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winter with your love

    by notyourdarling

      Summary

      Shane accidentally destroys his phone during the 2014 MLH Awards in Las Vegas. When Rozanov refuses to kiss or speak with him after they hook up, Shane decides to stop trying to make their not-relationship work. He doesn’t bother telling Rozanov. After all, Rozanov won’t care—he’s made that very, very clear.

(Ilya cares. A lot.)

or, shane drops his phone down an elevator shaft. it changes everything.





  






      

  












      Chapter 1: (shane) prologue
  



    Chapter Notes

      For the most immersive reading experience, please enable "Show Creator's Style."

The end notes of each chapter will contain any chapter-specific content warnings.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  June 24, 2014
Shane’s phone buzzes in his hand.
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Lily


        

Today 10:01 PM

                	Lily

                	come to the bar


                	unbutton your jacket

            

        

    
He glances up.
Rozanov isn’t looking at him. He’s halfway across the room. He leans against the bar, making idle conversation as he slides his phone back into his pocket.
Shane misses having pockets.
His tuxedo is bespoke. An investment piece, according to his mom, who'd encouraged him to buy one. He had.
It’s cut from lightweight charcoal-black wool and lined with buttery-soft silk. The satin lapels gleam beneath the dazzling hotel lights. It came with a matching bowtie and cummerbund, and a white shirt with a collar creased sharp enough to draw blood. The tuxedo itself is perfectly tailored. It clings to Shane’s shoulders, hips, and thighs, emphasizing the subtle curve of his waist.
But his pants don’t have pockets.
It’s only been four hours since the 2014 MLH Awards began. He's already tired of holding his phone.
Shane had tried to leave it in the inner pocket of his jacket. He'd found himself unable to stop reaching for it, unwilling to miss a text from Rozanov. It was pathetic. It reminded him of how quickly he'd given in during their argument. He’d stood there long after Rozanov had left, gazing into the bathroom mirror and not liking what he saw.
The rest of the ceremony had been a blur.
Shane had returned to his seat. He’d smiled, applauded, and said all the right things until it ended. He remembers Rozanov looking handsome as he kissed the Hart Memorial Trophy during his brief acceptance speech—but little else. He’d followed along as the crowd slowly wandered from the theatre to the upstairs lounge.
The afterparty drags on. Shane’s bowtie sits snugly in the hollow of his throat. It chokes him again as he tips his head back and swallows the last sip of champagne.
“I’m going to get a refill. Do you want anything from the bar?” Shane asks the three closest people, to be polite. He’s standing with some of the New York Admirals. They're at a high-top table that’s far too dainty to survive among inebriated hockey players.
“No thanks, rook.” Scott Hunter shakes his head.
Carter Vaughn grins and lifts his mostly-full bottle of beer. “I’m good.”
Vaughn’s plus-one, a woman who’d introduced herself as Gloria Grey, smiles at Shane. “I’d like another Manhattan, please.”
“Okay. I’ll be right back.”
“Thank you, Shane.” Gloria smiles at him again.
Her dress shimmers like molten copper as she pats him gently on the arm. It flows down from her bare shoulders, twisting around her waist and exposing one of her legs as it pools to the floor. It looks elegant, expensive, and very impractical. He’d helped Gloria earlier at the bar, after some distracted players nearly stepped on her train. She’d seemed relieved when Shane offered to carry the excess fabric as they walked over to Vaughn.
Shane had been relieved, too. Gloria is beautiful, but it doesn’t matter. He doesn’t have to worry—about looking at her too little, or too much, or what that would mean, or what she might do—because she’s here with Vaughn. If only it could always be so easy.
He returns her smile, unbuttoning his jacket as he slips away.
The bar is bustling when he arrives. He wedges himself into an open space between two players and waits.
Rozanov doesn’t disappoint. A moment later, his large, calloused hand settles on the nape of Shane’s neck. He tightens his grasp, leaning in close to taunt, “Better luck next time, Hollander.”
He says it loud enough for others to hear. A few of them snicker.
Shane scoffs. “Fuck you, too.”
“Aren’t you going to congratulate me?” Rozanov drawls, unabashed.
Shane sighs deeply, then says, “Congratulations, Rozanov.”
“That’s all?”
“Don’t push it,” Shane retorts. He raises his arm, trying to catch the attention of the harried bartender.
Rozanov does it effortlessly. He looks at her, sets his empty tumbler on the counter, and taps it twice. She nods and reaches into the freezer for a bottle of vodka.
Players from the Western Conference have gathered at the other end of the bar. They’ve been getting louder and rowdier with each round of shots. A young man yelps and topples from his barstool. His dropped shot glass splinters into pieces. Everyone turns to watch as a pair of defensemen peels the drunken rookie off the floor.
Rozanov seizes the opportunity. Shane’s jacket rustles as Rozanov slides his hand beneath it. He caresses Shane’s hip with his thumb—once, twice. Then he tucks the keycard in his palm under Shane’s cummerbund.
Shane holds his breath. Nobody notices.
The bartender appears with Rozanov’s new glass of vodka. Shane flinches as she sets it down. “For you, sir.”
“Thank you,” Rozanov murmurs. He picks it up and takes a sip.
She pauses for a few seconds, then asks, “Would you like anything else tonight, sir?”
Rozanov doesn’t answer. He smirks. “See you later, Hollander.”
His fingertips ghost across the small of Shane’s back. He vanishes into the crowd before Shane can stammer a reply.
Shane’s phone buzzes.
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Today 10:12 PM

