumbles. He’s embarrassed.
“So can I,” Ilya teases and pecks Shane on the cheek quickly before rounding the car with a final wave to Yuna and David.
Shane’s eyes linger on the mirror as they pull away and his parents don’t leave their spot on the driveway at all before he loses sight of them. A slightly guilty feeling settles in his stomach.
“Do you think we should have stayed?” he asks. Ilya glances over him and raises an eyebrow. “I mean, they just seem to really want us there.”
“We will see them in a few days,” Ilya promises. He reaches over and captures Shane’s hand and rests it on Shane’s thigh. “Space will be good for all of us. Plus, we can visit any day we want, this summer. This is not a forever goodbye.”
Shane lets his head tip back onto the headrest of his seat. “I know. I guess I just feel guilty.”
“Is okay,” Ilya promises. “They love you. They will still love you at your own house.”
“You’re right,” Shane squeezes Ilya’s hand. “Plus, my mom does hover a little too much.”
Ilya shrugs. “Maybe. She cares. It is nice to be cared for.”
God, he loves this man so much. The words want to bubble out from Shane’s throat so badly but this isn’t the time. They should talk about what they want first. How to go from here. A ten minute car ride is not the answer.
“Turn here,” Shane says instead, and gestures with their clasped hands. “It’s not much further.”
“Okay,” Ilya says and Shane smiles at the way his accent twists the ‘a’ into an ‘e’ sound.
Shane’s Cottage is average to Cottage standards, he thinks. It’s definitely bigger than his parent’s home, though that’s not surprising. He had to accommodate a practice rink on the lower level and the small summer gym he has set up downstairs there as well.
He maybe second guesses a few of his building choices as Ilya lets out a low whistle on their arrival.
“I worked with an architect to have this built,” Shane says.
“Oh, I know, Shane,” Ilya laughs.
“Right,” Shane says dumbly. “The documentary.”
“You will show me your Yoga?” Ilya teases. Shane rolls his eyes and grabs one of the suitcases from the back of the car. “I can get that.”
“How’re your ribs?”
“Fine,” Ilya rolls his eyes. “How is your shoulder?”
“Shut up.”
“If I tell you it’s sexy, can we fuck with you still wearing it so Montreal still has a first line center next season?”
“Fuck off,” Shane laughs. “I’m almost healed.”
“Okay.”
Shane unlocks the door and lets them in. They don’t bother toeing off their shoes just yet since the rest of the car still needs to be unloaded, but he already mentally plans how to sneak a bit of mopping into the rest of the plans for the day.
“You put things away, I bring them in?” Ilya asks and Shane agrees, already digging into some of the boxes of dry goods they moved from the apartment in Montreal.
It takes them maybe 20 minutes to clear the car, though anything not kitchen related has been left in a pile by the stairs to the upper level. Shane walks Ilya outside to the water shutoff, grabbing the water key from the utility closet along the way.
“I have a well,” he rambles. Ilya is trailing behind him dutifully. “But I turn off the city water and the well when I’m not here.”
“Smart.”
Shane throws him a smile. He passes the key to Ilya and points at the switch. Shane could maybe have done this himself, but he can’t deny it is nice to watch Ilya flex with the slight effort of turning the valve back on.
“This it?” Ilya asks and Shane nods.
“Yup. Just gotta put our stuff away and hit the store,” he looks over at Ilya who is waggling his brows suggestively. “No. Chores.”
Ilya throws his head back dramatically and groans. “Boring.”
“I thought you liked boring?” Shane teases.
“Do not hold words against me, Hollander.”
“C’mon, you big baby,” Shane gestures ahead of them with the water key. “I want to hit the store so we have plenty of time to make dinner.”
“We could just order in.”
“There’s literally nothing near here except a pizza spot and I have to bribe them to deliver.”
Ilya shrugs like this is the obvious solution.
“No.”
“Okay,” he says, though Shane recognizes the tone well enough that to know Ilya thinks Shane will cave.
 
The local grocery store is smaller than the major ones in the city and even the surrounding suburban areas. Shane likes it, though. Despite the narrow aisles making passing other shoppers a tad more complicated, it’s cozy and the lighting is enough to see but not overwhelm.
As Ilya pulls into the parking lot, Shane realizes immediately that he’s maybe under-considered something.
The car falls silent as Ilya pulls the key out of the ignition. He moves to leave the car and pauses, stilling his movements to watch Shane.
Shane feels frozen in his spot, body tense and breathing tight. He doesn’t want to have a panic attack, not in the fucking grocery store parking lot, but it’s suddenly occurring to him that people are here and they will see. They will see him. They will see Ilya. They might recognize both of them and see both of them here together.
“Maybe you wait here,” he finally says, eyes trained on his lap.
“Okay.”
Shane looks back up at the uncharacteristically easy acceptance. Ilya is staring at him expressionlessly, falling back onto the blank stares he used to use back when they first started hooking up. It was the same one he’d used in the hotel so many months ago at All-Stars.
“Fuck, never mind,” Shane shook his head to clear it. “I’m being ridiculous.”
Ilya reached across the console and gripped Shane’s knee. “Is okay. I am recognizable.”
“No, this is stupid. No one ever bothers me here.”
He shrugged. “But seeing us together in public is maybe bigger, no? Scarier?”
That was the crux of the matter. Shane was scared. He has been scared for years, hiding in the dark and jumping at shadows. But his parents know. Hayden knows. JJ knows he’s gay and it’s okay.
And what does this even prove, anyways? That Ilya Rozanov is spending time in Lanaudière with Shane?
“We can be friends, right?” Shane asks. He’s still a little frozen in his seat, one hand on the door handle and the other over Ilya’s grip on his leg. He doesn’t even know when he grabbed Ilya, honestly, but he tightens his grip around Ilya’s hand.
“Shane, we’ve been fucking for years, I would hope we’re friends.”
“Fuck off,” Shane groans. “I’m serious.”
“Me too,” Ilya shrugs as if this conversation was casual and not a big deal at all. “I have seen your asshole, I think only friends do that?”
“I’ve never seen Hayden’s asshole,” Shane winces the moment he says it, unwillingly giving himself an imagined picture of Hayden bending over so Shane would even have ever caught a glimpse.
“Ah, I’ve seen Marlow’s asshole.”
Shane snaps his head to the side. “What?”
Ilya grins. “Yes, when we took a girl to Paris. Years ago. After Cup win.”
Shane squints. “When the fuck did you go to Paris.”
“Ah, not city.”
“What?”
The wolfish gleam in Ilya’s eye is almost concerning. “I will explain later. Cannot show. You do not seem the type to share.”
“Type to sha—Ilya!” Shane grimaces and pushes open the car door before he can think twice. He’d much rather get caught shopping with Ilya than consider this conversation.
“Shaaaane,” Ilya sings and Shane pointedly ignores him. He focuses on getting a cart and inserting a coin in the lock to free it from the corral. “Shane, it’s funny!”
“Go away,” he mumbles but a grin is breaking through. It’s way harder to stay annoyed at Ilya than it used to be. He used to be able to resent Ilya for months at a time. He’s barely lasting 30 seconds these days. Is that growth or failure?
“I want the sandwiches with no crust,” Ilya says and saddles up just behind Shane. There’s plenty of distance between them to not draw unwarranted attention, but Shane still itches at being perceived.
“Uncrustables?”
“Da, yes, those! They are good half frozen,” Ilya nods. “Jelly melts first, I do not know how.”
“Probably the sugar.”
“Best part.”
“You’re an athlete,” Shane scolds. He directs them over towards the dry goods, grabbing staples for the pantry and adding a bag of marshmallows into the cart before they exit the baking aisle.
“Yes! And I can swim in lake to stay healthy.”
“The lake is cold still,” he informs with zero deterrence to Ilya’s excitement. “What kinds of food do you want? We probably should have talked about this sooner.”
“McGriddles?”
“No.”
“Burgers,” Ilya says far more petulantly. “We could do your fancy fish too.”
“Salmon isn’t fancy.”
“No with the seeds on it and the fancy sauce.”
“It’s a glaze,” Shane rolls his eyes. He pulls them up to the meat counter and starts asking for items from the worker. His gut twists itself over as the worker’s eyes glance over his shoulder at Ilya and only relaxes when there seems to be no recognition to either of them.
“We should get steaks, too,” Ilya continues. He wanders down the glass display and starts pointing at various cuts of meat. “This one is good for grill. We could stew maybe? Like soup but it pulls apart?”
Shane smiles to himself as Ilya gets caught up in the various meals he plans for them to cook together. It’s nice. He never really would have expected Ilya to love cooking so much, but after the week Ilya spent cooking with both of Shane’s parents, Shane isn’t really sure why he’s surprised at all.
The worker seems to have foregone asking Shane for what he wants and just starts taking direction from Ilya.
It all feels...normal. Perfect. They’re just two people here. Maybe they’re friends, or dating, or maybe...maybe they’re husbands. Maybe they’ll go home to a dog. Maybe they’ll have a kid.
Ilya interrupts Shane’s yearning by dumping a huge pile of paper wrapped meats into the cart.
“Shane, we should do burgers tonight and maybe chicken tomorrow.” Ilya grins down at Shane, chest lifting faster than normal with excitement, and Shane is struck by the strongest urge to kiss him. Here, in public, where anyone can see.
He drops his eyes to the curve of Ilya’s lips and looks back up just in time to catch Ilya doing the same.
“C’mon,” Shane shakes his head. He lets himself reach out, dropping his hand onto Ilya’s lower back and directing him towards the produce section. “We need to make sure you don’t die of scurvy this week.”
“I do not know what this is.”
Shane pats Ilya’s lower back lightly and drops his hand. “And I’ll never let you catch it.”
 
Ilya holds Shane’s hand the whole way home. Shane feels giddy, excited in a way he never has. He would describe it as feeling like a teenager, but even as a teenager Shane was plagued with anxiety and the stress of becoming a role model. Nothing has really changed, but sitting here in his car with the windows down and fingers interlaced with Ilya’s, he feels invincible.
No one recognized them in the store. He didn’t catch a single phone out, and eventually the security of that experience let him stop looking. Shane, for the first time ever, just let himself exist and pretend he was shopping with his husband like it was the most normal experience they could ever share together.
In a few months, all too soon, they’ll be back in their respective cities and facing another year of rivalry via media campaign. But today, Shane has Ilya. Whatever they are. It matters less in this moment than it feels like it ever did before.
David’s words to Shane weeks ago about titles and declarations mattering less than the actions of them comes to the forefront of Shane’s mind. He thinks he’d like to tell Ilya he loves him. Wants to say it and have nothing bad happen and no miscommunication to distract them from how good it feels to be driving around in Canada and going to the grocery store side by side.
There’s a pep in both their steps as they carry the grocery bags in. Shane feels eager, with giddy excitement building in him.
And he’s fucking horny.
He wants to pin Ilya down and kiss him so filthily that both of them have to shower after. He wants to ride Ilya while they both stare out over the lake that sprawls behind the cottage. He wants Ilya to fuck him in the gym while they watch themselves in the mirror.
The moment Shane has the last of the meat stashed in fridge, not even properly portioned out of their paper packaging, Ilya is pinning him against the counter and snaking an arm around him. He tilts his head back and let’s Ilya suck at his neck, licking with the same abandon Shane feels. He knows the urge that’s crawling under Ilya’s skin because it’s the same one that’s pushing him to touch Ilya everywhere he can. He wants his fingerprints to leave bruises along Ilya’s ribs for anyone to see.  Less than one more week and Shane can take this stupid fucking sling off and really have his way with Ilya.
Ilya moans as Shane slides his fingers into Ilya’s curls and tugs at them, directing Ilya’s mouth back against Shane’s. It’s a fiery kiss, full of tongue and sucking at one another’s lips. Shane loves the light headed feeling he gets from kissing Ilya. It lifts him up and makes his whole body buzz with the attention.
“Bed,” Ilya hisses, pushing Shane out of the kitchen. Shane realizes belatedly that Ilya never got a tour, so he’s being herded blindly towards the other half of the cottage. Shane grips at Ilya’s hips and directs him towards the stairs, pushing Ilya backwards and off of him long enough to get them moving.
“We have provided you our best accommodations for your stay here,” Shane grins. “A stunning lakeside view and all the amenities you could want.”
Ilya’s smile at Shane’s teasing is blinding and Shane loves the thrill that he’s the only one to really ever see Ilya this way. “I am very particular, though. Will you meet my demands?”
“We strive for the best,” Shane promises.
“I require king sized bed.”
“All of our beds are king sized,” Shane says, directing Ilya carefully backwards up the stairs. His good hand is still on Ilya’s hip, thumb lightly playing with the hem of Ilya’s shirt.
“And what you call,” Ilya hums as he chooses the correct word, “ensuite bathroom.”
“Yes, your lodging does have an ensuite.”
Ilya hums approvingly. “And does it come with roommate?”
Shane pretends to mull over the request. “There is one other individual, yes. Will that be a problem?”
“Very big,” Ilya laughs. “Do not know if he can handle me.”
“I’ve heard he can handle anything you give him.”
The smug look Ilya returns him is worth every second they spend not jumping one another. “Oh, is that what you heard?”
“Yes, sir. We strive here to provide honesty and excellence.”
Ilya spins them and walks Shane back to his bed with a muttered, “I’ll show you excellence” before tossing him down.
“Sir! You can’t treat the staff this way! I’m just a bell boy!”
Ilya straddles him, good arm pinned to the side of his head against the bed. “Oh, I think after all of these years I know how the staff likes to be treated.”
Shane grins up at him, basking in the teasing and sucking up Ilya’s childlike excitement like a sponge. He loves this. Loves him. Loves them both being here like it’s the most normal thing to ever have.
He can’t get enough and he never wants to.
“Hey,” Shane says with a smile. “I have an idea.”
“I have several ideas.”
“No, I have a serious one. What if, while we’re here, we just say what we’re thinking? We don’t hide and we just make an effort to be honest with one another?”
Ilya’s expression grows serious, but he still looks happy. There’s no hint of disappointment or regret that Shane can see in his eyes.
After a long moment, Ilya slowly nods. “Okay.”
“Yeah?”
“Yes,” Ilya smiles down at him. “I think this would maybe be good.”
Shane leans up and Ilya meets his kiss half-way, pressing chastely to him like they’re sealing a deal.
“In the spirit of honesty,” Ilya says against his lips, “I want to fuck you.”
“Fuck, yes please,” Shane begs.
Ilya pushes back up, still straddling Shane’s hips, and yanks off his shirt with minimal finesse and tosses it somewhere off to the side. He’s back on Shane and kissing him without a second to spare.
“Sling,” Shane mumbles against his lips and starts working at the strap.
“Oh, you can be trusted to not injure yourself?”
“Fuck off,” Shane  grumbles without heat. Ilya’s not necessarily wrong, especially after the tweaked feeling Shane had yesterday. Ilya pulls back enough to help Shane get the sling off safely, this time without yanking any of his shoulder in the process. The moment both of Shane’s hands are free, he’s grabbing at Ilya’s shoulders and pulling him down over top of him.
 
Ilya towels off his hair after he dresses from his shower. The first things his hands touched in his bags are what he decided to wear, and now he’s traipsing through Shane’s gorgeous cottage in an old oversized polo and the baggy red basketball shorts he threw in blindly when he was packing in Boston. Not the most suave or attractive look he’s donned to impress Shane, that’s for sure.
He grins at the thought that maybe most of his impressing days are over. He’s here, in Canada, at Shane’s elusive cottage that only his closest friends and family plus one production crew have seen. Both of Shane’s parents like him for who knows what reason and Shane’s best friend... tolerates him. Which is likely the most surprising aspect of that entire list.
The weather is nice and not muggy at all despite them being next to one of the larger lakes in the area (according to Shane) and so the sliding doors on the back patio have bene left open as Shane cooks. There’s no hiding between open floor plan and wall to ceiling windows and Ilya joins Shane on the back patio quickly.
“Burgers should be done soon,” Shane calls as Ilya approaches. He doesn’t lift his eyes from the grill.
Ilya sidles up behind him, poised to eliminate any space he can between them when he catches sight of the grill. “Why the fuck are you making so many?”
Shane flips a burger and a little spurt of flame licks up at the fat that drips. “The recipe called for eight.”
“So you cut it in half,” Ilya’s hand cuts through the air in a slash. “What, you can’t do math?”
“Leave me alone,” Shane grumbles.
God, he loved this man.
Ilya closes the last inch of space between them and presses his front to Shane’s back, hands sliding around Shane’s waist and trapping them together. “No.”
He presses light kisses behind Shane’s ear, lingering in the spots that made Shane squirm. Shane didn’t bat him off, though, so Ilya kept up his light teasing while Shane distributed slices of cheese across all eight patties.
Maybe he should have stopped Shane, halted the cheese distribution so that they could melt it fresh for the inevitable leftovers tomorrow. But he didn’t. He let Shane’s single minded focus follow through on whatever neurotic plan had settled into Shane’s mind.
Eventually, Shane wiggles Ilya off of him with instructions to grab condiments from the fridge. By the time Ilya has gotten them and the few traditional burger toppings brought out to the patio table, Shane has all eight burgers assembled on buns.
Ilya smiles to himself again at the thought that maybe he should have done more to prepare Shane for the idea of leftovers.
“Thank you,” Ilya says instead with a kiss pressed to Shane’s freckles. He’s rewarded with a blushing smile from Shane.
Shane coughs lightly to center himself and directs Ilya to eat.
They sit in relative silence through their first burger. Ilya keeps his focus somewhere between watching Shane and enjoying the way the sun hits off the lake. This far north, they’re still several hours off from sunset. Boston has it’s own share of late sunsets, but Canada reminds him far more of Moscow summers. It settles into his chest in a way that feels right.
“Maybe I should have cut the recipe,” Shane mumbles around a mouth of food. They’re each working their second burger. Even without sides, Ilya is starting to approach feeling full. “I guess we can bring the leftovers to my parents tomorrow. Normally, I’d just offer same day. But...”
“Yes,” Ilya nods knowingly. “We would not be allowed to leave. Yuna would trick us into staying, I think.”
Shane snorts. “Yeah, probably.”
Ilya smiles at Shane before reaching up to brush a thumb across his cheekbones. “I like them.”
“My parents?”
He nods. “Yes, they are very kind to me. Your mother still terrifies me a little, though.”
“Me too,” Shane grins. “But she likes you, I promise.”
“I know.”
“It’s a little surreal,” Shane begins, “having you here. I never really thought I would have this.”
“Bringing your rival home?” Ilya can’t help but tease and it earns him an eyeroll.
“No, well, yes,” Shane considers. “But I guess bringing anyone home, really. I had girlfriends in high school, obviously, but I never really dated anyone seriously.”
“Except Rose Landry,” Ilya grumbles. He tries to hide his jealousy with a big bite of burger but when he looks back up, Shane has him pinned with an amused and knowing expression.
“Ilya, I’m gay.”
Ilya rolls his eyes.
“Anyways. I never thought I’d ever bring you here.”
That, Ilya can relate to. “I never thought I’d be here. I used to see you doing your yoga poses in the documentary and think I’d never see you here in person.”
“This is my favorite place,” Shane admits. “Hayden hasn’t even been here.”
“Really?”
Shane nods. “It’s not that weird since Hayden likes to spend as much time as he can home with Jackie and the kids. It’s a long drive to bring children out on. But I don’t know that I’d really thought about inviting anyone besides my parents for a really long time.”
“And then you invited me while high on drugs,” Ilya snorts.
“Fuck off,” Shane nudges Ilya’s foot under the table. It’s a quick tap of the toe but Ilya slides his heel to line them up and leave them connected. “I was going to ask you no matter what.”
Ilya smiles and reaches under the table to put his hand on Shane’s knee. He thinks carefully about his next words, reluctant to hurt Shane’s feelings but a little high on the promise they made to be honest here.
“I do not think I would have said yes,” he admits. He sees the hurt wash over Shane, the way Shane closes down and pretends whatever is in front of him is unaffecting him. Ilya reaches out and tips Shane’s chin back up to look at him. “I was very scared that saying yes would mean that there was no going back. That I would be hurt forever if something changed.”
Shane holds his gaze for a long time. Ilya just watches as whatever is happening inside Shane’s brain processes through.
Finally, “I don’t think we could go back after that day in Boston.”
“No,” Ilya says. It’s not in agreement, though. “I don’t think we could go back after Vegas.”
Shane sucks in a short breath and pulls back. Ilya drops his hand back down to Shane’s thigh and lets it sit there. They’ve never talked about how cruel Ilya was that night, how dismissive of Shane he was after months of disregard in the hurting wake of Sochi.
They’ve never really discussed anything, have they?
“You didn’t kiss me.”
Ilya swallows heavily. “No, I did not.”
Shane blinks and looks away. Ilya doesn’t miss how watery Shane’s eyes are getting, but Shane’s face is stiff and impassive, holding his tears at bay. “Why?”
“I had to go back to Russia,” Ilya said without pause. That was always what it came back to, wasn’t it? Russia. “I could not bring you back with me. I thought... I don’t know what I thought. Maybe I would step off the plane and my father or my brother would take one look at me and know.”
Shane turns back to him. “Know what?”
Ilya smiles sadly. “That a beautiful Canadian boy was stealing my heart.”
Shane closes the space between them, kissing Ilya with no urgency but all of the longing and yearning that had festered between them for years. Ilya grips the sides of Shane’s face in both hands, humming against Shane’s lips as he feels fingers tangle in his own hair.
“A beautiful Russian boy was stealing my heart too,” Shane said as he pulled back from Ilya.
Ilya felt his face crumple and he ducked down into Shane’s embrace, letting his forehead clunk against Shane’s collarbone with a mumbled, “Hollander.”
“I know,” Shane whispers. “It still kills me too.”
Ilya nods in remembrance to their conversation in Tampa and Shane’s words.
“Does it kill you? Wanting each other so much?”
“Yes,” Ilya says, again. “Me too.”
 