                 	Lily

                	why don’t you have any fucking pockets


            

        

    
His satin cummerbund holds the key in place. It’s warm. Rozanov must’ve held it for a while.
The sharp edges dig into his waist, but there’s not much Shane can do. He doesn’t want to reach into his pants in public. The key seems secure. He lets it be, resigned to feeling it rub against him.
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Today 10:13 PM

                 	Shane

                	Got your key.


            


            
                 	Lily

                	come at midnight


                	penthouse 1

            

        

    
Shane doesn’t respond.
They both know he’ll go.




This is the first award show that Shane has attended without his parents. His mom isn’t here, but her voice echoes in his head, urging him to walk around and say hello. So he does.
He brings Gloria her Manhattan, says goodbye to the Admirals, and starts to socialize.
He gives up soon. After the fifth conversation where people he’s never met try to commiserate with him for losing MVP to Rozanov, Shane excuses himself. He retreats to a dimly-lit corner. It’s close to a pianist playing soft jazz. He sinks into an inviting armchair upholstered in plush, dark green velvet.
Hunter, Vaughn, and Gloria eventually drift over, chasing hors d’oeuvres carried by the waitstaff. Shane ends up spending the rest of the afterparty with them. His mom would be proud of him for engaging in small talk.
Shane has several sponsorship meetings lined up in New York City during the off-season. He’s never spent more than a day or two there, so he asks what he should do with his downtime. Vaughn suggests attending a baseball game, and offers to get him box tickets for the New York Yankees. Hunter recommends a couple obscure museums and, oddly, an exhibition about serial killers. Gloria provides Shane with a list of plant-based restaurants that she’s confident will be able to cater to his exacting performance diet.
Another hour passes as they speak. Shane’s early bedtime is well-known throughout the league. He expects to receive some lighthearted chirps, but no questions about slipping away before midnight.
He does not expect, however, for the New Yorkers to also call it a night. It’s barely past 11:00pm, and the lounge is packed.
“My feet are killing me.” Gloria confides with a shrug. “And Carter promised to take me out for pancakes after this.”
“Pancakes?”
“Yep. Do you want to come? The hors d’oeuvres were terrible, so you’re probably starving too.”
“It’s kind of late for pancakes,” Shane points out. Vaughn’s scrunched-up face looms beyond the halo of Gloria’s dark, curly hair. Shane hastily corrects himself. “Um. For me, I mean. It’s late. I’m pretty tired.”
“Oh, sweetie, you’re in Las Vegas! You can get pancakes whenever you want.” Gloria laughs. It doesn’t seem like she’s making fun of him. She grabs her purse and helps him tidy up the stray napkins on their table. Then she proclaims, “Let’s get you to bed, and me to my flip-flops!”
With Vaughn present, Shane doesn’t need to assist with her dress. When they reach the elevators, Gloria yanks off her sparkly heels and hands them to Vaughn, too. Shane would rather break both feet than walk barefoot in a hotel, but it doesn’t bother her. She hums in satisfaction, wiggling her toes against the marble floor as they wait.
“I like you, Shane Hollander.” Gloria declares as the elevator arrives with a ding.
“Um, thank you?”
“You’re welcome.”
He notices Hunter smother a chuckle with his fist as they step inside. Shane taps his own keycard against the reader and inquires, “Which floors?”
Hunter is staying on the 8th floor. Vaughn and Gloria are on the 10th. Shane’s room is on the 11th. Shane presses the buttons for 8, 10, and 11. He doesn’t touch P1.
The elevator ascends. It's almost unbearably slow. It dings quietly at each floor.
It dings twice before Gloria asks, “Can I get your number?”
“What?” Shane doesn’t sound as horrified as he feels, but whipping his head around to stare at Vaughn in alarm probably gives him away. Vaughn doesn’t seem angry. Hunter’s weird little coughs evolve into outright laughter.
“Oh, no! Not like that!” Gloria gasps, rushing to correct him. Her deep brown eyes are wide and earnest. “You’re very sweet, Shane, but no! I wanted to keep chatting about real estate with you. I’m considering buying property in Montréal, you see, and you mentioned some new bylaws earlier…”
Shane wants to disappear. He avoids his reflection in the elevator doors. His entire face must be bright red.
“Okay,” he whispers. He unlocks his phone and passes it to her.
Gloria creates a new contact. Gloria Grey 🗽, she types, then adds her number. She hands his phone back.
Shane stares at the screen. None of his other contacts have emojis. Would it be rude to delete hers? Maybe. He’ll decide later. He shoves his phone into the breast pocket of his tuxedo. It doesn’t matter anymore if his silk pocket square gets crumpled.
“I’ll be filming in Montréal for the rest of the year. Text me when you’re free to hang out!” Gloria beams, apparently over his awkward blunder. Shane wishes he could say the same.
“Okay,” he repeats. He doesn’t dare ask what she means by filming. It’s best if he doesn’t say anything else.
The doors open on the 8th floor. Hunter steps out. His mouth twitches when he glances at Shane. “Good night.”
The doors close. Vaughn clasps Shane on the shoulder. “It was nice to see ya, Hollzy. Catch you in September.”
“Yeah, man. See you next season.”
Gloria gives him a hug. She’s half a foot shorter than Shane without her stilettos. She stands on tiptoe to wrap her arms around him and squeezes. The firm pressure feels nice. Her floral perfume tickles his nose. She lets go with a smile. “Have a good night, Shane. Text us if you change your mind about pancakes!”
The doors open on the 10th floor. Vaughn and Gloria step out.
“Sure. Good night.” Shane waves goodbye. His face is tingling.
The doors close.
Shane sneezes immediately. Violently. Repeatedly. Again and again.
The scent of Gloria’s perfume lingers on him. It smells light and fresh, like roses. But Shane is mildly allergic to most flowers.
He rips his jacket off, struggling to breathe between sneezes.
The doors ding a final time, opening on the 11th floor. Shane steps forward with his eyes closed, still sneezing and fumbling with the bundle of fabric in his arms. Then he hears it.
A dull thunk as his phone clatters to the floor.
An unexpected swssshhhhhh.
Shane opens his eyes just in time to see his phone slip through the narrow gap at the base of the elevator doors.
He stands there, stunned. The elevator doors open and close, nudging his shoulders. He hovers over the crack and squints down into the pitch-black void.
Shane listens intently. He can’t hear the sound of his phone shattering eleven floors below, but he can imagine it.
The elevator begins screeching because the doors have been open for too long.
He steps out.
Fuck.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Should I be working on my other fic? Yes. But this idea struck me and wouldn’t let go. 🫠