Shane insists they build a fire. Ilya doesn’t really see the point, frankly, and it sounds like another weird North American idiosyncrasy that he might never fully understand. Fires were for keeping warm in Russia, and it was nearly 24° out which was pleasant and far from cold by any real stretch of the word. They were both in shorts.
“My dad and me used to build fires together,” Shane explains aloud as he starts layering the kindling and wood. He works with confidence and Ilya wonders idly when a boy made for the ice became adept at outdoorsmanship. “He’s the one that taught me how to make a fire.”
“You can do the...” Ilya mimes spinning a stick between the palms of his hands like he’s seen on those trashy island wilderness gameshows Sveta watches.
Shane laughs. “Definitely not, but I have a lighter.”
Ilya blows a raspberry in feigned disappointment. “Boring.”
Shane smirks up at him and Ilya purses his lips to fight a smile at being caught.
The fire gets going and Shane directs them down onto the couch in front of it.
“So we just sit here and watch?” he finally asks.
“Yup.”
Ilya nods slowly. “Canada is fun.”
Shane rolls his eyes but says nothing.
Darkness has fallen around them and a decent amount of the bugs have disappeared with them, thankfully. Shane has a terrible smelling candle to keep them away, but the smoke from the fire will hopefully help too.
Shane’s phone chimes and he looks down at the screen. Ilya frowns as he catches Rose’s name at the top of whatever message conversation the two are engaged in. Shane types something back and he’s smiling when he turns back to Ilya.
“It was just Rose checking in,” Shane explains. Ilya hums and watches the fire in attempt to remain calm. “Ilya, I’m gay.”
He wonders how often he’ll have to hear Shane say those words before the thought of Rose Landry being on any level of friendly correspondence stops sinking Ilya’s gut with the greenest of jealousy.
“Not so gay you cannot fuck Rose Landry,” Ilya grumbles. It’s a very poor attempt at humor and he can hear the hurt in his voice bleed through with each word.
Shane reaches a hand up to the back of Ilya’s neck and strokes the hair their lightly. It helps, and Ilya feels the tension that has begun to gather between his shoulder blades ebb.
“She helped me figure out what to say to you in Tampa,” Shane says after a long bit of silence. “She was rooting for me to mend things with you.”
This...Ilya did not expect.
“She knew about me?” Ilya turns to Shane with a surprised look.
“Yeah, sorry,” Shane bites at his lip a bit. “She sort of guessed I was seeing you, but it was kind of my fault. She won’t say anything.”
Ilya actually didn’t care that Rose knew. He really didn’t care if the whole world knew, at this point. He wanted to brag and show off that he was the one to get Shane.
“She knew about me before Tampa?”
Shane nods. “I called her for help. When she...” he drifts off and looks back at the fire, eyes unfocused as he sifts through a memory. “When she was breaking up with me, she was helping me admit that I was gay. I think I knew... but I had just become really good at not thinking about it? But she asked me if I’d been with a guy before. And I just remember feeling so much shame. I hated that I was admitting it out loud, knowing that I was what everyone whispers about in the locker room. But then she asked if it was better than being with a woman and I just...”
Shane trails off and Ilya reaches for his hand to hold after a few seconds. “What?”
Shane looks over and smiles, just taking a moment to look over Ilya’s face.
“I just remembered you,” he says. “I thought about the way you kissed me, and the way you held me. I thought about how my brain didn’t have to work when you were around and with me. I just thought about how much I could be me and I’d never, ever felt that with anyone else, let alone with a woman. I’d only felt it with you.”
Ilya didn’t know what to say to that so he just stayed silent. He swallows heavily under Shane’s focus, uneasy with whatever confession Shane was dancing around.
“So,” Shane starts up again and looked back at the fire. Ilya felt like a puppet with most of it’s strings suddenly snapping. He could remain upright but he was no longer locked under anyone’s control. “I called her and told her I’d had someone before I’d dated her. And I’d like to try and apologize and win him back.”
“Win me back,” Ilya sang approvingly. “I am damsel.”
“Fuck off,” Shane laughs. “You are so the opposite of a damsel. I like that about you, though.”
“I like that about you too.”
A sudden wail cut through the night air and Ilya spun in his spot, arm half raised to fend off whatever he’d heard. Wolf, is what his brain hissed at him. Wolves in Russia would not hesitate to get you if you were caught unawares like the two of them were. But there was no mistaking that howl.
“What the fuck was that!” Ilya curses and Shane laughs beside him.
“A loon?”
He turns and narrows his eyes at the way Shane is clearly laughing at him. “A what?”
“A loon,” Shane says. “It’s a bird. You’re so scared.”
“What kind of a bird makes a sound like that?” Ilya asks in distress. “Stupid, Canadian wolf bird.”
Shane cups his hands around his mouth and does a bird call, supposedly of the wolf bird in question. It would be impressive had Ilya not still been working to get his heartrate back down. Shane looks at him smugly.
Ilya waves him off. This was not fair. Ilya teased Shane, not the other way around.
“You speak bird now?”
“Fluent,” Shane grins. He pecks Ilya on the cheek and Ilya did his best not to preen in happiness at the casual intimacy. He leans into Shane’s space and Shane lifts an arm up, casually guiding him into a hug.
Distantly, Ilya thinks that maybe Shane should have his sling back on. They were still at least five days off from the all clear and Shane hadn’t put it back on after they’d had sex. But if he wasn’t in pain and was happy to hold Ilya, Ilya supposed he’d let the transgression slide.
They sat like that; Ilya tipped over with a cheek pressed against Shane’s pec and occasionally nuzzling into the fabric of Shane’s hoodie. Eventually, though, Ilya slid down and stretched out his legs. The ache in his mostly healed ribs did not enjoy the cooler air and the weird scrunch over he’d been doing. But Shane adjusted, moving his thighs to cradle Ilya’s head and sliding one hand into his hair to tug at his curls and wrap another around the expanse of his side.
He let out a content hum at the feeling of Shane’s body heat sinking into him through his arm.
For such a boring sounding activity like watching fire, it was soothing. It didn’t take long for Ilya to fall into a half dreamy state, relaxed under Shane’s idle ministrations and the hypnotizing flicker of the flames. The heat coming off of them didn’t hinder things as well.
Quietly, minutes or maybe even an hour later, Shane finally asks, “Have you spoken to your brother lately?”
“No,” Ilya says quietly. He thinks of the way his fist clenched and connected with his brother’s jaw at his father’s dinner. He didn’t hesitate to throw the punch, only to throw the second one.
“Is that a good thing?” Shane asks. Ilya shrugs lightly under Shane’s embrace. His beautiful, curious, Canadian boy would probably ask more questions, and Ilya considered what he wanted to say.
His family was not kind. It was not good. They did not invite strangers to other countries just because it would make people happy. They were not the Hollanders and their perfect happy family.
Ilya is being unkind. The Hollanders are not perfect. If they were, Shane would not have spent so long terrified to come out, even knowing that his parents would still love him after. Ilya can’t imagine how the conversation with his father would proceed. Perhaps his father’s military connections would be involved, quietly taking Ilya to whatever damp and dark cell they deemed. Afterall, the targeting and indoctrinating of minors was hated by all, of course. He would not be treated kindly, and his father would not care so long as the arrest was kept quiet and scandal free.
On second thought, perhaps his father wouldn’t tell anyone, and instead just berate the impropriety out of Ilya.
“It must suck even if your family isn’t good,” Shane continues. Ilya smiles quietly to himself at the way Shane’s anxiety never lets anything lie still. Everything must be handled, whether it is tucked away in tiny closeted boxes or picked at to death.
“My mother was good,” Ilya says. Whatever filter he might have has been lost to the honesty pact Shane swore him into and the hypnosis of the flames. “She was so beautiful, and kind.”
“How did she die?”
The puppet strings must have been reattached at some point. It was the only explanation for the way the quiet calm he’d slipped into would take control so thoroughly and spill all of his secrets. “By accident.”
Shane’s hand runs lightly back and forth along Ilya’s ribs, a slow quiet comfort.
“She accidentally swallowed an entire bottle of pills.”
Shane’s hand immediately stills, and Ilya feels the freeze frame reboot Shane goes through. He spots it happening sometimes when something Shane doesn’t expect knocks him off center. Usually, it’s an insane comment or an offhanded press question that wasn’t in the Yuna Hollander prepared manual. But the reboot happens quickly, and Shane’s hand immediately regains its rhythm in stroking his side.
“I don’t want you to think she was weak,” Ilya continues. “She was so strong. So beautiful, and funny. But she was so sad.”
“I don’t think she was weak,” Shane promises quietly. Ilya can feel the honesty bleed off Shane. He’s too good.
Ilya falls silent once more, quietly letting himself be taken care of.
He can’t remember ever having this.
He can. But he was so young.
“I found her,” Ilya whispers. Shane tugs lightly at Ilya’s sternum, urging him to roll into Shane’s stomach and away from the fire. And Ilya, the puppet that he is, follows without hesitation. Shane’s arms wrap around his shoulders, tugging him up and adjusting the way Ilya is laying until Ilya is cradled in Shane’s arms not unlike a child. His legs are too long, sprawling out into the darkness at the other end of the couch. But his whole torso is tucked into Shane and Shane just holds him. Holds him so tightly that Ilya has no choice but to grip back and accept it.
Ilya’s first sob catches him off guard, but once the dam is clear, they flow out of him like a long held back waterfall. He grips at Shane’s shoulders, clutching him and begging to be grounded as the terrible, 15-year ache finally frees itself from within him.
How many times has he cried in this man’s arms, now? Will it ever be too much and Shane decide he’s had enough? That he’s done?
“I’ve got you,” Shane whispers into Ilya’s curls. Ilya has no choice but to believe him.
 
The morning sun comes in over the lake. It’s a beautiful sight, and Ilya vows to try and catch it at least once more during his time here. He has no return flight, but maybe Shane will keep him around until they both return for training camp ahead of the next season.
Instead, Ilya lays in bed watching the sparkling of the water and keeping Shane tucked into his embrace.
“Good morning,” Ilya rasps when Shane finally begins to stir against him. Shane stretches just slightly before tipping his head up with a smile. “I like you.”
“I like you too,” Shane says back.
Everything is perfect. Just perfect.
 
They spend their day just having fun. Sometimes, everything in their lives feels so big and important that it’s become easier and easier to remember that they’re only 26. They’re just two overgrown kids jumping from one high energy activity to another.
Shane’s gym is definitely smaller. There are mirrors along the interior wall, and the back wall is composed almost entirely of large pane windows that overlook the lake. It’s situated lower in the home, below deck level and tucked away under the rest of the living space, but it’s still spacious enough to hold the basic conditioning equipment Shane needs off season.
Ilya prefers weight training whenever possible, so he situates himself at a bench with the free weights while Shane takes to the treadmill to keep his endurance up until he’s cleared to train any heavier.
“I can do basic strength conditioning and yoga,” he told Ilya when they were still at Shane’s family cottage. “But I can’t lift with my right arm and I don’t want to work my left unevenly in the meantime.”
So now it was a countdown the final days before the sling was cleared. Shane admitted he probably would need to visit the medical center in Montreal one more time to get cleared the last bit, but he’d probably just go for it the moment he lost the sling. Ilya had never known Shane not to move and he couldn’t imagine the antsy energy that was building up in him.
Working out without the parental Hollanders nearby, however, did not seem conducive to a long and thorough workout.
Shane broke first, pulling the emergency stop on the treadmill and hopping off. Ilya had barely dropped the weights and begun turning before Shane was on him, pinning him back to the weight bench and straddling him with a fierce kiss.
They didn’t bother to finish their workout after.
“You did legs anyway,” Ilya teases as they move to shower.
“Riding you on an elevated surface does not count as legs,” Shane says with a dry look. Ilya assumed Shane would agree with him in two days when the muscle burn started to take hold.
 
Spending time playing sewer ball on the lawn wasn’t much better. They chirped one another relentlessly, never pulling a single punch. But then again, chirping was their go to form of foreplay, so maybe they should have anticipated Ilya shoving Shane down into a lawn chair and blowing him.
They were outside with no neighbors for miles. If Shane didn’t want to yell out Ilya’s name into the wilderness, maybe they should have played indoors.
All in all, it was a great first full day at the Cottage.
 
They’d only been away from the family cottage maybe 30 hours max before their return but  it was clear they were missed. They barely made it halfway up the stone path before Yuna had the door open and was stepping out to hug them.
“There you boys are,” she greets with a wide smile and a large hug for Shane. She smiles at Ilya over Shane’s shoulder and separates from her son just long enough to pull Ilya into an equally strong hug.
“Hello Yuna,” Ilya says with a smile. He lets his eyes close for just a brief moment to savor the warmth of a motherly hug. Shane’s mother gave the best hugs. If anyone had asked him just three months ago if he’d be on hug-friendly terms with Yuna Hollander, he would have laughed in their face.
“Come in,” she says with a parting squeeze of her hand on Ilya’s shoulder. “David is prepping chicken for the grill right now.”
“Does he need help?”
Shane snorts from where he’s kicking his shoes off in the entry way. “Stop being a suck up.”
“Shane!”
Shane looks affronted at the way Yuna immediately shuts him down. “What! He is!”
Yuna tsks under her breath disapprovingly and throws an apologetic look Ilya’s way. A bigger man than Ilya would have resisted the smug smile and teasing eyebrow waggle thrown to Shane, but luckily Ilya is not that man. The moment Yuna has turned away, Ilya is looking at Shane smugly and sticking a tongue out.
“Asshole,” Shane hisses under his breath. Ilya reaches out and pinches the tiny bit of flesh at Shane’s hips in retaliation.
 
Dinner is a laughing affair. A week has settled Ilya into the Hollander space with ease and 24 hours away has not seemed to dissuade that feeling.
Ilya can picture years in this room, laughing with David and joining forces with him to tease Shane and Yuna about whatever neurotic thing they’re wrapping their heads around. Or maybe he’s conspiring with Yuna to get Shane to break out of his comfort zone just a little bit. Maybe he’s playing in Shane’s shadow and extending whatever joke Shane is trying to play on his parents.
Shane's foot taps along the side of Ilya’s every time he laughs and Ilya lets himself pretend just for a little bit that this is his everyday life.
They settle into the couch just as the opening broadcast of the finals is starting. The commentators have been on for an hour already talking about the last six games at low volume. Yuna is the one to turn it on, not Shane, and that fact makes Ilya smile.
Genetic.
“Poor Old Man Hunter,” Ilya sighs dramatically. He flops onto the couch with a bit of dramatic flair, landing with his shoulder half on top of Shane and in the seat between him and Yuna. “His last game forever and he will lose.”
“Shut the fuck up,” Shane grouses. “He’s gonna win and you know it.”
“Mmm,” Ilya hums and rolls his head to look at Yuna. She’s staring down at him with an amused expression already, breaking only to accept the glass of wine David hands her.
“You can’t seriously want LA to win,” Shane elbows him in the ribs in a futile effort to scoot Ilya off of him. “Scott deserves a win.”
Ilya raises his eyebrows at Shane. “Ah, so he is Scott now?”
Shane rolls his eyes. “He’s a friend of mine.”
“We are friends,” Ilya grins salaciously. Shane does not deem it worthy of a response, but he does stop trying to subtly shove Ilya off and has instead retracted an arm to wrap around Ilya’s shoulders.
It’s a better win than Scott will get, even if he wins the Cup.
“They’ll win,” Yuna says confidently after the first is over. “Henriksson is tired.”
It’s not untrue. LA’s goalie has let in two shots already and barely saved five other shots on goal. LA’s defense is almost non-existent.
“Well, I think that’s great for the Admirals,” David declares. He leans across Yuna and tops off Ilya’s vodka.
“Yeah,” Shane agrees and downs the last of his ginger ale. Ilya snags it from Shane’s fingers before it can be set down and stands to get him another. “Oh, you don’t have—”
“You don’t want?” Ilya asks in surprise.
Shane gapes a little like a fish at him. “No, I do.”
“Okay,” Ilya shrugs. “So I get you a fresh one.”
“Alright,” Shane says. The corners of his lips twist up and Ilya smiles down at him before turning to the kitchen. It feels like a victory to do something innocuous for Shane, despite it being hardly the first time. But maybe it being the first time to do something like that in front of Shane’s parents is the bigger win.
Shane let’s himself be seen being cared for.
Years of hiding, years of Ilya sneaking around and never pushing too much so he doesn’t scare Shane off. Months of actually having scared Shane off. All of it, culminating in this tiny little family gathering together where Ilya can stand and get his boyfriend a soda.
Not... They’re not boyfriends.
There’s a little ache behind Ilya’s breastbone that grows slightly more and more the longer he spends around Shane during off season. Like a patch of flowers that survives on its own but thrives with the most minimal attention and care. He’s running out of ways to convince himself that this gift of summer will be something he can turn off and turn away from come August for Training Camp.
Ilya pastes on a smile and brings Shane’s soda back into the living room with him, placing it down in front of Shane already cracked open and ready to drink. He doesn’t sit on Shane this time, lets himself leave a little tiny sliver of space so they’re back to being two separate beings.
Shane leans forward and takes a sip, smiling to himself before returning the can back to the table. But instead of leaning back into the space on the couch he occupied before, he lists to the side and lays against Ilya. Ilya sees it happen just a split second before the movement and opens his arm up to receive Shane.
A perfect switch of their positions earlier.
Ilya might be fucked come August.
 
Ten seconds left on the clock and New York was up two points over LA. A lot can happen in hockey, but LA had pulled their goalie two minutes ago and hadn’t made much forward movement to close that gap.
“Good for Hunter,” Yuna toasts with her wine glass to the room. Ilya smiles quietly to himself. She’s on glass 3, each time she gets near the bottom David steps in and quietly tops her off. He finds it sweet the way the two of them orbit one another.
Shane drops a hand onto his thigh and rubs back and forth with care, tipping his head up with a smile to steal a quick kiss from Ilya.
“Celebrating?” Ilya teases and it earns him an eyeroll. No one moves to turn off the tv. The game may be over but everyone is still gathering on the ice to present the Cup. Ilya watches as Hunter hefts the Cup, all thirty-four pounds of it, and starts his victory lap with it held as high up as he can get it.
“I love that feeling,” Shane says quietly. Ilya reaches down and intertwines their fingers. His thumb plays with the back of Shane’s idly. “It’s heavier than you expect.”
“Ah, I do not think so,” Ilya teases. “But, again, I am strong, handsome, Russian. You are weak Canadian.”
Shane throws his weight against Ilya at the comment. “Asshole. I mean, after the game. Playing within an inch of your life and then lifting that for another lap around the ice? It doesn’t feel heavy the way you imagine thirty pounds feels heavy.”
“Is true,” Ilya agrees. Hunter passes the cup over to Vaughn, who passes it to Bennet, who passes it on who passes it on. One by one, all of the team gets their victory lap, but after the fifth lap the cameras hone in on Scott being presented the Conn Smythe set to the background chatter of commentators running through Scott’s entire career, not just playoff contribution.
“I loved this part,” David says as family starts coming out to the ice. “You wait in that holding room so long that everyone starts getting as antsy as the players.”
“You cried,” Yuna laughs and David hushes her playfully.
Shane’s hand squeezes Ilya’s three times in a row. No one mentions that Ilya never had anyone wait in that room for him.
He could have, maybe. Svetlana might have if he had asked. She was in Russia at the time, but she would have flown back if he’d asked her to. He hadn’t wanted to, though. It felt like a jinx and he was still sore from Sochi. He dreaded returning to Russia. Was anxious about seeing Shane at the awards in a week, because there was no question that both of them would be there.
They hadn’t even been asked to present together yet and he had already been stressed about what he’d say to Shane after months of essentially ghosting him.
Ilya gets caught up in the memory of hiding in an electrical room and doing his best attempt at not panicking about being on stage with Shane. He wanted to whittle down the time as much as possible so that nothing could go wrong ahead of them acting like newly founded friends on stage.
Shane had given him a cutting remark about hooking up with someone ahead of their obligation. The hurt had cut through his anxiety just enough to realize that Shane sounded jealous. Jealousy meant want and want was something Ilya could work with.
“What is he doing?” Shane mumbles beside him. Ilya surfaces from the memory as Hunter gestures to the stands over and over.
“Is he bringing down a fan?” Yuna asks.
The camera catches on the fan in the stands being brought down. And Ilya has a sudden, cold drip down his spine as all of the puzzle pieces click at lightning speed in his head. Everything about that man pings his radar. Everything. Despite the context of hockey, nothing could convince Ilya that that fan was not just a simple fan.
“Is he...” Ilya trails off, unsure what he’s asking. He looks at Shane and catches the moment Shane recognizes what Ilya sees. He sits up off Ilya abruptly, leaning forward on his knees.
“What is he doing,” Shane whispers again and this time it sounds like an accusation instead of a question. Ilya watches Shane as much as he watches the tv. Every cell in his body seems to vibrate with anticipation. Something might blow up right in front of them and he isn’t sure if it’s going to be Shane, the game in New York, or both.
The man on screen hops over the boards and is carefully pulled out onto the ice by Hunter, shuffling with care not to slip but not a moment of focus lost to his feet. He’s staring at Hunter, saying something, probably, though the cameras aren’t quite zoomed in.
“Oh,” Ilya says a split second before it happens. He doesn’t know how he caught the movement without it being telegraphed, but he knew exactly what he was about to see. Shane’s hand reached back and Ilya wasted no time taking it within his own.
The broadcast switched to the player camera on the ice and caught in full high definition Scott Hunter making out with a man on television.
Scott Hunter was kissing a man. On the ice. In his jersey. And the crowd... was screaming?
Ilya’s not sure the broadcast would have picked up slurs, but he knows those microphones pick up booing. He’s heard it hundreds of times watching fights on home turf. The sound under the commentators was definitely cheering.
“What the fuck,” Shane breathes out. “That’s...”
“Yes,” Ilya confirms.
“We aren’t...”
“No,” Ilya says, “we aren’t the only ones.”





  
    Chapter End Notes

    It happened, omg, everyone stay calm!

So many of you have been waiting for The Kiss for multiple chapters now and I can finally show you guys it. I'm so excited about it and your reactions.
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    Chapter Notes

      I am well aware that this fandom has hockey inaccuracies and while I've worked hard to educate myself and fill in the gaps, if something is not really how things work, please be kind when you tell me? Shoutout to Neil on TikTok. His videos did a LOT for not only informing me on the rules of the game, but his coverage of PWHL players really helped me fall in love with watching Hockey. He has an incredible 101 series that he's brought back for the return of the NHL season that helps shrink the learning curve. There are multiple TikTok Influencers that breakdown Hockey, but he's my favorite and I love hearing "If you're getting into Hockey the first time, I want to tell you about-" at the start of his videos.

I say all of this not because anyone has said anything, but because we are already pretty well into Collusion territory which is a big no no and I don't really address. There's more but we'll talk about it at the end of the chapter.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Shane can’t sleep. His mind is moving fast enough to power the grid of an entire city, probably. Scott Hunter kissed a man on television and the world didn’t burn down. Which is true, though Shane is too afraid to check Twitter to confirm.
Instead, he keeps circling back to the question that’s been burning in the back of his mind for weeks now, ever since he started that spreadsheet on the computer.
How do they course correct the rivalry?
Because in no reality will it ever be as simple for Shane and Ilya to do what Scott Hunter did and simply kiss one another on ice. Ilya would probably enjoy the opportunity to try and out do his favorite chirping soundboard, but the reality is that the rivalry has lived and breathed for nearly 7 years now in the NHL, and even prior to that they had had articles speculating them and pinning them against one another.
It was no easy thing to undo.
But they could do one thing to fix the narrative.
“Ilya,” Shane says into the dark of the room. He’s been sat up against his headboard for nearly three hours now. The ride home had been quiet, both of them lost in their heads. Shane doesn’t really remember what excuse they gave his parents, just that he’d barely noticed hugging them goodbye amidst the swirling thoughts that kept him unfocused.
Ilya had fallen asleep faster. Shane had played mindlessly with his curls and before he knew it, Ilya had fallen unconscious and was snoring quietly next to him.
And then Shane stared into the darkness and processed.
He twists and turns on the side lamp before leaning over Ilya and shaking him carefully. “Ilya, Ilya wake up.”
Ilya blinks against the light. Even with Shane’s body keeping Ilya relatively in shadow, it was suddenly bright in and otherwise very dark room.
“Shane?”
“I need to talk to you,” Shane says. “What if we changed the narrative?”
“What?” Ilya squints up at him. “Hollander, what are you saying?”
“What if we changed the narrative about us?”
“Hollander,” Ilya rubs a hand down his face with a sigh. “It is middle of night. What is nar- narrative?”
“We’re rivals,” Shane powers through. Ilya’s accent is thick with sleep and a small part of his brain notes he needs to slow down, but he has been five steps ahead of telling Ilya this for hours now. “You and me. But we aren’t the only ones in the league? There’s new guys all the time. What if we let them be rivals?”
Ilya shakes his head and squints back at Shane. “Shane, moya lyubov, what are you talking about?”
Shane sighs and shifts his weight down so he’s not towering over Ilya so much. “You and me, we change the story so that we aren’t rivals. We can be friends publicly. We let new guys come in, all of them who are chewing at the bit to be something big. We let them be the story. And you and me we change our story.”
“Chewing?”
“Like a horse, it doesn’t matter.”
Ilya winces. “Okay but what are we saying? We are best friends? I spend summer braiding your hair while your broken collar bone heals?”
“I’ve been thinking. I’ve been wanting to start a charity, something that means something,” Shane explains. “So maybe we tell people I came to you—”
“Or I came to you,” Ilya suggests.
“Fine, whatever,” Shane powers through. “We start a charity, something we care about, and we run like a hockey camp for kids for it each summer. That way you’re here, getting your days for your PR card, and it’s not so fucking crazy that we’re seen together. You can join Ottawa next year and we can announce the charity, maybe.”
“And then what?” Ilya asks. Shane smiles at him and brings a hand up to run a thumb along Ilya’s cheek bone lightly. The poor man is still exhausted looking from being rudely awoken and talked at in his second language, but Shane loves the intense focus Ilya is giving him anyways.
“And then we can be together, for real, maybe,” Shane says. “Maybe I come out and then when it’s safe you do too. Maybe we don’t tell everyone we’re together until we retire, but at least it’s not some big secret. We can be friends in public. It won’t be weird to be at each other’s house. But we can have this every summer, and maybe even during the season too?”
He phrases the last bit like a question, self-conscious at the way he’s planned out Ilya’s life for him once again.
Hayden once called Yuna a steamroller to Shane, and after twenty minutes of defending his mother to his best friend, getting an apology from Hayden, and having the subject changed so it was less awkward, Shane had finally begun to admit that maybe there was truth in what Hayden was saying. His mother was a bit of a steamroller, but Shane knew it was always from a place of love.
He felt like that beast had grown inside him and taken over, becoming a little bit of a loving steamroller to Ilya. But fuck, did he love Ilya.
“You think that far ahead?” Ilya asks quietly after a moment.
Shane nods. “About this, yes. I think about it a lot.”
Ilya tips his head away, trying to hide the tears Shane can see leaking from the corners of his eyes. Shane reaches out and brushes a thumb out to wipe away one of the errant tears.
“Hey,” he calls out quietly. He nudges at Ilya’s chin lightly, not a demand, but a request. “Hey, look at me.”
Ilya’s head flops back to look at Shane, eyes shimmering in the dim light of the room with tears. He turns and pulls himself into Shane’s arm, laying his body out on top of Shane’s with kisses pressed into Shane’s skin. Shane pets down Ilya’s hair and back as Ilya kisses up Shane’s torso, mumbling in Russian along the way.
He opens his mouth to tell Ilya he doesn’t know what he’s saying but Ilya intercepts with a kiss to his lips before kissing along Shane’s jaw and whispering the words into Shane’s neck.
“Ilya,” Shane says and Ilya pulls back.
The look in Ilya’s eyes is raw, as vulnerable as he’s likely ever seen Ilya. Even holding him in Tampa, Ilya had never looked at Shane this open and wrecked. Maybe the combination of whatever emotion was coursing through Ilya and the layer of sleep still embedded in Ilya’s muscles let him open up.
“I love you,” Ilya tells Shane in a raspy, heavily accented, wrecked sounding voice.
“Holy shit,” is what Shane says back without thinking.
He stares open mouthed at Ilya’s shocked expression and it occurs to him that maybe neither of them knew Ilya was going to say that.
“I mean—” Ilya starts to take back but Shane quickly cuts him off.
“I love you too.”
Ilya crumples into Shane. There’s no other way to describe the way Ilya’s weight just drops into Shane so completely and Shane catches him, arms coming around immediately with the intense urge to fold this man into him forever.
“Fuck, Hollander,” Ilya cries into his chest, right over his healing collarbone.
“Holy fuck, I love you so much,” Shane says again. “I fucking love you.”
Shane tugs at Ilya, urging him by the jaw to lift up and let Shane kiss him with the desperation that overwhelms him. Ilya lets himself be led, maybe feeling that same desperation to just fuse themselves together.
“Fuck,” Shane says again as Ilya drops back down into the cradle of Shane’s arm. “Does it kill you too?”
The question comes out unbidden, but Shane hears the way it echoes through both their memories in Tampa, asking if the want for each other kills them. This love between them is what Shane has always meant, he realizes, even if he never had the language to voice them until more recently.
“Not anymore,” Ilya whispers. He presses a kiss to Shane’s chest and settles in further, allowing himself to just be held.
Shane wakes in the early hours of the morning with the sunrise just barely lifting over the lake to the light on the side table still on and Ilya having barely shifted his body weight off of him in the night. His arms are still wrapped around Ilya, and Ilya is still sound asleep.
He lets himself fall back into sleep with a smile.
 
“What is your password?” Ilya asks. Shane turns from his spot at the stove cooking breakfast to see Ilya has pulled Shane’s laptop out and has it set up at the island.
“Uh, Lily capital R 8124!2017,” Shane says. Ilya grins widely and Shane just rolls his eyes and says, “Shut up.”
“You love me,” Ilya sings and Shane just stirs their eggs with a shake of his head. It’s the fourth time Ilya has said something like that this morning and Shane can’t find it in himself to be embarrassed at the way the words sound like a tease when he knows Ilya is excited. “Where is your stalker spreadsheet?”
“My what?” Shane looks over his shoulder and sees Ilya tracking across the device and double tapping the trackpad occasionally.
“Your wanna be Russian Five Year Plan,” Ilya says dryly. “Is not so good as ours, but it will do.”
“The five year plan didn’t work,” Shane tells him. “And you guys did it twice.”
“Production was good,” Ilya shrugs. “Where is it?”
“Production was falsified,” Shane says as he rounds the island. He steps up behind Ilya’s chair and leans into the space close enough for the front of his sweatshirt to touch the back of Ilya’s tank top. His arms bracket Ilya’s as he navigates the mouse to his file storage system and then to the correct file. There’s nothing incriminating on this unless Ilya decides to go through whatever porn sites Shane is still logged into on this. He’s steps back with a kiss to the side of Ilya’s neck and returns to the eggs.
“Hollander,” Ilya says after a minute. Shane turns from the stove and crosses his arms to watch Ilya. “This is a stalker insane person file. You are insane person.”
“I like to be thorough.”
Ilya looks at him incredulously. “You have a space for my EID number. My agent’s name, business name, phone number, fax, and email. Hollander, no one faxes.”
“Yes they do.”
“You have a spot for my criminal history.”
“That’s a precaution,” Shane huffs. “The news makes it seem like the Raiders get up to criminal activity after wins.”
“Once!” Ilya says. “And the zoo let us go!”
“The zoo?”
Ilya waves a hand dismissively and keeps clicking. Shane leaves him to his search and instead focuses on plating their food. He puts a serving next to Ilya at the computer and takes his own seat, choosing instead to catch up on emails. Tasks like these are immensely easier without the sling, which Shane should wear for a few more days but privately thinks he might just skip it. He’s fine. Probably.
“Shane,” Ilya finally says after nearly twenty minutes. Shane looks up from his phone where he’s since started looking at the NHL reddit to read up on reactions from the public to find Ilya staring at him with a serious look in his eyes.
“What? What’s that face for?”
“You have tab on marriage in here,” Ilya says quietly.
Shane flushes in embarrassment. He opens and closes his mouth a few times as he struggles to figure out what to say before ultimately shrugging and saying, “It was one idea.”
“You would marry me for citizenship?”
“Sure,” Shane nods. Ilya’s stare doesn’t lessen and Shane can feel the way his composure cracks under the attention. “Okay, no. I don’t want to marry you for citizenship.”
Ilya nods slowly. “Okay.”
Shane shakes his head and holds up a hand between them. “Fuck, no, I’m saying this wrong.”
“Is okay,” Ilya says and turns back to the computer. He’s pretending to scroll, Shane can see, but he’s not really actually looking at the screen. “You do not have to marry me, Hollander.”
“Ilya,” Shane sighs. He grabs Ilya’s scrolling hand and pulls it into his lap, urging Ilya to look back at him. “That’s not what I meant. I meant I would marry you but I don’t want it to be because you just needed a country. I want to marry you because we love each other and want that for one another. I want to marry you because we’ve thought about it as partners first. I don’t want to marry you and never know if it would have been because we wanted it or because you just needed it.”
Ilya stares at him for a long time, eyes flicking between each of Shane’s. It’s not closed off the way it was a moment ago, Shane can tell. He even thinks maybe Ilya looks almost as vulnerable as he had last night.
“I would marry you,” Ilya says quietly. “I would.”
“I would marry you, too,” Shane smiles.
Ilya leans in and kisses Shane, grabbing at the back of his neck to close the space between them and Shane grins into the kiss.
Ilya separates them with a smack of their lips. “I would marry you tomorrow, Shane.”
“Fuck off,” Shane rolls his eyes.
“Am not joking,” Ilya says. His tone is light and teasing, but Shane recognizes the vein of truth in the words. “This is not proposal, by the way. That will be much nicer, I think.”
“Yeah?” Shane is grinning at the fantasy Ilya paints for them.
“Yes,” Ilya nods. “Thousand, no ten thousand candles. All over on that dock,” Ilya gestures out behind them to the water. “I would light them all at sunset and walk you down there and ask you to be my husband. And you would say, ‘ah, Ilya, yes, of course because you are so handsome and such a good hockey player.’”
“I’d say that?” Shane snorts.
Ilya grins. “Yes, you are so in love with hockey that when you see I am number one player you have no choice but to marry me.”
“Number one player,” Shane laughs. “In your dreams.”
“You are my dreams,” Ilya continues. “But I say, ‘no, Shane, you can marry me but I must tell you that you cannot get good hockey genetics from me, sorry. You will always be bad at sport’”.
“Oh, okay,” Shane laughs and pretends to turn away in disgust. Ilya snaps into the space between them and grabs Shane by the neck to drag him in for another kiss. It’s filthy and messy with a terrible angle as Shane leans half backwards into Ilya, but Shane loves every bit of this. “You’ll probably start a fire with ten thousand candles, by the way.”
Ilya blows a raspberry. “Shane, is on a lake. If it catches fire the water is right there.”
“That’s not at all how that works.”
“Uh, this is how they put out fires, Hollander, with water.”
“Okay, Rozanov,” Shane leans into Ilya’s space to emphasize the last name just a little more.
Ilya gives him a feral grin that shows off all of his teeth. “I think maybe Hollander-Rozanov for when we are married.”
“Or you could just be Hollander,” Shane jibes. He stands and collects both of their plates.
“Okay,” Ilya agrees. Shane looks across the island at him with a fond expression as he begins to rinse the dishes.
“Okay?”
Ilya props his chin up on his hand and gives a slow and dramatic nod.
“Maybe I want to take Rozanov?”
The silly look that crosses Ilya’s face makes the comment worth it. Ilya looks like a kid with a crush who just marked “yes” on a note asking if they liked him.
“Hollander-Rozanov would sell more jerseys, though,” Shane muses aloud. He rounds the island and turns Ilya’s chair out enough to sit in his lap. He’s careful to not put too much weight on the chair, leaving a foot on the ground holding most of him up.
“Oh my god, Shane,” Ilya rolls his eyes. He’s still grinning, though. “You are so boring. I am being romantic and you are thinking about jersey sales.”
“It’s important,” Shane tells him with a kiss to the forehead. “You and I have led division sales every year since we started and we both lead on our cup years with the entire league.”
“I am number one, of course this is case.”
Shane clucks his tongue and stands. “Might want to check your numbers.”
“Is lie,” Ilya shakes his head. Shane can see him opening a tab to search. Shane knows for a fact that, overall, his jersey sales do actually beat Ilya’s. It’s that good boy Canadian image.
Ilya shuts the laptop and jumps out of his chair and heads for their bedroom.
“I told you!” Shane calls back and laughs when Ilya throws up the middle finger over his shoulder.
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Groupchat/To: Scott Hunter

Jan 6th, 2017 03:47 PM
Person A:



Hey Rook, wanted to check in and make sure you’re okay.
Person A:



It’s not fair what’s happening, but I wanted to let you know you’re not alone and I’m here for you if you need it.
Person A:



Admirals have your back, man. 