Shane deserves a sincere apology from Ilya and supportive queer friends. So I’m making it happen.

I wanted to try writing in a different style to reflect Shane’s perspective. He keenly observes the actions of those around him, but sometimes misinterprets or misses out on the bigger picture.

The title comes from Alms, a poem about unrequited love by Edna St. Vincent Millay.
Canon Divergences & Other Notes
 	Shane's tuxedo pants don't have pockets.

	Carter and Gloria stumble into a relationship a few years earlier than canon. She’s a television actress who isn’t famous yet, so she attends the 2014 MLH Awards as his plus-one. Gloria is demisexual.
	Mind of a Serial Killer: The Experience in New York opened in April 2026, but it was too perfect to pass up as Scott’s suggestion for things to do in the city.

Minor or Background Relationship(s) (spoilers)I’ve chosen to only tag Ilya/Shane, as that pairing is the end game and the focus of this story. This note is for any readers who may want further details about the “Minor or Background Relationship(s)” tag. There are spoilers below.

	There are many pairings between other characters besides Ilya and Shane. Examples include: Carter/Gloria, Hayden/Jackie, Scott/Kip, and Gloria/Rose (past). There will be no explicit content for these couples in this fic.

	Shane accepting and exploring his sexuality is an essential part of this fic. I cannot make this happen if I don’t give him opportunities to confront his desires. As part of that, there will be mentions of the following:
    	Shane/Jessica (his ex-girlfriend) - very brief; past relationship and implied sex

    	Shane/female hookups - very brief; implied sex

    	Shane/Rose - a romantic possibility which doesn’t happen; ends in friendship

    	Peter/Shane - a brief arc intended to help Shane realize the depth of his feelings for Ilya; not a serious relationship - flirting, dancing, and two kisses; ends in friendship



	Similarly, Ilya’s other (canon) relationships are not tagged, but will be mentioned:
    	Ilya/hookups - very brief; implied sex

    	Ilya/Svetlana - brief; friends with benefits; doesn’t happen during fic




Content WarningNone for this chapter.


  


      

  












      Chapter 2: (shane) las vegas
  



    Chapter Notes

      Hover over the text (or click, if on mobile) for translations. They will also be included in the end notes of each chapter.
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  June 24, 2014
Shane makes it back to his hotel room before panic sets in.
He’d dropped his phone down an elevator shaft. He can’t believe it. It’s ridiculous.
Should he ask the hotel front desk if they can retrieve his phone? Is that even possible? Will some poor technician have to rappel down and get it? Will Shane have to help? Is there anything left of his phone after an eleven-floor fall? What if the receptionist sells his story to the tabloids? How long will it take for the league to quit chirping him about it? Are they going to give him a stupid nickname? Is he going to be called Fallander for the rest of his career?
Shane collapses into the uncomfortable armchair beside his bed.
Rozanov’s keycard jabs him in the ribs. It’s still tucked under his cummerbund. The small, sharp pain disrupts Shane’s spiraling thoughts.
He takes a deep, shuddering breath. Holds it for four counts. Exhales. Repeats.
Then he forces himself to stand. He drapes his tuxedo jacket over the back of the armchair. It takes two attempts to unfasten his cummerbund with trembling fingers. He manages to catch Rozanov’s keycard before it tumbles to the floor.
It feels heavy and metallic in the palm of his hand. It’s thicker than Shane’s key. Its geometric black-and-gold design reminds him of Rozanov’s jersey. He traces the hotel’s embossed logo with his fingertips. The golden winged lion roars silently at him. He sets Rozanov’s key on the desk along with his own.
[An image of two hotel keycards. One is black with a metallic gold geometric texture and a golden winged lion. The other is white with a subtle gray geometric texture and a black winged lion.]



Shane sighs. He undoes the bowtie that’s been choking him all night. He’ll retie it later, before he goes to see Rozanov.
He paces as he thinks.
What’s the worst that could happen if someone finds his phone?
He has a passcode. If they crack it, it’s okay. Shane doesn’t keep any important personal or financial information on his phone. He isn’t logged into his email or social media accounts. He has a few apps for tracking his workouts and meals, but that’s not embarrassing. He mostly texts his parents and the Metros… and Lily.
But he’s been careful. He deletes anything that might suggest Lily is a man, let alone Ilya Rozanov. And it’s not like Rozanov has texted him lately. A hacker will just see six months of unanswered texts and think that Shane is utterly pathetic. It’s fine.
Does he need his phone tonight?
No, probably not. He’s already got Rozanov’s keycard.
Does he need his phone tomorrow?
Maybe. He needs to set an alarm. He’s supposed to fly back to Montréal. His mom will worry if he doesn’t text her when he lands.
Shane starts with the simplest problem to solve. He picks up the hotel landline and dials to request a wakeup call at 6:00am.
Done. Next problem.
He examines his sparse hotel room. His empty suitcase is perched on the luggage rack. There hadn’t been much to unpack, given that he’d only flown out to Las Vegas for the MLH Awards. He’d brought his tuxedo, athletic wear, underwear, pajamas, toiletries, passport, wallet, keys, phone, tablet, book, and—
A plain manila folder sits on his desk.
Shane is going to buy his mom flowers. He’d been so embarrassed when she insisted that he print out his flight itinerary and hotel information, just in case. As if he was still a kid traveling for World Juniors.
He’s thankful now. Everything he needs to make it through tomorrow is in a neat, color-coded folder.
The hotel has a business center that opens early. He can email his mom in the morning. Then she'll know not to expect any texts for a couple days. He'll contact his team once he has a new phone.
Shane is going to be okay.