 




Shane stares at the message from Scott. He never replied. It’s not really surprising considering he hadn’t replied to most people that month in an effort to just ignore and move forward. Scott’s message isn’t the first one he’s stumbled upon when reopening message threads, but it is probably the first he’s found that wasn’t someone he talked to on a semi-regular basis.
“You are thinking too hard.”
Shane looks up at Ilya. They’re laid out on the couch just enjoying the quiet with one another after dinner. It didn’t feel like a tv night and neither of them had felt particularly active with energy to burn the way they had yesterday. Their feet were touching where they met in the middle but they were engrossed in different tasks.
Ilya had come and gone from the spreadsheet all day and was now playing with it once more. The laptop was propped up on his chest with the screen tilted at a weird angle for him to see it from his reclined position. He was looking over the top of the screen now with a calm, thoughtful expression.
“I wanted to try and send Scott a message,” Shane said and Ilya just waited with a curious expression for Shane to work through whatever thought he was trying to get out. “I don’t know, something supportive without necessarily outing me or us. But then I opened the thread and he’d messaged me back in January.”
“After Twitter.”
“Yeah,” he nods. “Just saying I wasn’t alone and the Admirals had my back.”
“And now you know he meant not alone in maybe a gay way.”
Shane snorts but concedes the point. “Yeah, I guess. I never responded back then.”
“So tell him he is not alone now,” Ilya shrugs. “Is no big deal. You can say you have his back since we know you would not lie and say Metros do.”
“Would Boston?”
Ilya looks off at a distant point over Shane’s shoulder in thought. It’s too dark out and too bright inside for Ilya to even see anything outside, which somehow makes the regression into thought feel more serious. There’s nothing to split the focus.
“I don’t know, maybe,” Ilya finally says. “There is no way to know for sure until it happens.”
“Like you get outed?”
“Or I come out on my own,” Ilya says.
“Is that something you want?” Shane asks. “To come out.”
Ilya looks at him thoughtfully. “I think yes, maybe. I think I do not like to hide so much, and I think maybe one I thought that I could never do so. I have... hope, now. Your parents were so good. And Marly guessed after you got injured.”
“Marlow knows you’re bisexual?” Shane interrupts. “Why the fuck would you not say something like that? Wait—you're saying he knows after he crashed into me. So he knows about us.”
“Shane,” Ilya says in the same kind of tone Shane has heard Hayden use with Ruby when Ruby is being too dramatic. “Is not a big deal, okay? He knew you were probably gay.”
“What?”
“Yes, because of LA man, remember?” Ilya says and Shane’s expression sours at the memory. “He was worried first that you would not live, and then second that you would think he hit you because he is homophobic. I had to talk him down.”
Shane drops his phone in his laps and scrubs his face. “I keep forgetting everyone probably knows I’m gay.”
Ilya laughs. “You tell me in the hospital with certainty everyone did.”
“I was high, I can’t be held responsible for my actions.”
“Ah,” Ilya nods along with a teasing expression. “So when you invited me here, and told me everyone knew you were gay so you got to keep me, then I should have not come visited?”
Shane rolls his eyes. “Fuck you, you only visited because my dad asked you to. He’s your best friend.”
“David promised me chicken parmesan, what would you have me do?”
Shane scoffs. “I don’t know, maybe visit because you love me?”
“I do love you,” Ilya reminds with a fond expression. “Moya lyubov.”
“What does that mean?”
Ilya gives a nonchalant shrug. “I guess you must learn Russian. Maybe I am saying terrible things to you and you have no idea?”
Shane kicks him lightly and picks his phone back up. “What should I say to Scott?”
“Hello, Mr. Hunter, your boyfriend is far too young for you. Did he have dinosaur fascination as a child or is this new interest for him?”
“You’re useless.”
Ilya grins. “You love me.”
“Against my fucking will.”
Ilya kicks his feet playfully and then scoots down slightly to intertwine their ankles a bit.
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Groupchat/To: Scott Hunter

Today
Person B:



Hey Scott, I’m sorry I never responded to you in January. I did want to reach out and say congratulations on your Cup win. Your win and everything after meant a lot to me. If you or your partner ever need anything, let me know. Congrats again.

 

“Okay, I sent him a message,” Shane announced.
“Good,” Ilya nods. “I sent him an email this morning.”
“Tell me you didn’t call him a dinosaur,” Shane pleads.
Ilya takes a moment to give him a teasing grin before turning more serious. “No, I would not do that after he was brave. I said thank you, that what he did means a lot for many people who maybe do not get the chance to come out. He did something very good for hockey but also very good for many more people outside of it.”
“That’s sweet.”
Ilya smiles and they hold eye contact for a bit before Ilya eventually looks down at the computer screen.
Shane stares at his sent message left on delivered. It’s not surprising. After Shane’s two Cup wins, he didn’t look much at his phone for several days. It helped that his phone in 2015 got absolutely destroyed during the champagne drenching his teammates put him through. The memory is happy, though, because he was texting Ilya and Ilya was texting right back.
And now Ilya was sitting across from him on the couch planning out their future with his spreadsheet.
“What’re you doing, anyways?” Shane asks and wiggles their feet.
“Reading through your stalker tabs,” Ilya says without looking up. “I am filling in some of your blanks. Adding my own thoughts.”
“You can share the file with yourself, too,” Shane offers. “That way you can see it from home.”
“In Boston,” Ilya says, but he looks at Shane like it’s a question.
“Yeah. Whenever you have to go back.”
“Did you...” Ilya trails off for a moment in thought. “When did you want me to go back?”
Shane shakes his head with a smile. “Never.”
“I have to go by early August,” Ilya admits sadly. “But I do not have anywhere to be before then.”
“MLH Awards,” Shane points out.
Ilya waves dismissively. “I am invited but I am not up for anything. Out of Playoffs too early for any of the scoring awards.”
“Crazy Scott beat you there too,” Shane laughed. “Especially because his first half of the season was so patchy.”
“His away games did get better after All-Stars.”
Shane shakes his head and glances down at the message thread again. “Should I just tell him I’m gay?”
“Did you not?”
“No, just that what he did meant a lot to me and if he or his partner needed anything they should let me know.”
“I think you asked him for a threesome,” Ilya grins.
Shane’s jaw drops. “What, no the fuck I did not.”
“You did,” Ilya nods. “You told him he should reach out to you with his partner. Is gay code.”
“There’s no gay code!”
“Of course there is,” Ilya rolls his eyes. “Shane, gay people have had code forever. I learned new one last week about being friendly with Dorothy.”
“What the fuck does that mean?” Shane squints at him. He’s leaning in to get more up in Ilya’s space despite both of their legs spanning the entire couch between them. “Who the fuck is Dorothy?”
“From your wizard movie.”
“Harry Potter?”
“No!” Ilya yells. He’s snapping his fingers and gesturing. “With the rainbow.”
“So Dorothy is gay because of a rainbow.”
“Oh my god, Hollander you are so boring,” Ilya scoffs. “No, is old movie. We had this in Russia too. My mother had a very bad Russian version of it. There was a tornado and she ends up in new country with little elves and then she has to make shitty friends who need things too to defeat a witch.”
“The Wizard of Oz?” Shane all but yells. “How the fuck is that movie gay?”
“No! The movie is not gay, the code language is,” Ilya says exasperatedly. “She sings the rainbow song, the rainbow is the code, so you tell people you are friend of Dorothy to let them know you are gay without saying so.”
“How does this mean I told Scott I want a threesome?”
“Because you probably use gay code.”
“You don’t even know! Do you?” Shane yells. He sits up fully, retracting his legs and crawling across the couch towards Ilya. Ilya, to his credit, seems to recognize the threat and sets the laptop down on the floor. Shane pushes his way into Ilya’s space just barely. One of his knees is pinned between Ilya’s thigh and the back couch cushion and the other is barely even on the couch at all to support him. “You’re just scaring me.”
“Did it work?” Ilya grins up at Shane cheekily and Shane immediately drops his hands and digs his fingers into Ilya’s ribs. Ilya squirms, letting out a very undignified squeal as Shane’s unexpected tickling catches him off guard. “Hollander! What the fuck! Shane, stop!”
“Who’s having fun now, asshole!”
“Fuck, Shane,” Ilya squirms. Shane has to drop his weight back a little to avoid Ilya accidentally kneeing him in the balls from behind. It has the unfortunate consequence that it now allows Ilya more vertical space to escape Shane’s attention. His hands push back against Shane’s forearms, stretching Shane’s grip out just enough to release the pressure.
“Fuck, mercy, uncle, whatever the fuck you westerners say!”
“What us westerners say,” Shane repeats, smiling. He yields and lays his hands flat against Ilya’s ribs, enjoying the way Ilya full body flinches in lingering fear as he slides his hands upwards slightly. “You’re so ticklish.”
“Shut up,” Ilya moans. He tips his head back on the couch to look as far up and away from Shane as he can.
“I love you,” Shane sings and Ilya’s gaze drops back down to his immediately, just as Shane knew it would.
“Ye tebya lyublyu,” Ilya responds softly.
“Teach me to say it,” Shane says and leans closer to Ilya’s face. He’s not quite laying down on Ilya, but it’s a close thing.
Slowly, Ilya repeats the syllables, pointing between them for I and you to distinguish the words. Shane smiles in a way that there’s no mistaking him understanding which word means love.
“Ye teb-yah leeyublue,” Shane tries to mimic.
“Perfect.”
“No, it’s not,” he laughs and Ilya laughs with him.
“No, it is maybe terrible, but I love hearing you say it all the same.”
“I’ll practice,” Shane promises and Ilya snatches a kiss from him.
“I love you,” he says and Shane says it right back without hesitation.
 
“I told you the water was cold,” Shane tells Ilya the next day. It’s late morning and nothing Shane said could curb the campaign Ilya had hosted in an effort to get both of them into the lake. Every ‘it will be too cold’ was met with an ‘I am Russian’ much to Shane’s exhaustion.
“Is great,” Ilya insists from his spot a few feet away in the water where he’d been trying to do handstands. Shane had climbed up on the larger rock that jutted out from the water as soon as he could, leaving the water games to Ilya. The walk through the two feet of water to get to said rock was by and large enough for Shane in June. “How do you like it?”
“You’re the one in it,” Shane grumbles. It was shaping up to be a warm day, but there was a slight breeze and the sun hadn’t fully hit its peak yet.
“Yes, but I want to know how you find it,” Ilya says and sweeps the water with a cupped hand to send a wave at Shane.
“Hey! What if my phone was in my pocket?” Shane yells. “That shit is cold.”
“Relax, you’re fine,” Ilya blows a raspberry at him. “Besides, your phone is on the counter. You’ve been ignoring it all morning.”
“It’s probably just Hayden or JJ wanting to talk about the Cup, I don’t know.”
“Hayden knows you have sexy Russian man visiting,” Ilya says like the fact is an explanation in and of itself. “So answer.”
“I just don’t want to answer questions about being gay and seeing something gay happen,” Shane shrugs.
“Scott Hunter is face of gay hockey now,” Ilya says. “He will be very brave for all of us and no one even knows you are gay for sure.”
“I feel like a lot of people do.”
“Okay, so a lot of people assume,” Ilya wades over and puts two damp, cold hands on Shane’s ankles, ignoring the way Shane’s nose scrunches up at the contact. “It will be okay. People who know and matter, they do not care, yes?”
“I guess.”
“Okay, so do not worry,” Ilya rubs his hands up and down Shane’s legs. “Now, give me kiss.”
“You’re cold,” Shane grumbles but leans in to meet Ilya’s stretched form.
 
Shane finally convinces Ilya to get out of the water and they hoist themselves back up on the dock and retrieve their towels. Ilya has a slight shiver to him that Shane very maturely does not comment on.
“Do you want hot dogs or pasta from last night?” Shane asks as they make their way up the path to the house.
“Hot dogs.”
“They’ll have to defrost a for a bit,” he warns Ilya in case Ilya decides to change his mind.
Ilya turns Shane just before they get to the doors and pushes him up against the glass. “So we have a bit of time?”
Shane snickers and kisses Ilya long and deeply. He uses the edges of Ilya’s towel to tug him in closer and keep him pinned against Shane. Unfortunately, that gives him direct knowledge of how gross and cold Ilya’s skin is with residual lake water. He pushes Ilya off him slightly with a conciliatory peck.
“You’re cold and gross.”
“You say the sweetest things to me,” Ilya teases but backs up, letting them walk back into the kitchen. Shane immediately heads to the freezer to pull the little pack of hot dogs out while Ilya lingers in the doorway toweling the rest of himself dry.
Shane’s phone rings, again, and Ilya flips it over.
“Shane,” Ilya says in a more serious tone. Shane looks over and sees Ilya holding the phone up with “FARAH JALAL” displayed across the screen with no contact photo.
“Shit,” Shane mumbles and darts around the island to accept the phone before it switches to his voicemail. “Hey, Farah! Sorry, I left the phone in my kitchen and was out at the lake.”
“Morning, Shane,” Farah returns the greeting. “I have a few things to discuss with you, if that’s okay, but first, how is your recovery?”
“Good, good,” Shane looks up and meets Ilya’s gaze with a smile. “Arm has full motion, no aches in the collar bone. PT exercises are good. Medical wanted me to maybe check in one more time but I don’t think I need to make the trip into Montreal, honestly.”
“Right,” she says and Shane tries not to read too much into her tone. It sounds professional, like Farah always is, but the way she responded felt awkward. “Well, I’m glad to hear you’re good. No concerns for ice next season?”
“None,” he promises. “What did you need to discuss?”
She sighs. A big sigh and immediately the hairs on the back of Shane’s neck stand up. He must tense or something because Ilya’s hand slides onto his lower back.
Distantly, Shane notes that Ilya’s hand and arm have warmed up, even if they’re still tacky with lake water.
“This isn’t an easy call, Shane,” she begins. “I want to let you know that at no point was I consulted except at the very last step.”
“Last step of what?” Shane asks. He looks over at Ilya who only gives him a questioning look.
“The Metros have elected to trade you within guidelines of your Modified No Trade Clause.”
“What?”
“You had a list of teams in your contract,” Farah says.
“Yeah, I remember, I just....”
“I understand this is a lot to hear,” she sympathizes. “Shane, the Metros are going to announce later today that you have been traded. You will be playing for the Ottawa Centaurs next season. I can provide you the details of the trade if you’d like.”
“No, um, maybe,” Shane grapples for anything to say. He’s barely aware that Ilya has guided him towards one of the chairs at the island and is now directing him to sit. “Could you email it to me? So I can look over?”
“Of course,” she promises. “The Centaurs are taking on the final two years of your contract, but in their call with me they did express interest in re-signing you at the end of that period if you wish.”
“I just... Did the Metros say why?”
Farah is quiet and Shane waits. He has no choice, he supposes. But he waits for her as his mind races.
“The Metros were very careful with their words,” she begins. “It felt like they were being purposeful with the language to avoid any legal concerns.”
“Legal concerns.”
“I am under the impression they are trying to avoid a discrimination suit from us.”
“Oh,” Shane says. He feels the air in his chest collapse with the word, rushing out and leaving nothing left for himself. “Because of...”
“Yes, Shane, I’m sorry,” she says. “This is not fair to you nor easy to hear. Unfortunately, they have followed your contract to the letter, followed league guidelines, and I believe they consulted their legal team enough to know how to phrase things to avoid any push back on our end.”
“Of course,” Shane says. It’s a terrible response. “Can I... Can you email me what you need from me so I can get back to you?”
“Yes,” Farah says. “I will include the PR packets from both teams on how to handle this, but they may call you directly. Please do not hesitate to loop me into a three way call if you feel uncomfortable.”
“Yeah, totally,” Shane nods along blindly. “Thank you, Farah.”
“Of course, Shane,” she says softly. “This is my job but I care about you beyond a professional capacity as well.”
“Oh,” Shane shakes his head to clear it. “Before you go, I have a friend who is looking for new representation.”
“Oh?”
“Yes,” Shane barrels on. He catches Ilya’s eye and isn’t surprised to see the “what the fuck” expression Ilya is sending him. “Um, he is on another team, but he’s looking for new representation. I can forward his contact information along.”
“Shane, I appreciate the networking, but is this what you want to worry about today?”
“Yeah, actually,” Shane insists. “It’ll make sense eventually.”
“Should I be scared by what that means?”
He lets out a nervous laugh. “No, I don’t think so. Maybe, but probably not.”
“Who is it?”
“Um,” Shane looks up and catches Ilya’s eye again. Ilya looks frozen in place like a deer crossing a road at night. “It’s Ilya Rozanov.”
“Ilya Rozanov,” Farah repeats flatly. “Sure, what the hell. This day can’t get weirder. Send his contact over and I’ll reach out and discuss what he’s interested in.”
“Thanks,” Shane says. “I really appreciate it.”
“Take care of yourself, Shane,” Farah tells him. “Call Yuna.”
“I will,” he says. “Bye.”
She disconnects the call for them and Shane lets his hand drop into his lap.
“Shane?” Ilya asks from his spot next to him.
“I got traded. To Ottawa.”
And then he bursts into tears.
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So man (SO MANY) of you had theories and dreams and guesses as to what was going to happen.

AND NONE OF YOU GUESSED!

I do feel a little mad with power but that is neither here nor there.

I can't remember if Shane has a No Trade Contract (essentially forcing him to have to say yes before Montreal can do anything) canonically or if that's a fandom thing. For the purposes of creative liberty, Shane now has a M-NTC and has listed teams he's pre-okayed vs teams that are a hard no, which from my research is an option. Apparently, many players straight up rule out Canadian teams with this type of contract to run away from the cold, which as an American looking at healthcare costing me $300 a month and a state that says my reproductive rights are their choice not mine, seems short sighted. I digress.

Big chapter though despite it being roughly 6k words. Can you believe that technically, this is the FIRST chapter that is outside the confines of the Episode 5 timeline? Yes, we've been at the cottage, but timeline wise we are very much at the end of E5! 86k words and it is everything between Rose's breakup with Shane 5 minutes into the episode to the kiss at the end. That's pretty incredible, honestly. Kinda blows my mind a little when I think about it.

HOCKEY - I googled. And googled and googled and googled trade rules post season and it's VERY unclear what pre-free agent and post playoff rules are for trades. Technically anything after the trade deadline seems to just be a lock out from playing in the season, but teams are free to trade as soon as they're no longer cup contenders. I found ONE article that says teams are free to do whatever 2 days after the cup, which is the timeline I went for this story. Let me tell you guys, I think I googled this like 50 times over multiple weeks as I wrote through these last three chapters. I do know that this last season, Ottawa did trade a player almost immediately after the cup but three months later I don't super remember the timeline.

So if this maybe isn't how Hockey works, please be kind. I really tried and I've only been following Hockey since February when the PWHL came back. I'm trying to catch more NHL games on my streaming services as I wait until December (New PWHL Team Names When??) in an effort to strengthen the foundation of my knowledge for fic writing. Forcing a lesbian to watch smelly boys seems mean, though.
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        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  The Montreal Metros were an Original Six organization and predated the league itself. It was an honor to be a part of an organization like that. The blue and red uniforms had hardly even changed beyond conforming to new materials and league expectations and regulations in the entire 100 plus years of the team’s existence. When Shane was drafted, the team had gone through multiple rough years of rebuild that had placed them far enough down in standings to earn them a high draft pick spot. They hadn’t even been tanking to get that spot. They really were just that weak in depth at the time. It was kismet.
Despite growing up in Ottawa, the Hollander household was a Metros house. Yuna Hollander loved the team. During Shane’s interviews with teams ahead of the draft and at the Combine, neither he nor his mother ever had to lie about her love for the Metros.
One day, Shane imagined his jersey would retire there at Bell Centre. His number would hang from the rafters following a beautiful ceremony and his contributions to the organization would be remembered with gratitude and awe.
Instead, Shane Hollander #24 was traded to the Ottawa Centaurs for a third line center, first and second round draft picks, and the absorption of Shane’s remaining two years of contract so that the Metros had plenty of cap room to replace him with.
The PR packets from each team were simple and nearly identical with only opposite language regarding the trade direction. Shane should be concise, positive, and professional. His tweets should indicate gratitude for his time at the Metros. His tweets should indicate excitement for the time ahead of him for he Centaurs. He should refrain from sharing details of the trade beyond what statements the Orgs put out.
The Centaurs would receive information regarding his IR and plan for return to work, he just needs to sign here digitally. He is expected to follow their doctor’s direction going forward from that point and need not return to the Brossard facility.
Considering Hayden cleaned out his locker for him when he went on leave, there was nothing left of Shane in the training complex anyways.
It was clinical in a way the heaving sobs escaping Shane did not reflect.
Ilya’s arms were wrapped tightly around Shane as he worked through his first wave of tears, petting at his head and letting Shane cling to him back. He was just so hurt.
“I need to send Farah your information,” Shane finally mumbles and pulls out of Ilya’s arms.
“Shane…”
“We need to figure out the next part of the plan. You need a team. This wasn’t supposed to happen.”
“Shane,” Ilya tries again. Shane has begun pacing, though, and each back and forth pass across the kitchen floor evades Ilya’s soft approach to slowing him down.
“We need to call Mom,” Shane continues, “Farah said to call her. Shit—do you think they’ve posted it yet?”
He scrambles for his phone, unlocking it quickly and thumbing open Twitter.
“Shane, don’t,” Ilya steps forward and moves to put a hand over Shane’s phone. “Don’t look at that.”
Shane tugs the phone free and shakes Ilya back.
“She can’t find out that way,” Shane says. “I don’t want her to hear about me through—“ he inhales sharply to hold back tears. “Through the internet. Again.”
“Let’s call,” Ilya suggest. “I can call her on my phone.”
“No—I need to—“ he hiccups once again. “She found out last time through Twitter. Big things keep happening and I don’t get to tell her.”
“This is not your fault.”
Shane glances at him briefly, so briefly, only taking in the concerned look on Ilya’s face for a moment before he’s shaking his head and moving forward.
“Of course it’s my fault,” he says. “I ruined it. I couldn’t be—I couldn’t be fucking normal, Ilya. I couldn’t be normal and now I got fucking transferred to—to—“
The hiccupping sobs tear their way back up out of his throat once more, snatching his breath such a familiar way he immediately realizes his tears have become a panic attack. He bends at the waist and drops a hand to his knee. Ilya grabs his shoulder with a tight grip like he’s ready to catch Shane.
“I messed up,” Shane says through tears. He stands abruptly and barely recognizes the way Ilya tips back to avoid their heads colliding before he’s tugging Ilya back into his space. Ilya’s arms immediately wrap back around him and hold him close by the shoulders.
“It’s not your fault, moya lyubov,” Ilya whispers and rubs a hand between Shane’s shoulder blades. “It’s not you who did this.”
“I’m gay, I ruined it.”
“No, Shane, no.”
“I ruined it. They don’t want me.”
“No, sweetheart,” Ilya whispers. He presses a kiss into Shane’s neck and Shane squeezes him a little tighter. “They were mistreating you. They are mistreating you now. This can be good, no?”
“I ruined the plan,” Shane says and another sob wracks through him. He’s probably getting snot all over Ilya’s bare shoulder.
Oh god, they’re still in swim trunks. He got fucking traded to Ottawa in swim trunks.
“Is okay.”
“You need citizenship. It was a plan,” Shane pushes back from Ilya and holds him at arm distance with hands on his shoulders. “You were supposed to trade to Ottawa. I would follow. I ruined it. What if they don’t think they need depth anymore?”
Ilya raises his eyebrows. Right, it would be the same in reverse. Shane shakes his head.
“No, duh, never mind, but you were supposed to come first. What if we don’t get you on a Canadian team? Ilya, what do we do? Oh my god, I fucked this up.”
“Shh, Shane, is okay,” Ilya says in a low voice. “Is okay. We need to know more. We adjust plan, right?”
“Fuck,” Shane tugs Ilya back in. “I’m so scared right now. You were supposed to be safe first. This isn’t the plan. This is my nightmare.”
Ilya rubs his hand up and down Shane’s back as Shane works through the panic.
“Yes, maybe,” Ilya hums. “Maybe we should wake up? We call Yuna and David and let them know. Maybe we create new plan. Your mother is smart.”
“Fuck, my mom,” Shane groans.
“I can call her for you?”
“No, she should hear it from me,” Shane shakes his head.
“I can hold your hand while you call?”
Shane looks up and meets Ilya’s eyes, so much more expressive now than in past years. He’s worried, Shane realizes, but it’s worry about Shane and not the trade.
That thought steadies him.
“You’d do that for me?”
Ilya looks confused by the question. “Of course. I love you.”
“Fuck,” Shane tugs him in for another hug. “I love you so fucking much. I feel crazy.”
Ilya squeezes him but pats his hip twice and separates them. “C’mon, Crazy, we must call Yuna.”
 
Ilya does end up dialing from his phone. They’re seated on the small couch across from Shane’s fireplace, shoulder to hip to knee pressed together so tightly there’s no space left between them. They hadn’t even changed out of their swim trunks though thankfully they’d dried out enough during Shane’s panic.
There’s a brief moment as the line opens and begins to ring where Shane catches sight of Ilya having named Yuna ‘Mama Hollander 💕’ . It brings a short smile to his face that falls immediately when Yuna answers.
“Hey sweetie,” she greets presumably Ilya. “What’s up?”
“Hello Yuna,” Ilya says. His hand grips Shane’s tightly. “Uh, Shane is here, he needs to talk to you.”
“Is everything okay?” her voice immediately has gone serious. “Shane?”
Shane opens his mouth and then closes it. How can he tell his mom this? Maybe she wasn’t against him eventually moving, but that was after a few more seasons.
He could have maybe gotten the team together enough to win another Cup.
Will he ever even win another Cup again?
“Shane?” she asks again and Ilya leans down into his space to try and catch his eye.
“Shane? Is okay,” he whispers. His mother can probably still hear it over the phone. Shane shakes his head and flushes hot with embarrassment as he feels himself tearing up again. Why won’t he stop fucking crying?
“Shane, whatever it is, I love you,” Yuna promises over the phone but that only makes Shane cry harder. He slips his hand from Ilyas and bends over, scrubbing at his face and crying into his knees.
“Do you want me to say?” Ilya asks quietly. He’s rubbing soothing circles into Shane’s back.
Shane nods. He’s such a fucking coward.
“Okay, okay,” Ilya promises. Shane feels Ilya press a kiss to his shoulder quickly, but the hand doesn’t leave him. It stays as a grounding touch against his spine. “Ah, Yuna, Shane got a call from Farah earlier.”
“Oh,” she says quietly. Shane thinks maybe she’s already guessed. His mother is the smartest person he knows.
“Yes, ah,” Ilya hesitates a moment. Maybe he’s looking at Shane but Shane’s got his eyes pressed into the heels of his palms so he’s not sure. “The Metros have traded Shane to Ottawa.”
“Bastards,” Yuna says. The vehemence of the word has Shane sitting up and staring at the phone in shock. “At least this was the long term plan, but how fucking dare they?”
“Yes, I agree,” Ilya says. He’s watching Shane carefully as he says this.
“Mom, you love the Metros.”
“And I love you both more,” she insists. It’s Ilya’s turn to look at the phone in surprise, though he says nothing on it. “It’s just disrespectful, though. You gave them two Cups. And they don’t even have the decency to call you. I suppose it’s better than finding out from Twitter.”
Shane winces. He’s definitely heard about a few guys in the league finding out via social media that they’ll be in a different state by dinner with a new team.
“We should draft a statement. I assume they’ve sent PR packets?”
“Yeah,” Shane said. “I skimmed one right after the call and then kind of... crashed.”
“Understandable,” she says. “Do you want me and Dad to come over?”
Shane looks over at Ilya who just looks back. He’s impassive, letting Shane have this decision for them.
“Maybe not right now. Maybe we can come by tomorrow or you guys come here.”
“Of course, whatever you want, honey.”
Ilya runs his hand back up Shane’s spine and squeezes the base of Shane’s neck. “We will talk later, Yuna?”
“Yes, just let me know what you both need,” she says. “Love you both.”
“Love you, too,” Ilya says for them and they disconnect the call.
They lapse into silence. Shane’s bones feel heavy. He could probably sink into this couch and lay here so long he grows into it. He’d read about that happening to someone, or maybe kids in his school just talked about it like an urban myth. Someone was so stationary on their couch they fused with the fibers. It scared him then but he thinks maybe now it might be an attractive plan.
Ilya just sits next to him, scratching at the hair on his head carefully enough that Shane could be lulled into sleep if he was any more tired.
“Ilya,” Shane finally whispered. He turned his head to roll along the back cushion of the couch. “What if people find out about us before you’re safe?”
“They won’t,” he promises. “It’s been years of us. No one ever looked at us and guessed.”
Shane frowns. “You say I’m a bad liar.”
“Yes,” Ilya shrugs. “This is true.”
“I don’t want to lie about how I feel about you,” he says. A quiet tear escapes the side of his eye and Ilya reaches up to thumb it away. “I don’t know how I can go back.”
Ilya is quiet, thoughtful. He looks between Shane’s eyes as he processes through whatever is going through his mind. “We can still do charity. It was a very good plan. By this time next year we are public friends. Maybe I am seen in public with you and Hayden or you are seen with me and Marly. We are obviously friends and not seen by ourselves. Then charity friendship is not surprise, only confirmation. And I trade to Ottawa myself. If we time it right, charity can be reason to move.”
Shane stares up at Ilya was watery eyes. He knows his face is probably snotty and swollen. He can feel the salt tracks drying on his face. But Ilya is still looking at him with adoration and care.
“I love you. Thank you.”
“I love you too,” Ilya says and pulls Shane’s hand up to his lips to kiss. “Let’s go wash this lake water off of us.”
Ilya stands without waiting for an answer, tugging Shane up by the hand and leading him into their bedroom and into the ensuite.
Shane feels out of his body. He’s not thinking. He’s just letting everything happen around him. Distantly, he recognizes that Ilya has turned on the shower and begun getting undressed. At some point he must realize Shane is not checked in and has moved to take off Shane’s clothes.
The swim shorts slide down Shane’s legs without resistance. He moves his arms appropriately, but his eyes are unfocused and he feels like it’s not his body. He doesn’t really feel anything, to be honest. Shane isn’t in his body right now.
The warm spray on his skin settles in his bones but Shane wants it hotter. Wants it to burn. There’s no energy for him to voice the want, so he let’s Ilya just bathe him. Soap along his skin, kisses pressed along his spine and shoulders, and shampoo scrubbed into his hair. He doesn’t even feel self-conscious when Ilya directs him to spread his legs more so Ilya can run a washcloth along the crease of his groin and in between his ass cheeks.
It just happens.
Shane starts to come back to himself after he registers Ilya has just been holding him under the spray for a long time. There’s two shower heads in this bathroom. Shane had liked the idea after he’d had a sponsor put him up in a nicer hotel that had the design. You could always be under warm water no matter which way you turn. He realizes now that Ilya has had his half of the shower turned on the entire time as well, likely never having to worry about growing cold as Shane monopolizes this one.
He reaches up and wraps his arms around Ilya, one hand sliding up into Ilya’s wet curls and rubbing the pads of his fingers along the base of his skull.
“I’m sorry,” Shane whispers and Ilya just shakes his head and presses a kiss into Shane’s neck.
“You will be okay,” Ilya promises. “You have Farah, your parents, your boyfriend--”
“My boyfriend?” Shane asks. He pulls them apart just enough to look Ilya back in the eyes.
Ilya seems almost embarrassed but he bounces his head in the way he does when he’s pretending whatever thing he’s suggested is very obvious and normal. “Yes, I think so, yes.”
Shane grins and nods slowly. “Okay.”
“Okay?” Ilya confirms, but the smile tugging at his mouth tells Shane he already knows.
Shane kisses him, long but chaste. “Boyfriend.”
“Yes,” Ilya nods and kisses him once more. “We should see if Yuna has plan for Twitter statements.”
“Fuck,” Shane scrunches his face up in a wince. “Hayden and JJ. I need to tell them. I don’t want them to find out from Twitter either.”
“You will be okay this time?” Ilya checks in and Shane nods.
“I feel better. Thanks to you.”
“Was nothing.”
Shane reaches up with both hands to cup Ilya’s face. “It was everything. Thank you.”
After a long moment, Ilya says, “okay.”
 
They get out and towel off. Ilya tosses Shane’s towel to him playfully like they’re in a gym locker room, but the moment Shane’s back is turned he’s got another towel on Shane’s head and is roughly scrubbing the wet from his hair.
“Fuck off,” Shane yells and tries to duck out of the hold. Ilya wraps an around around Shane’s waist in an attempt to slow him down.
“What, I am helpful!”
“In what reality?”
“This one,” Ilya declares. He drops his grip but leaves the towel draped over Shane. Shane rips it off and turns to glare at him. Ilya’s grin only grows wider. “Angry kitten”
Shane rolls his eyes and heads for his closet.
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Groupchat/To: Metro Boyz

Person B:



I got traded.
Person B:



To Ottawa.

 




Shane chews at his lip as he looks back over his text. When he hit send, just telling them had seemed the easiest method. Now, he was wincing and blowing out a long puff of air in frustration. This conversation would never be easy, maybe, but it doesn’t stop Shane from second guessing himself over and over again while he waits for a response.
[image: image description (optional) width=]

Groupchat/To: Metro Boyz

Person B:



I got traded.
Person B:



To Ottawa.



Person B:



I think it’s going to be announced this afternoon.
Person B:



I wanted you guys to know before it hit Twitter.
Person B:



Sorry.

 



“Okay?” Ilya asks him. He joins Shane on the couch, propped up against the arm rest, and tugs Shane to rest up against his chest. Shane relaxes into the hold and adjusts himself so he’s not hurting Ilya as he stretches out.
“Yeah. I can’t believe this is how it all happened,” Shane says. Ilya runs a hand up one of Shane’s arms in comfort. “I thought my jersey would hang from the rafters. Now, I don’t even know what will happen. Nothing to say Ottawa won’t just drop me in two years.”
Ilya sighs. “Maybe, but they would be fools to lose you. We will make them not want to lose you. I will ask to sign in free agency next year and we can make the team something good.”
“You know what’s the worst part?” Shane asks in a petulant voice. “All I can think about is how shitty the team is. I don’t know if I’ll ever win a cup again.”
Ilya is still under him while Shane works through his thoughts.
“And I feel like shit about it because I was going to ask you to do this in a year. I didn’t even think about what I was asking you for. I feel like a shitty fucking boyfriend. You were just going to go because I asked.”
“Shane,” Ilya whispers and wraps an arm across Shane’s chest to squeeze Shane tighter against him. “I was going for us. Not because you said so.”
“You could have retired in Boston. Hung your jersey there.”
“Maybe,” Ilya offers. “But I want you. I want family. And I have beautiful boy offering himself and his family up to me here, in Ottawa. I could walk away from hockey tomorrow, Shane.”
“Don’t say that.”
“Is true,” Ilya shrugs. “Hockey is not who I am the way it is for you. Hockey is...escape. Escape from Russia. Escape from all the mean things my family says and all the bad memories that follow me since I lost my Mama.”
Shane tips his head up to watch Ilya. Ilya is already looking down at him with a soft expression.
“Maybe Ottawa sucks,” Ilya says and Shane snorts. “Yes, it does suck. But I was number one draft pick because at one point Boston sucked.”
“You just had to bring up the draft,” Shane grumbles. His smile is fond, though, and the comfort of the long-standing rivalry between them is a warm joke.
“You were number two, of course, because Metros were also bad. Now Ottawa is bad. No cups and many, many misses for playoffs. We can change it and we might get to change it together.”
Shane is interrupted from saying anything by a quick buzz on his lap. He unlocks his phone back to the group chat with JJ and Hayden.
[image: image description (optional) width=]

Groupchat/To: Metro Boyz

Hayden:

What the fuck.
Person A:



Shane
Person A:



Say you’re joking
Person B:



No
Person B:



Farah let me know this morning 
Hayden:

Management didn’t even reach out?

 




Shane is typing out his reply when the Facetime notification for their group chat fills his screen. He hesitates only a moment before sliding the bar to accept the call, carefully angling it so Ilya’s face isn’t in view. He half expects Hayden to have called since he was the last to text, but instead it’s JJ’s face.
“Hollander, what the fuck are you saying?” JJ demands. He’s got headphones on over his head and he looks like he was mid-run. “They traded you?”
“Um, yeah,” Shane says. He plays with his eyelashes nervously and then drops his hand when he sees it in the preview of his side of the call.
Hayden joins the call and immediately they’re bombarded with the sounds of kids running around singing Moana songs. Shane smiles at the familiarity of the Pike house chaos.
“Sorry, hold on,” Hayden mumbles, then yells at Ruby to leave Arthur alone and moves into a room away from the main area. Shane recognizes it as the office Hayden takes any team video calls from. “Sorry. I’m back. Ruby and Jade have been running me ragged. They’re so amped up from this damn movie and they’ve seen it a million times.”
“Hayd, remind me to never have kids,” JJ requests and Hayden rolls his eyes.
“Whatever, man,” Hayden says. “What did Farah say on the call?”
“Yeah, what the fuck?”
Shane chews at his lip. “Uh, she mostly just let me know that I’d been traded and Ottawa was going to follow up on my care with my collar bone. And that they would follow up in general regarding the season.”
“Merde,” JJ curses. “Fuck management. How the fuck are they gonna trade you like you aren’t the reason we won two cups!”
Out of frame of his camera, Ilya runs a hand up and down Shane’s arm in agreement.
“What’re you gonna do?” Hayden asks. “I mean, obviously you gotta move. But like...”
Shane lets out a long breath of air. “I don’t know. I just found out. I spent most of this morning upset and I called my mom earlier.”
“Yuna will know what to do,” Hayden says with confidence. “And you get to be closer to your parents!”
Shane smiles. “That is nice. I just... I had a plan and this wasn’t it.”
JJ steps into the shade of a tree and squints down at the phone. “Holy, fuck, Hollander! Are you not alone?”
Shane makes the mistake of glancing up behind him quickly. A quick double check confirms Ilya is still out of frame but now that it’s been pointed out, there’s really no mistaking the fact that Shane is leaning on someone’s chest. The crewneck collar of Ilya’s t-shirt (thankfully an Adidas one, not one of his Raiders shirts he brought) is clearly visible over Shane’s shoulder.
“Buddy,” Hayden groans. “Subtle.”
“C’est Lily? Oui?” JJ asks.
Shane looks up at Ilya who is grinning down at him. That mischievous glint Ilya gets in his eye right before he tells a joke or is about to beat Shane at hockey is in his eye and Shane feels giddy with a rush that this is his boyfriend.
“Uh, yeah,” Shane says and turns back to the phone. “He’s been with me. At my Cottage.”
JJ lets out a low whistle. “I want to meet him.”
Hayden snorts.
“Uh, he’s not...” Shane starts but Ilya taps him twice on the hip out of view. He meets Ilya’s eye again. A single eyebrow raised in question, asking Shane if it was okay.
Fuck it.
Shane tips the phone to include Ilya in view. Hayden already knew who was there, but JJ was coming in blind.
“Hello,” Ilya grins wickedly.
“Putain de Rozanov, Hollander? Tu te fous de ma gueule, putain?”
Shane feels his stomach drop and the hand on his hip tightens.
“JJ,” Hayden interrupts. “C’mon man.”
“You knew?” JJ accuses him. Shane can hear the hurt in his friend’s voice. “Am I the last to know?”
“No, JJ,” Shane assures. “No one knows. Just my parents. Hayden knows because of my injury, that’s it.”
“You didn’t think I’d like to know?”
“It wasn’t my secret to tell, Man!” Hayden argues and JJ lets out a scoff.
“Shane, dis-moi que tu n'as pas laissé filer des matchs pour lui!”
“What the fuck, no!” Shane yells back. A hot flush of anger zips down his spine and he sits up off Ilya to lean into his phone. “How the fuck could you ask me that? I’d rather die than let him beat me!”
“How am I supposed to trust that?” JJ demands. “You can lie about this! What else have you lied about?”
“Are you fucking serious, right now? Lie about this? This is my fucking life, JJ!”
“Yeah, man, C’mon,” Hayden tries to cut in but is sharply interrupted by JJ again.
“No, fuck you! You knew and didn’t say anything either. I’m also mad at you!”
Ilya is running a hand up and down Shane’s spine in support out of sight and Shane wants to lean into the hand, shut off his phone, and hide away here from the world forever. Maybe this was the stark reminder Shane needed to stop living in whatever fantasy world he’s been in these last few weeks away from Hockey.
“JJ, you’re asking me to out someone without their consent. Are you hearing yourself?”
“Are you?”
“Fuck this,” Shane spits out. “I wanted to tell you about my trade so you didn’t hear about it from some gossip rag. My fucking bad for trying to be thoughtful on one of the worst fucking days of my life. Call me when you’re ready to be a fucking adult about shit that doesn’t concern you.”
“Shane—” Hayden tries.
“Don’t,” Shane hisses. “I’m tired of everyone but me getting a say in my life. You know where to find me, JJ. Hayden, let’s make plans to get together before I move since I got fucking traded from the team that drafted me. Bye.”
He ends the call without further commentary and the silence that follows isn’t nearly so relieving or satisfying as he would have wanted.
He just feels hurt.
“Shane,” Ilya tries but Shane flinches at the sound.
“Sorry, I just... I just want to be alone, I think,” Shane says and stands up from the couch. He spares a quick look at Ilya before shaking his head and walking off towards their bedroom.
 
Shane eventually checks his phone. He’s been laid out across the bed staring at the lake for who knows how long, watching the various animals disturb the top of the water, but he’s hit the point of his sorrow where he needs to do something. The emails outlining Shane’s trade are where he starts. Standard lettering, from what he can tell. The Centaurs send a welcome email with several introduction packets attached including information regarding the housing options in the Ottawa area and local resources to help him settle. It’s comical when you consider he spent his first 18 years living in the city.
He doesn’t laugh, though.
The Metros HR sends severance information. Paperwork regarding the transfer of his contract, advisement to follow up with Centaurs HR regarding the transfer, and to re-introduce himself with the social media code of conduct policies he signed back when he drafted. Everything regarding how to conduct himself online following his break with the team.
There’s another email from the Centaurs GM, something that seems relatively rote regarding phrasing of his welcome and excitement for the coming 2017-2018 season. It has a digital signature at the bottom as if the GM had taken the effort to sign the email himself.
Shane tabs over to Wikipedia and reads. And reads. And reads.
The Centaurs are not an Original Six team and are actually newer to the League Overall. The family that owns them has been largely hands off and speculated to have only acquired the team to have a hand in another sports franchise. They currently own the Affiliate teams for the Centaurs, as well as several minor baseball leagues in British Columbia, and recently divested a Cricket team that went essentially nowhere but down.
It’s a bottom of the League team with a fanbase loyal but familiar with disappointment.
It also recently let go of their coach and has not announced anyone incoming despite it being mid-June. Not the safest look. That part concerns Shane the most, especially with the draft in little over two weeks and Free Agency almost directly after it. Not a lot of time for a Coach to be involved with the GM regarding decisions for their team.
Twitter is Shane’s last stop. He’s put it off long enough, but the urge to see the announcements overrides the urge to crawl deep into the earth and hide away for days.





Montreal Metros   

@MTLMetros


@ShaneHollander24 has been traded to the Ottawa Centaurs. Thank you for your contributions to the team. 

1:30 PM · June 15th, 2017


2.1K Retweets    1.1K Quote Tweets    4.4K Likes




Marcos @marconquesa ·  Replying to @MTLMetros
That’s it?
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Hollander4Lyfer @metrozbybirth ·  Replying to @MTLMetros
Are we fucking serious?? They traded the captain?
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Greg Robertson @godandhockey111 ·  Replying to @MTLMetros
We know why. Good move.
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Hockey Era <3  @sinsincynthia ·  Replying to @MTLMetros
In what reality is transferring the teams top scorer a good move???
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Ottawa Centaurs 

@OTT_CentaursNHL


The Ottawa Centaurs welcome Ottawa native and consistent Top of the League Player @ShaneHollander24  to the team! Welcome back home, Shane!
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No fucking wayyyy let’s goooooo!
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ZaneBoodrham @Zane Boodrham ·  Replying to @OTT_CentaursNHL
We got Hollander!?! Bro! No way! #ottawastayswinning
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TannerDillonNHL @Tanner Dillon ·  Replying to @OTT_CentaursNHL
Dude we’re gonna have an incredible season holy shit
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Ottawa's Only Fan @jaxxonblu ·  Replying to @OTT_CentaursNHL
This is a dream come true omg
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Floyd <3 

@OttawaOtter


: So @ScottHunter comes out and two days later the Metros immediately trade the only other dude w rumors

12:00 PM · June 15th, 2017
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jakesalot @grippindihs ·  Replying to @OttawaOtter
Wait were there rumors about Hunter??? Did I miss something?
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Floyd <3 @OttawaOtter ·  Replying to @grippindihs
No but there are about Hollander. Like.... 6 months ago? There was a whole hashtag
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jakesalot @grippindihs ·  Replying to @OttawaOtter
>That’s crazy omg.
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Ur Mom's Sidepiece 

@hockeylegendzszs


Okay trade Hunter next

12:00 PM · June 15th, 2017
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Five Hole My Hole 

@mtlmetroezluvr


 What in the world is happening in this league? You’re gonna tell me that the Metros just WANTED to trade their top player??

2:57pm · June 15th, 2017


97 Retweets    18 Quote Tweets    547 Likes




Kent Fan Base Hub @torguardiansforwardz ·  Replying to @mtlmetroezluvr
Prob was checking everyone out in the showers
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What?? What century are you tweeting from?
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Greg Barnes 

@1955MAGA


 Hockey too fucking woke fuck around and find out

5:21 pm · June 15th, 2017
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Frank K @franklinkinny72 ·  Replying to @1955MAGA
Agreed like this shit isn’t what im trying to watch
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Rozanov's Wh0Re 

@flamanhotchetoz


 I bet Hollander comes out next

3:01 pm · June 15th, 2017
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Magz @margotaway ·  Replying to @flamanhotchetoz
Has he not already? I thought everyone knew
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Not officially
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Shayden Luvr 

@ShaydenLuvr2435


NOOO THEY HIT THE PENTAGON

3:28 pm · June 15th, 2017


21 Retweets    35 Quote Tweets    401 Likes







Frank Ocean Album When 

@gagasgayz


We all know this is homophobia, right?

2:21 pm · June 15th, 2017


502 Retweets    101 Quote Tweets    895 Likes







DMenLineup 

@2014DLineChamp


Remembering this tweet



NHL Source @NHLSource · May 10th, 2017


umors of a major Canadian team shopping trade potentials ahead of summer draft day. Possible player may include one with M-NTC!  #staytuned


1:81 pm · June 15th, 2017


978 Retweets    0 Quote Tweets    2.1K Likes





Shane feels sick by the time he’s waded through most of his timeline. He’s gone through it far more than he should have, that much is clear, but the initial response to his trade seems so torn between excitement, disappointment, and speculation on his hashtag from months ago.

It’s feeling more and more like he’s going to have to come out sooner than the never he’d prefer.

One crisis at a time.

He steps out of their bedroom and treks down towards the living room he left Ilya in. The couch is empty to his surprise, and he keeps walking until he spots Ilya in the kitchen cooking something that vaguely resembles the fish he had in the freezer.

Ilya must have heard him because he looks over at Shane with a look on his face that is clearly him trying to check in with Shane. But Shane doesn’t want to talk. He just steps into Ilya’s space and wraps his arms around his boyfriend, digging his face into Ilya’s chest and pressing in in an attempt to be absorbed into him as a singular entity. Ilya squeezes Shane into him tightly, not saying anything, and just compresses Shane as much as possible.

They stay like that long enough that Ilya releases an arm just long enough to shift the now-cooked fish off the burner and turn off the stove. His arm comes right back around Shane and just holds him.

“I love you,” Ilya whispers after a long time with a kiss to Shane’s head.

“Ye tebya lyubov,” Shane whispers back.
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  The Ottawa Centaurs announce their new Coach the first week of July, three days after Free Agency has begun and one week into Shane’s apartment hunt.
Brandon Weibe has taken over the role of Centaurs Coach. He was a former player who played for Detroit in his early years before being sent down to the AHL. It was a move that happened not infrequently in the sport, but from what Shane could tell, Weibe’s stats didn’t really support the move and not much else was said on the subject. He spent three years there before being brought back up, this time getting traded to Western Conference team until he retired in 2011. Despite being in the league at the same time as Shane and Ilya, it looks like neither of them played him which is vaguely surprising. The one time the Metros had played their team, Weibe was out on IR, and the two times Ilya had played them it looks like Ilya had been on a healthy scratch.
The Wikipedia history ends there with Weibe having been retired until this year. No coaching experience to be noted.
It didn’t yield the desperate need for answers Shane was craving but it helped fill out the picture slightly.
“You see the news?” Ilya asked from across the couch. They were laid out after dark on opposite ends enjoying their own phone scrolling.
“Weibe?” Shane asks and Ilya hums in affirmation. “Interesting choice.”
“He’s never coached NHL.”
“No,” Ilya notes. “Could be good for League.”
“Or Ottawa just couldn’t get anyone else to say yes.” Shane hears the pessimism in his tone and Ilya clearly does too because he drops his phone to his chest and looks at Shane. “What?”
“Nothing,” Ilya shrugs. “What does your hockey brain tell you?”
Shane shrugs and looks out into the dark. It’s a full moon but the lights on inside the cottage make it difficult to see anything happening outside.
“Shane,” Ilya presses. He knocks their feet together to drag Shane’s attention back in. “It will be okay. New opportunities. Maybe not as bad as Montreal.”
“You don’t know that.”
“No,” Ilya shrugs. This fact seems inconsequential to him. “But maybe we try and be open minded. You can go in and make team as perfect as you and then I will sign in a year and tell everyone it is because you are such good leader.”
“I doubt I’ll be made C again.”
“You are Shane Hollander. They would be fools not to.”
Shane didn’t feel nearly so confident about this. He felt more like a captain during his cup years than he’s felt since the beginning of this year. Somehow, a singular, stupid rumor has ripped the carpet out from underneath him and uprooted his whole world view.
He just wanted to play hockey.
“Shane,” Ilya says again and Shane meets his eyes. “It will be okay, yes? You will meet new coach during Training Camp and you can see for yourself how he is.”
“Yeah, right, of course,” Shane shakes his head to clear it. Ilya is right, of course. He just doesn’t have all of the information to work with and just needs to wait another four weeks.
Four Weeks and he will skate onto Centaur training ice for the first time since he was a kid.
“Did you respond to socials guy?”
Shane frowns. That was the more recent development post-trade. Apparently, the Centaurs had a more active social media team than either he or Ilya had experienced on their teams.
The Social Media director had reached out to Shane through Farah and requested to touch base regarding content creation through pre-season.
 
To: ShaneHollander@outlook.com
From: H.Drover@OTTCentaursNHL.com
Subject: Welcome to the Team! + Q&A Content
Hello!
I am Harris, the Social Media Director for the Ottawa Centaurs. I wanted to reach out and offer my assistance with social media now that you’re part of our team. I’ve gone through your current socials and they are all very professional and brand driven. They look great! Don’t get me wrong. If you wanted help with the personal branding aspect of them, please don’t hesitate to ask. Several of the guys on the team either lean on me for content creation or have me run their socials to align them with the Org.
I did want to ask about your welcome video for our team. Ideally, I’d like to film a quick Q&A during our first week of Pre-Season. We can discuss additional video content you’d like to create at that time or over email prior to it. I’ll link a few videos of past Q&A’s I’ve done with the team as well as on going series we do to try and humanize the team a bit more.
I’m incredibly excited to work with you, Shane! I’ve been a huge fan of you since forever. Hometown Hero and all of that! Let me know what I can do for you and if you have any questions!
BBQ With Boodram
Outdoors with Dykstra
 
Thanks,
Harris Drover
Social Media Director | Ottawa Centaurs
He/Him

 
“I like him,” Yuna had commented when Shane showed her the email. “I’ve been telling you for years that you need to develop the personal side of your brand more.”
Shane hadn’t liked that comment from his mother, much, but he can’t deny that Harris does seem attuned to Social Media in a way that has never made sense to him. He and Ilya had gone through the Centaurs’ Youtube channel for hours one day watching through the content that Harris had produced.
Harris himself seemed to rarely get in front of the camera, but much of the content had his voice in it asking questions and prompting the players to get more in depth on whatever topic they were passionate about.
“Shane,” Ilya had said, pausing the BBQ with Boodram video. “You must get me invite to his house. I beg you. I need that food.”
Shane had simply rolled his eyes and pressed play on the video and returned his attention to the detailed breakdown on brisket smoking.
 
“Yeah I sent back an email,” Shane says to Ilya, letting his mind return back to the present. “I don’t want him running my socials, though. I said yes to the Q&A video. Just asked that we go over it before we film.”
“He seems nice,” Ilya remarks. “I maybe stalked his social media a bit.”
Shane looks at Ilya in surprised confusion. “What? Why?”
Ilya shrugs and picks his phone up to tap away at it. “Curiosity. Seems your Harris is not shy.”
Before Shane can ask what that means, Ilya turns the phone around and shows him someone who must be Harris grinning into the camera while covered in glitter and with a rainbow flag painted on either cheek.
“Oh... is that...?”
Ilya nods. “Yes, Pride I think. He tagged it for Ottawa this June.”
“So he is...”
“Possibly,” Ilya hums. “I think so, yes. He is not shy. Many of his photos have a very queer friend group in them.”
“You can tell all of that from a photo?” Shane asks and Ilya laughs.
“Yes, is very obvious,” he says. Shane frowns at that and Ilya must catch it because he adds, “I do not know that he would know you for sure. You are not obvious.”
“He probably does, though, doesn’t he? After this year, I mean?”
“Yes. He probably does.”
Shane lets out a long sigh. Thoughts like this used to bring frustrated tears to his eyes but he’s becoming more and more familiar with the shame that rolls his stomach at everyone already knowing a giant secret about him. Maybe Harris will help him craft a coming out post when it becomes too loud in the league to keep pretending it’s not there.
“What are you thinking?” Ilya prompts after Shane’s prolongued silence.
Shane chews at his lip for a moment. “I guess... Everyone seems so nice to Harris in the videos.”
“Yes.”
“And if Harris is... out, then maybe that means they know and they still treat him well.”
“Maybe they do, yes.”
“I just,” Shane pauses his thought and fights back the frustrated grief that blooms as he thinks of how the Metros had slowly iced him out all season. And not just iced him out, but actively did small things to make him feel small. Things he still hasn’t told people he was experiencing. Sometimes, Shane can’t tell the shame from hiding how they treated him apart from the shame of being treated that way.
“Shane, is okay, you do not need all the words. I think maybe this team might actually be different, though. Maybe good different?”
“And I’ll know in August?”
“You’ll know in August.”
 
Two weeks later, Shane got an email while he was touring several apartments in Ottawa. Ilya was hanging out with Yuna at Shane’s childhood home waiting for Shane to finish this round of tours. So far, there were a few promising places. Shane had to remind himself that if things went according to plan, this time next year Shane and Ilya would be looking at homes together.
The chime of an incoming email interrupts the fantasy. Normally, Shane would disregard an email as something he can follow up on at a later time, but he made the mistake of glancing at his phone and catching the sender.
Outlook: Brandon.Weibe@OttCentaursNHL.com
“I’m sorry, do you mind if I...” Shane asked his realtor and vaguely gestured to his phone.
“Of course,” she promised and secluded herself in the kitchen area to presumably check her own phone.
Shane thumbed open his mail app and opened up the email.
 
To: ShaneHollander@outlook.com
From: Brandon.Weibe@OttCentaursNHL.com
Subject: Pre-Pre-Season Meeting
 
Hello Shane,
I wanted to reach out to see if you were in the Ottawa area at all ahead of Training Camp. I know our team just sent out the calendars to everyone regarding training. I wanted to ask if you’d be willing to meet with myself and Zane Boodram, our AC, ahead of camp.
This is voluntary, I’d like to make that clear. Your off-season time is your own. But if you’re willing, there’s a few things I’d like to discuss. Please let me know if you’re free and I will coordinate with Zane.
Thanks,
Brandon Weibe
Centaurs Head Coach | Ottawa Centaurs
He/Him

 
Shane blinked at the message a few times before opening a response.
 
To: Brandon.Weibe@OttawaCentaursNHL.com
From: ShaneHollander@outlook.com
Subject: RE: Pre-Pre-Season Meeting
 
Hello Coach,
I’m actually in town today apartment hunting. I can be present any time this week. Please let me know what works for yourself and Boodram.
Thank you,
Shane Hollander

 
Shane pockets his phone and returns to his tour, though this final apartment for the day is lackluster and not really comparing to two others he’s seen thus far. The lighting just feels off and some of the plumbing doesn’t seem to be up to the code expectations of more recent builds.
He checks his phone again as he gets in his car, intending to text Ilya that he’s on his way back, when he sees a reply to his email.
Any chance you’re free at 3?
Shane checks the dashboard clock and sees it’s approaching 2pm now. He quickly sends off a reply that he’ll be there and then follows up with a text to Ilya.
 


Groupchat/To: Lily

Person B:



Weibe wants to meet me for a meeting this afternoon.
Person B:



I’m going to it.
Person A:



What?
Person A:



What do you think he wants
Person A:



I don’t know but Zane Boodram is going to be there.
Person A:



You think he will talk about AC?
Person A:



Or C?
Person B:



Makes sense with Boodram there.
Person A:



Okay
Person B:



I’ll be late getting back to you.
Person B:



Sorry
Person A:



No problem
Person A:



I wait like beautiful wife waiting for husband to return from war
Person B:



You need less screentime
Person A:



How are apartments?
Person A:



Do they meet Mr. Landlord standards?
Person B:



Fuck off
Person B:



Maybe one.
Person B:



I want to look a little more.
Person A:



You will find something
Person B:



I’ll text you how it goes
Person A:



I want all gossip

 

 
Shane smiles at that but doesn’t reply further, instead opting to get a move on across town to the training facility. The Censplex was quite literally right down the street from Canadian Tire Centre and not too bad of a drive from the neighborhood his realtor had taken him to. He makes a note to consider some of the outlying neighborhoods later and bring them up with his realtor. His initial thought to be closer to his parents hasn’t yielded nearly as much progress he’d hoped this late in the off season.
The halls of the Censplex were not that different from the Metros’ training facility in Broussard. Cinderblock walls painted in Centaurs colors instead of the familiar blue Shane has been surrounded by for years. There are differences, though, that highlight the caliber differences of the team. The concrete doesn’t have the same polished finish and looks a little older, maybe a little more worn. There’s not nearly as many banners advertising the success of the team down the hallways the way the Metros loved to show off. In fact, not a single player was really shown off on the vinyl banners that did exist. It was like the Centaurs hadn’t invested in a player at a star level, which boded right for the history of the team in the last decade. The last time the Centaurs were doing well was around the time Shane was drafted. They were much later in the draft lottery during his and Ilya’s year.
There’s signage that directs him to the Head Coach’s office. The door is wood set into a metal frame and the plate out front hasn’t been updated yet to reflect Wiebe’s new role, instead remaining blank with only his title. The door is ajar so Shane knocks lightly on it and sticks his head in.
“Hollander!” Brandon Wiebe greets. He’s older than Shane, but extremely young for the league with light facial hair and a warm expression. So very different from the lingering anger that always seemed to simmer under Theriault. “Please, come in! Thanks for stopping by.”
“Of course,” Shane says automatically. He accepts one of the seats in front of Wiebe’s desk, two black leather chairs that have broken in cushions and are surprisingly comfortable while remaining supportive.
“Bood should be by soon,” Wiebe says. He’s typing away at something on the laptop in front of him. “I appreciate you making the time. How’s your house hunting going?”
Shane tries not to let his surprise at the candid question show, but he’s doubtful he’s successful. “Um, great, ah, not bad, I guess? I want to keep looking. I’m not really trying for a house, though.”
“Apartment, condo?”
“Apartment,” Shane says. “Maybe this year and then buy some property later.”
“Our recruitment team reached out with the welcome packet?” Wiebe leans in as he asks the question and once more Shane feels off kilter from the investment shown by the man. Wiebe seems to check himself and cocks his head in question. “You’re from here, though, right?”
“My parents live a bit south of here, maybe thirty minutes?”
“Ah, so I’m just trying to get the team to mansplain Ottawa to you, then?” Wiebe jokes and Shane is caught off guard enough that he lets out a choked laugh.
“No, not at all,” he says. “Um, it’s been years since I’ve lived here, anyways. I’m sure the market has changed since 2010.”
“Of course,” Wiebe agrees. “My family and I bought a home not far from here in a quiet neighborhood Bood recommended. Good schools here.”
“Yeah, totally,” Shane agrees.
A knock comes from behind them and they’re joined by Zane Boodram.
“Hollander! Good to have you, Man,” Boodram says. “The team is stoked you’re a Centaur now! Incredible luck.”
“Sure,” Shane says. His voice is a little awkward but he hopes it doesn’t come across to either of the other men. “Happy to be here.”
Wiebe snorts. “I’d heard you were media ready off camera. Crazy to see it in person.”
Boodram flops into the chair next to Shane and leans his elbows across his knees. “Hollander is legendary.”
“Oh, I know,” Wiebe nods. He closes his laptop and scoots it to the side of his desk before leaning in slightly. “Let’s talk some business so we can all pretend we didn’t work on vacation.”
Shane is sure coaches work year round to a degree, especially during UFA and draft time, but he doesn’t attempt to ask for clarification.
“I wanted to sit you both down and discuss the upcoming season,” Wiebe begins. Shane notes that he makes a point to meet both of their eyelines with equal care. “I want to have you both on as A’s this season, or at least for the foreseeable future.”
Shane’s eyebrows raise and he glances over at Boodram.
“You seem surprised,” Wiebe notes.
“No, um,” Shane shakes his head. “No, I just didn’t expect to be asked for that position ahead of the season. Being new.”
Boodram laughs next to him, a warm sound that fills the space. “Hollzy, you’re like the best player in the league.”
“Your IQ on ice is unmatched,” Wiebe agrees. “We need someone like that on this team. It’s one of the reasons management jumped at the opportunity when Montreal knocked. But I’d like to keep you and Bood balanced for now. I want to feel things out with the team and really work to build something here. Bood and I have had a lot of discussion on team dynamics and I think there really can be something great, we just need the right players in the right spots.”
Something must show on his face because Boodram laughs again and leans over to elbow Shane playfully.
“C’mon, Man, what’s happening in that hockey brain right now?”
Shane looks between both Boodram and Wiebe, trying his best to read the room. Both men are staring expectantly at him. It’s an odd feeling, considering Theirault never wanted his, Hayden, nor JJ’s thoughts on... well anything. Rarely did he request feedback on a drill or a play and really only wanted to leverage them to confer on-ice with Refs during games. Anything Shane had ever suggested to his old coach was met with a stone-faced expression and sometimes, sometimes his feedback would be implemented.
“Uh,” Shane hesitates before shaking his head and just going for it. “We need a new goalie. Renault isn’t bad, but he’s past his prime and his injury for five years ago has left him consistently weak on the left. Every team knows to take advantage of it. Johnson is green still and really needs drills run on him to make him a decent backup, but riding the bench most of the season is probably going to be where he needs to stay. We should look at the backup goalies of other teams, places where they’ve left players low to stay comfortable in cap. Toronto would be great, Hayes has impressive numbers in the games he does play and he’s under-utilized. Tampa too. Faulkner doesn’t have the same save percentage as Hayes, but he has potential.”
Wiebe and Boodram don’t stop him so he continues.
“Dykstra and Dillion have a lot of potential but their pass work needs help. There’s some good drills I’ve run with rookies that can clean that up, assuming the guys are receptive. We need more depth at center. I help but we need more on third line and any winger that runs on my line will need to keep up. We need someone fast. There’s a lot of options in the league that we can look at. I can help review tape for it.”
“There’s someone I’m looking at,” Wiebe nods. “It’s not ready, yet, but there’s some rumors on another team that I’m not at liberty to discuss.”
Boodram lets out a low whistle. “Damn, first day on the job. Not even the first day.”
“Sorry,” Shane apologizes, but he’s not totally sure for what.
“Don’t,” Wiebe shakes his head. “This is exactly why we’re lucky to have you, Hollander. I’d like us to test out a few combinations of lines through pre-season, really get you settled in here. And I’d like you and Bood to take the mantle on training camp. I’d love to see what you guys get out of everyone we invite in. I think there’s a lot of opportunity here. It we get what you discussed accomplished, we could be seeing playoffs in two years.”
“Damn, I can’t remember the last time we had playoffs,” Boodram jokes. “This is gonna be great.”
“It is,” Wiebe nods. “That’s all I really needed to discuss, though if you have a bit more time I’d like to chat about something else. Bood, I’ll let you get back to your vacation. I’ll email you if anything else comes up.”
“Sure thing, Coach,” Boodram nods. He turns to Shane and claps a hand on the back of Shane’s shoulder. “Hollzy, we do a back to season BBQ at my place every year. Love to have you.”
“Uh, sure,” Shane says. “Maybe, I mean. Just depends.”
Boodram laughs. “You’re hilarious, dude. I’ll hit you up. We do it once everyone is back in town. Lord knows Dykstra is probably lost in the Canadian wilderness.”
Wiebe chuckles. “I’ve heard about that personality trait of his.”
“It’s the truth,” Boodram confirms. “See ya, boys.”
Shane blinks at the informality between Boodram and Wiebe. Already, Wiebe seems such a stark difference from the leadership he’s experienced since... forever.
Boodram closes the door behind him with a quiet click leaving Shane and Wiebe together one on one.
“So,” Wiebe begins. He interlaces his fingers on his desk. “I just wanted to loop you in on something else. I’m sure it was a bit of a shock to be traded to us.”
“A little.”
“I wanted you to know that Montreal wasn’t forthcoming on their reasoning, but some of the language they used in trade negotiations was a little... transparent,” Weibe says. Shane feels the same sickness that lingered after his one on one with Theriault come back. The sickening shame and embarrassment about being talked around. “There was some pressure right after Playoffs from the Commissioner from my understanding.”
“The Commissioner?” Shane echoes.
“Yes,” Wiebe continues. “I wasn’t with the org at the time, of course, but I did connect with the GM and Owners and the circumstances around the trade came up. I felt you should know.”
“Oh,” Shane says dumbly, speaking at a random spot his eyes have picked on the desk between them. “Thank you.”
Wiebe is quiet for a moment. “Shane, I want you to know that Ottawa does not care about whatever rumors followed you around Montreal. They’re for you to share and discuss here if you wish, but I wanted you to know that the GM and Owners took you on knowing what has been whispered around the division. And I think you should know that your trade and those rumors were one of the reasons I came back to Hockey.”
Shane looks up and meets Wiebe’s eyes once more. They’re sympathetic, but firm, waiting for Shane to ask him a question.
“My rumors,” Shane says slowly. “About... Twitter.”
“A certain tweet,” Wiebe shrugs his shoulders casually in a way that reminds Shane a lot about Ilya when he’s trying not to spook Shane.
“Right,” Shane says. “And that... tweet... That’s why you joined the org.”
Wiebe laughs. “I joined because the best player in the league came to the team and I had a real opportunity to make something great. But I also joined to maybe change something I hated about Hockey when I played. Your trade here helped me take on an opportunity that presented itself. You don’t have to share anything with me that you’re uncomfortable with, but I’d like you to trust me with any problems you face on home ice or away.”
Shane blinks a bit as his mind resets. “Um, thank you.”
“You don’t need to thank me at all, Shane,” Wiebe says. “I’m just happy you’re here in Ottawa and I hope we can make this team a home for you.”
“I’m, uh, starting to maybe see that possibility,” Shane says. “You said the Commissioner was part of my trade.”
Wiebe makes a sour expression. “Yes. From my understanding he was backing Montreal’s push to send you to us. It’s hearsay, but I suppose the Commissioner was not very happy with the display Scott and his partner presented on ice.”
“Ah.”
“Yes. I would be very proud of anyone on my team sharing a moment like that on the ice with their partner, for the record,” Wiebe says pointedly. Shane doesn’t miss the gender neutral language. “But! We gotta get the team there, first. Which is where our job will be this fall. Did you have anything for me?”
Shane shakes his head to clear it a bit. “No, um, no. Just happy to be here, I guess.”
Wiebe snorts again. “We’ll turn that media training off in you eventually. Get out of here, Hollander. I’ll email you if needed, but I don’t want to see you back here until training camp. Good luck on that apartment hunt.”
“Thank you,” Shane grins and stands up. He reaches over the desk to shake Wiebe’s hand who seems almost caught off guard himself at the formality. “See you next month.”
“See you,” Wiebe grins.
Shane lets himself out of the office and takes a moment to explore the facility a bit. He’s been here before, of course, for away games. But it’s not the same as looking at it through the lens of home. He finds the locker room and steps inside. None of the cubbies have a name and all of them are empty, cleaned out for the end of the season. The equipment team won’t prep them until training camp. It smells the same as Montreal, though, with lingering musk and the type of air that sits in a room with only central air circulation to clear it.
There’s a few offices located not far from there and Shane spots the name plate for Harris Drover, the Social Media Director who had reached out to him already. He grimaces at the thought of whatever video Harris has planned, but he resolves himself to be a good sport.
And the ice is the ice. Nothing really is different there. It makes Shane wish he had brought his skates just to get out onto it and feel it out ahead of Training Camp. Maybe he’ll come by in the days ahead to workout. It wasn’t an uncommon thing for him to do in Montreal and maybe here wouldn’t be different.
Shane leaves the facility and heads back to his parents’ house and back to Ilya. He leaves the radio off and just sits in silence.
Ilya is laid out on the couch on his phone when Shane arrives. His mother is off somewhere and his father is still at work so Shane doesn’t feel guilty about the way he toes off his shoes and rolls over the back of the couch to lay out on his boyfriend.
Ilya lets out a dramatic oof! as Shane lands but its clear that there’s no damage done. Instead, he drops his head onto Ilya’s chest and lets out a long groan.
Two hands come up and hold him tightly and Shane relaxes further into Ilya’s body. All muscle with just enough give that leaves Shane feeling like it’s the softest place he’s ever been.
“Bad meeting?”
“No,” Shane shook his head, the tip of his nose running back and forth across Ilya’s sternum. “Good meeting.”
“Long day?”
“Long day,” he confirms. “Big conversations.”
“Good conversations?” Ilya asks and Shane nods. “Good team?”
Shane tips his head up and rests his chin on Ilya’s chest. “I think so, maybe. Wiebe is...different. Good different.”
“Good.”
Shane snorts. “We have got to stop just saying the same words over and over.”
Ilya lets out an undignified squawk. “English is my second language, this is not fair!”
“Your English is perfect, you drama queen,” Shane rolls his eyes. He leans up and presses what is meant to be a quick kiss to Ilya’s lips but instead ends up soft and lingering.
Ilya pulls back with a lazy grin. “Tell me more.”
Shane lets out a sigh. “I’m going to be AC with Boodram. And I think I got invited to a party.”
Ilya raises his eyebrows. “A party? Mr. Party Animal?”
“No,” Shane rolls his eyes. “Boodram throws a BBQ.”
“Mmm, delicious. I should warn him about your bird diet, though.”
“Fuck off.”
“Mm, later,” Ilya laughs. “What else?”
Shane sighs. “Apparently the Commissioner wasn’t happy with Hunter and his boyfriend. And he was involved with my trade.”
Ilya lets out a long string of Russian that most definitely sounds like expletives Shane wouldn’t want to translate. He lets Ilya get them out and opts instead to reach up and run his fingers through his boyfriend’s curls.
“This is ridiculous,” Ilya finally says in English. “You are Shane fucking Hollander. Best player in the fucking league!”
“I thought I was second best.”
Ilya throws him a pointed look. “I will murder you if you repeat this but you are the best player in the league, Shane. Everyone knows.”
Something thaws a bit in the hurt Shane has felt since the stupid hashtag went viral. Ilya’s continued confidence in him always surprises him but feels long unwavering in its existence.
“I love you,” Shane opts to say. “You know that, right?”
“Yes,” Ilya says quietly. “I do. I love you.”
“I know,” Shane nods and tips his head to lay his ear against Ilya’s steady heartbeat. The arms around him rub small circles into his back and Shane closes his eyes and lets himself fall somewhere between being awake and asleep.
 
Shane debates for two days about texting Scott Hunter. He fills his days with apartment hunting in the interim, but on day two he signs with a place 20 minutes from the Censplex without traffic and secluded enough for Ilya to come and go without problem. There’s no more putting it off.
 
[image: image description (optional) width=]

Groupchat/To: Scott Hunter

Person B:



Hey Scott
Person B:



How has your summer been?
Person B:



Sorry this is weird
Person B:



Has the commissioner reached out to you?

 

 
A minute later, Shane’s phone is ringing in his hand.
“Oh, uh, hi,” he answers.
“Hey, sorry, Hollander,” Scott replies. “I know we haven’t spoken much. Did the Commissioner talk to you?”
“No! No,” Shane shakes his head even though Scott can’t see him do it. “It was just something the new coach for Ottawa mentioned.”
“Wiebe, right?”
“Yeah, he seems... different,” Shane says. “Good, though.”
“That’s good. What did he say?”
Shane chews at his lips a moment before answering. “Um, that the Commissioner wasn’t happy with you and your...boyfriend?”
“Yeah” Scott says and it’s clear over the phone that the man is grinning. It’s so different from the formal and buttoned up voice Shane has always heard him use. “Kip.”
“Yeah,” Shane says, ignoring the way his first instinct is to question what kind of a name Kip is. “I guess he isn’t happy with you and Kip.”
“I might be up to date on that,” Scott tells him. “I had a meeting with him last week. He wanted to ‘express his support’ for the diversity I bring to the league and then asked me to not ever bring up my boyfriend in public ever. Not word for word, but...”
“Right,” Shane snorts. “Typical. I’ve heard about the diversity I bring to the league for years.”
“Not the best look.”
“No,” Shane agrees. “Apparently, he had a hand in my trade. Stood right behind Montreal.”
“Because...” Scott trails off awkwardly. It’s obvious he’s trying to be respectful of Shane but too nervous to say it out loud.
“Because I’m gay, yeah,” Shane says. It’s the first time he’s said it to anyone outside of his immediate circle. There’s a nervous rush that’s immediately followed by relief. Someone else knows.
“That’s great, man,” Scott says and Shane smiles.
“Thanks. I never told management in Montreal but...”
“But people talk.”
“Kinda hard to hide a viral hashtag.”
“Fuckers,” Scott says and it startles a laugh out of Shane with how out of character it seems for good boy Scott Hunter.
“Yeah. But I wanted to reach out in case they were going to try the same thing to you.”
“I appreciate that,” Scott says. “We should talk next time we play against one another. Stronger together.”
“Exactly,” Shane agrees. “Has your team been good?”
“Most of them. My coach has been great, honestly. I came out to them just before playoffs finished.”
“That’s great,” Shane says truthfully. He’s a bitter, admittedly, the way Scott got to choose, but he doesn’t want to let the emotion fester. It isn’t fair to either of them. “I’m glad you have that, um, that support.”
“Me too,” Scott replies, and Shane thinks Scott must know how hard it was for Shane to get those words out. “I’m sorry how things worked out for you, Hollander. It wasn’t fair.”
Shane blinks back the moisture trying to gather in his eyes and swallows. “Um, yeah.”
“I hear good things about Ottawa,” Scott continues. “Bood is good. So are some of the other guys.”
“Yeah, I think so too,” Shane sighs. “I don’t know if I want to come out. Officially, I mean. I kinda feel like everyone already knows.”
Scott is quiet for a long moment. Shane waits him out, not eager to try and fish for something else to say. “I don’t think you’re wrong, truthfully. It’s... not a quiet secret.”
“Did you know?” Shane hears himself ask. He’s almost embarrassed by how timid his voice sounds, quiet it comes across. “Before, I mean? I sometimes thought you did.”
“No,” Scott says. “Not really. I thought maybe, sometimes, but I didn’t really think about it.”
Shane thinks back to the day he almost fought Scott on the ice. The final buzzer had already sounded and Shane had drifted over to where Scott was catching his breath. He’d been trying chirps out, trying to see if he could land something as well as Ilya’s chirps could.
“You’re starting to sound like him.”
Shane wants to ask so badly but he’s not sure how he can talk about it without explaining that it affected him so much because of the who, not the what.
“Listen,” Scott says and it brings Shane back to the present. “First Ottawa/New York game hit me up. Kip’s friends go to this bar and it’s a pretty friendly place. Bring whoever from the team you feel safe with. Vaughny and Benny and I hang out after a game together sometimes. Kip’s friends are good people and it might be nice to just... not be in the closet. You know?”
“Not really, but I’ll take your word for it,” Shane laughs. “I’ll think about it. I don’t know how ready I am to come out to a new team. Even if they maybe already know.”
“It’s still your choice,” Scott reaffirms. “Let me know, Rook.”
That pulls another laugh out of Shane. “I will, Mr. Hunter.”
“Shut up with the old jokes,” Scott groans. “You’re as bad as Rozanov, I swear.”
“Bye, Scott.”
“Bye, Shane.”
Shane hits the disconnect button and slumps into the couch beneath him. He rolls his head along the back cushion and spots Ilya standing outside at the edge of the dock just staring into the water. He inhales deeply and forces himself up out of the cushions and out towards the back.
Ilya doesn’t move as Shane approaches, but Shane has made no effort to quiet his movements. All the same, Shane greets him with a quiet, “hey” before sliding an arm around his waist.
“You okay?” Ilya asks when he turns and looks over at Shane.
Shane nods, “Yeah, I’m okay. What’re you doing out here?”
Ilya shrugs. “Thinking. Don’t know if I want to tell Boston about my intent to switch teams. I don’t want to them to be betrayed, but I don’t want it to get out and ruin a Cup run.”
“It won’t be your last chance,” Shane promises. It’s a bit of an empty promise. The Centaurs haven’t made playoffs since Shane was a kid. Even with Shane now on the team and Ilya trying to trade, it would be a lot of rebuild to see where it needs to go.
“I know,” Ilya says and leans over to press a kiss to the top of Shane’s head. “We can make it happen.”
“Yeah.”
The sound of a Loon echoes across the water and Ilya stiffens for a brief moment before relaxing once more. It brings a smile to Shane’s face.
"I don’t want this summer to end,” Shane whispers out towards the lake. Ilya hums in agreement. “I just feel like it’s a bubble that will pop. I don’t know how I’m supposed to go back and pretend that I don’t think about you constantly.”
A soft chuckle escapes Ilya that has Shane preemptively rolling his eyes. He can taste the flavor of whatever joke Ilya is about to make in the back of his throat.
“So you think about me?”
Shane turns to meet his boyfriend’s gaze with an honest smile. “Of course I do. I love you.”
The soft smile that takes over Ilya’s features is sickening with its softness and vulnerability.
“I love you, too,” Ilya leans in and kisses Shane long and deeply, just a firm enough press of their lips that when he pulls away Shane follows the movement back into Ilya’s space dumbly.
They smile at one another for a long moment before Shane squeezes Ilya’s waist and turns his gaze back out to the water.
“We will be okay,” Ilya promises. “Farah is a little surprised by my want to follow you to Ottawa. I do not think she will be surprised if we told her we are madly in love.”
“Madly, huh?”
“Very,” Ilya agrees. “She is good, like you and Yuna say. I do not think it will be long until your mother and her are in cahoots about sponsorships for me.”
Shane mouths the word cahoots fondly but does not interrupt.
“I will miss Boston, though,” Ilya admits. “I will not regret leaving, but I will be sad to go.”
Shane tugs Ilya more into his space and Ilya lets himself melt into Shane’s side more fully. “They were your first family. Here, maybe.”
“Mmm, after Sveta.”
“How is she?”
“Mad I have barely texted her all summer,” he says and reaches up to throw an arm around Shane’s shoulders, tugging him close enough to press a kiss on the top of Shane’s head. “She will be happy once I buy her something pretty, I think.”
“I’m sorry we didn’t think to invite her up,” Shane tells him. Ilya waves him off.
“She knew we needed this summer.”
“Still,” Shane presses. “She is your best friend.”
“Yes,” Ilya shrugs. “So she understands. Was Rose Landry mad she did not spend summer with you?”
With a laugh, Shane pushes out of Ilya’s hold and turns to look at him head on. “Alright, you have to stop saying her name with that much disdain and jealousy.”
Ilya scrubs at his nose and looks out over the water with a shrug. “Not jealous.”
“Ilya.”
Ilya immediately throws his head back and sighs dramatically.
“Alright! Maybe a little jealous! She stole you from me!”
Shane rolls his eyes. “She did not steal me.”
The petulant look that crosses his boyfriend’s face does nothing to convince Shane that Ilya believes him. Shane gives Ilya’s shoulder a light shove and Ilya rocks with the motion, maintaining balance on the floating dock.
“Seriously, you two will be good friends.”
Ilya waves a hand dismissively. “I need to be friends with Boodram, Shane. Not Rose Landry. I want BBQ.”
“You’re twelve.”
“I am very hungry and we have not had pizza in weeks. Let’s go out and get some.”
Ilya starts the trek back up to the house and Shane lingers just enough to admire the way Ilya looks from behind. Broad shoulders and perfect hockey ass. He forces himself to move, though, and makes his way into the house.
“Seriously?” Shane asks as he follows Ilya in through the slider. Ilya is already by the door and sliding his feet into shoes. “You really want to go out?”
But Shane is already following and sliding his feet into his own casual shoes, taking his boyfriend’s lead and resigning himself to a night of unhealthy pizza when training camp is so close.
“Yes, Hollander, I never joke about pizza,” Ilya says bluntly. “This place allows eat in, right? We can have it there?”
“Yeah. You want to get it for dine in?”
“Is not what I said?”
“No, it’s not that,” Shane reassures. “It’s just... public.”
Ilya pauses and looks at Shane, eyes scanning over Shane’s face. “Is okay? We can get it to go if you feel better.”
“No,” Shane says without hesitation, and maybe the immediate response surprises both of them. “I want to. I want to eat in public with you.”
The winning smile that comes across Ilya’s face is one that Shane wishes he could take a photo of and store in his wallet forever. Ilya’s smile is stunning, a beauty that takes over his face every time and just lights up his entire posture.
Shane really fucking loves this man.
“Okay,” Ilya nods and schools his smile into something more sustainable. “Is a date, then.”
“A date,” Shane echoes. Ilya nods and grabs the keys off the hook to Shane’s jeep. Despite Shane being well and able to drive, having driven around for weeks now by himself while apartment hunting, Ilya still seems keen to ferry him around wherever they go. It’s...nice. To be taken care of.
Ilya reaches out and snags Shane’s hand, tugging him across the threshold of the Cottage and stopping only long enough to lock up before guiding them down the steps and over to their vehicle.
They part to get in each of their respective sides, but Shane is the first to reach over and re-capture Ilya’s hand. It’s a move that earns him another mega-watt smile from Ilya and Shane feels vindicated in his choice to keep physical contact with him.
The ride to the pizza parlor is maybe 20 minutes. Just far enough that Shane cannot order delivery, but not so far that it is not an option for food should Shane go looking. And, frankly, he is not often in the pizza market.
But his boyfriend loves junk food of all types, and pizza ranks seemingly as high as McGriddles for some reason.
No one seems to recognize them as they walk into the pizza joint. It’s an older establishment, with a carpeted lobby that has dark grease stains and wood paneling around the countertops that reminds Shane of his grandparent’s place growing up. It feels family owned, the way any business that hasn’t been remodeled in 30 years does. But it’s had solid google reviews for years now and has always scratched the pizza itch for the Hollander family.
“Shane, they have a supreme,” Ilya whispers giddily. Shane smiles at the way his boyfriend rocks back and forth on his heels like an excited child experiencing life for the first time.
They order, Ilya getting a coke from the self-serve fountain to the side of the counter and Shane purchasing a bottle of water. Not his preferred brand, but definitely something healthier than whatever standards for tap water there are in town.
“Is nice,” Ilya remarks after they’re seated with their drinks in front of them.
“Yeah, the sticky floors really add to the charm,” Shane says dryly and is proud of the eyeroll he gets out of Ilya.
“No, this,” Ilya gestures between them like whatever he is referring to is obvious. “Us, out in public.”
“Oh, yeah,” Shane nods. There is an edge of nervousness in his stomach that hasn’t fully shaken loose, but he doesn’t want to ruin the high that Ilya seems to be riding.
“I like it,” Ilya declares. “I like being in the daylight with you. I like the grocery store trips and spending time with your parents and going to sticky floor pizza places to eat dinner together even though you don’t like to eat food like this close to training season.”
Shane huffs out a laugh. “Yeah, it’s not really nutritionist approved.”
“They know nothing,” Ilya scoffs. “They hate fun; is why you like them so much.”
Shane kicks at Ilya lightly and they scuffle for a moment under the table before settling their feet against one another with matching grins.
“I like this, Shane Hollander.”
Shane leans in and props his elbow up on the table, resting his cheek into his fist. “I like this too, Ilya Rozanov.”
They stare at one another for a long moment until Ilya catches sight of their order coming over to their table. He leans back and puts on a more neutral expression, quickly mirrored by Shane.
The pizza is mostly grease, from what Shane can tell. He does his best to quiet the barrage of macros and numbers that come to the forefront of his mind and instead scoops a slice onto his paper plate.
Ilya’s slice is still melty and steaming when he’s sliding it into his mouth for a bite. Shane winces as Ilya immediately pants slightly to try and cool the bite.
“Burn the roof of your mouth?” Shane teases and Ilya throws him a petulant look.
“I know how to eat pizza.”
“I never said you didn’t.”
“Good, because I know.”
“Of course,” Shane hums. He tugs a few napkins from the dispenser and starts blotting the excess oil off the slice. Ilya is almost done his first slice by the time Shane takes his first, non- blisteringly hot bite.
“So, this season,” Ilya says casually. His gaze is down at the pizza between them, not meeting Shane’s eye line. “We don’t play until late September.”
Grief is the first emotion that rolls through Shane. September. It’s weeks away.
“Oh,” is all he says. Ilya finally meets his eyes sadly and nods.
“Yes.”
“That’s weeks.”
“Yes, it is,” Ilya agrees. “We do not play each other in pre-season this year. “I must be back in Boston in two weeks.”
Tears well up in Shane’s eyes and threaten to roll over. He looks out the window next to them and tries to focus on the trees that line the small business driven street.
“Moya lyubov,” Ilya says and presses a foot closer to Shane’s. “It will be okay.”
“Of course,” Shane nods. “We’ve done it before.”
Ilya shakes his head. “No, we haven’t.”
Shane looks up with a confused expression and Ilya smiles sadly.
“We were not boyfriends, then,” he reminds gently. “This time we do not pretend we do not care for one another. We call, we text, we have sexy facetime calls.”
The laugh that bubbles out of Shane’s throat breaks the tears welling in his eyes and he hastily wipes the escapee off his cheek.
“It will be okay, though,” Ilya reminds. “Because we will be better. You and I can do this.”
“I want you with me, always,” Shane admits. His gaze falls to his pizza slice in front of him. “I don’t want to keep doing this distance.”
“I do not either,” Ilya agrees. “One year. One year and Farah will get me to Ottawa and we will be on the same team.”
Shane smiles sadly. “And then you can apply for citizenship.”
“Yes,” Ilya nods. “And then I can propose to my beautiful boyfriend at his dacha with one million candles and prove to him I will not set things on fire.”
That pulls another laugh out of Shane who kicks at Ilya again. “One year seems kinda fast for a proposal.”
“So sad,” Ilya leans back in his chair and throws an arm up dramatically. “My boyfriend has forgotten that I have been into him since I was seventeen and he shook my hand twice after bullying me about smoking in Canadian cold.”
“I did not bully you—”
“And he forgets I pine after him for years! Years! Just to get him to give me his beautiful ass.”
“Ilya!” Shane hisses and throws a look around the place for unsuspecting family members. They’re, thankfully, alone.
“And he forgets that I traveled to a different country with bruised ribs just to nurse him back from the brink of death.”
“Alright,” Shane wads up a napkin and throws it across the table, grinning as Ilya flinches away from it. “You are so dramatic.”
“I am Russian, we are poets.”
“Oh, that’s it.”
“Yes,” Ilya nods proudly. He grabs his slice and meets it halfway to take a bite.
 
They step outside the shop and start heading back to the car. It’s still light out despite it approaching 8pm. Summer is still definitely upon them and a late sunset is a well known friend this far north.
Ilya reaches out and snags Shane’s hand in his. Shane looks down at it for a moment before ducking his head to hide the sappy, unstoppable grin on his face. They break away to get back into the Jeep but this time Ilya is the first to recapture Shane’s hand.
They’re quiet as Ilya pulls back out onto the main road to take them back home.
“Good date?”
Shane rolls his head on the seat and smiles at Ilya. “The best.”
Ilya nods, mostly to himself, like he’s checking away something in his mind.
“Was it good for you?” Shane asks and he feels silly for the phrasing. Ilya nods, pursing his lips in the way that Shane immediately recognizes as his deflecting expression. “What? You’re not saying something. Was it not what you wanted?”
“No, not that,” he’s quick to reassure Shane, squeezing the hand holding Shane’s.
Shane frowns. “What is it?”
Ilya sighs and taps his hand along the wheel a few times. “Was my first date.”
“Yeah, we’ve never been out together, obviously.”
“No,” he squeezes Shane’s hand again. “Was my first date. I have never been on a date before.”
That catches Shane off guard. He readjusts his position on the passenger seat to better look at Ilya. “You’ve never been on a date?”
“No.”
“With anyone?”
Ilya rolls his eyes. “Is not a big deal, Hollander.”
“Not even in Russia?”
“No, Shane, I have never been on a date even in Russia!” Ilya spits out. Shane knows he’s just frustrated but the sudden anger in Ilya’s words still unsettle Shane. Ilya seems to catch this and he lets out the tension that had built up in him with a sigh. “I am sorry. I did not mean... Is embarrassing. Maybe.”
Shane reaches a hand out and rests it on the back of Ilya’s neck, his thumb running up and down the muscle along his spine. “No, it’s nothing to be embarrassed about. I just... didn’t expect it, maybe.”
“Yes, well,” Ilya dismisses.
“I guess I just kind of assumed you’d done... everything, I don’t know. I think I looked at photos of you with those girls you used to pick up and just assumed you’d maybe done the whole dating life too.”
Ilya snorts and throws a salacious grin at Shane. “Was not dating those girls, Hollander.”
Shane rolls his eyes and fights the slight jealousy that bubbles inside him.
“Shut up,” he says instead. “You know what I mean.”
“Yes,” Ilya pulls the hand holding Shane’s up and presses a kiss to Shane’s knuckles. “I have only dated you. Only loved you.”
“I’ve only loved you too,” Shane echoes. He tugs the hand between them back into his space and kisses Ilya’s knuckles. “It was a good date.”
Ilya’s smile comes back and he looks proud at himself. It’s adorable and Shane thinks maybe he falls a little bit more in love with him.
“We’ll be okay this season,” Shane declares. “I know we will. We’ll do what you said. We will text and we’ll call constantly.”
“And sexy facetime,” Ilya adds pointedly. Shane rolls his eyes at the way Ilya waggles his eyebrows suggestively. “Is most important part.”
Shane squeezes Ilya’s hand again to recenter themselves. “And I’ll feel things out in Ottawa. You’ll have an amazing last season in Boston. Ottawa will win the cup, unfortunately—”
“Boston will win,” Ilya gestures with their clasped hands between them to cut Shane off. “You are delirious, I think. Pizza has made you crazy. First time you’ve had flavor, I think.”
“Shut the fuck up, Rozanov!”
“Is true! You’ve only ever had bland bird food!”
“I hate you,” Shane says mid laugh.
“No, you don’t,” Ilya glances over fondly once before returning his eyes to the road.
Shane smiles lovingly at him and shakes his head slowly. “No, I don’t.”
Comfortable silence falls over them once more for several minutes before Ilya finally speaks up again.
“We will be okay,” he says softly. “I know we will. We have been through too much.”
“Yeah,” Shane agrees. “You’re it for me, Ilya.”
He watches as Ilya swallows heavily and smiles tightly. Shane brings their hands back up to press a long kiss to Ilya’s knuckles, trying to project every ounce of love he has for this man through the press of his lips.
“You are it for me too, Shane.”
“Good,” Shane whispers against their hands. “That’s really good.”





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Thank you to everyone who has commented along the way. Your support has meant a lot to me and I appreciate every run of “kudos” heart emojis and every speculative thought you’ve shared. Some of you read things in my work that make me wish I was as sneaky and creative as you believe me to be!

This work has meant so much to me. I was very alone in this fandom in the spring, writing this fic with the thought that maybe it would be 40k and maybe it would bridge the gap of connection I was longing for that reheats and my new PWHL obsession were not cutting. It has taught me a lot about fanfic being for the author first and given me a bit of peace in writing no other fandom has offered me.

I will be taking some time to get the sequel going. I’m rereading Role Model and The Long Game in tandem right now and it’s important to me that I get the themes for the sequel where they need to be so it’s ready to be shared with you all. I also have a few other works I’m picking away at so those will be posted ahead of that likely.

Thank you all again for everything! I appreciate each and every one of you, including those that quietly read and kudos but aren’t the commenting type! I see you too!
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