Shane is not okay.
He doesn’t know what to expect.
If you win MVP tonight, I will blow you, fuck you, whatever you want—Rozanov had said. But Shane hadn’t won. And Rozanov hadn’t answered when Shane asked what would happen otherwise.
Shane bites his lip as the elevator crawls from 11th floor to the 16th floor. He hadn’t been able to bring himself to redo his bowtie. The ends hang limply around his neck. He’d left his cummerbund in his room. He brought his tuxedo jacket. It smells faintly of Gloria’s perfume, so he holds it instead of putting it on.
He leans against the back wall of the elevator, as far as possible from the doors. He clutches his pair of keycards with white knuckles. He doesn’t trust the pockets in his jacket anymore.
The elevator dings as it passes the 15th floor. Has it started to slow down? Shane feels nauseous. He swallows hard. He tugs at his collar, struggling to unbutton it with one hand. Cool air hits his bare throat.
Ding.
Shane takes another deep breath. He steps out into the hallway. The entrance to Penthouse 1 is on his right.
Is he supposed to knock? Rozanov had given him a key, but it seems rude to walk in unannounced. But he’d said to come at midnight. It was 11:55pm when Shane left his room. Shane’s been standing like an idiot in front of Rozanov’s door for several minutes. It’s definitely past midnight now.
He shakes his head and uses Rozanov’s key. The card reader beeps. The door unlocks.
Shane steps inside. He peers around as he shuts the door. The room is nice. Bigger than his. There are a lot of lamps. They cast a hazy, golden light across everything except Rozanov, who’s waiting by the window.
The city glitters behind Rozanov. He leans against the wall, sipping from a glass of vodka. He stares at Shane.
Shane lets himself look, now that they’re alone.
Rozanov’s blond curls are slicked back. His gorgeous blue eyes are as cold and dark as the night sky. Like Shane, he’s wearing a crisp white dress shirt and tailored pants. His shirt is fully unbuttoned, revealing his muscular chest and gold cross. His necklace gleams between his collarbones.
He looks handsome. Unfairly so.
Six months ago, Rozanov had fucked Shane so hard that he cried and came untouched. It was Shane’s first time with a man, and it had been perfect. He'd kissed Shane goodbye in the stairwell of his apartment. It was a very good kiss. But once Rozanov had gotten what he wanted, he promptly lost interest. He’d told Shane to fuck off and ignored him for half a year. He’d even won the fucking Stanley Cup.
Men like that shouldn’t be allowed to look handsome.
Shane is angry.
He’s mostly upset with himself. It’s not Rozanov’s fault. Not completely.
Rozanov hadn’t lied. He never made any promises to Shane. In Sochi, he'd been very clear about how he felt.
We are not anything.
It’s Shane's fault for not realizing that sooner.
Shane doesn’t know what’s changed since then. Why did Rozanov follow him into the bathroom tonight? Was he bored? Did he want a challenge? Shane hadn’t been much of one. He’d yelled at Rozanov, but then given in immediately. Please, he’d begged. Three times. It was humiliating. At least his tears hadn’t fallen until Rozanov left.
But Shane still came upstairs, stupidly hoping for—
Rozanov raises his arms.
“Congratulations,” Shane says, more sincerely than he had in the lounge.
“Thank you.” Rozanov replies. He lowers his arms and takes another sip of vodka. “Now take off your clothes.”
Shane huffs in disbelief. So they aren’t going to talk about it. Fine. “You’re such an asshole.”
He strips down anyway. Shane walks to the sofa. He folds his tuxedo jacket and lays it down. He hesitates for a second, but tucks both keycards into its inner pocket. He’ll check that they’re there before he leaves. He takes off his bowtie. Then his shirt. He folds and sets them on top of his jacket.
Whenever he glances over, Rozanov is watching him. His gaze is intense. Shane can’t read his expression.
Shane keeps going. He toes off his shoes and reluctantly removes his socks. He leaves them inside his shoes.
Rozanov still hasn’t spoken. He takes another sip of vodka.
Shane looks away as he unzips his pants. He has to wiggle his hips to slide them down his thighs, even without pockets. He folds his pants and sets them aside. He turns to Rozanov.
He feels exposed. It’s not because of the floor-to-ceiling windows. Shane tugs at the hem of his black boxer briefs.
Rozanov notices. “What?”
“…There’s a lot of windows.” Shane answers. It’s not untrue.
Rozanov studies him for a moment. Then he nods towards the bedroom.
Rozanov grabs an armchair. He drags it along as he walks. The sound of it scraping across the floor makes Shane wince. He follows. Rozanov brings the chair to the foot of the bed. He hovers behind it until Shane enters the bedroom. There are fewer windows in here, at least.
“Good. Now get on the bed.” Rozanov orders.
The bed is huge. It’s covered in luxurious, cream-colored linens and a pale gray throw blanket. The headboard is tufted in a dark gray velvet. Shane climbs onto the bed and nestles into the plump pillows. Rozanov’s unwavering gaze makes Shane want to squirm. He crosses his ankles and folds his hands in his lap.
Rozanov muses as he settles into the armchair, “This is a good hotel. Very nice vodka. It’s hard to find in America.”
“Okay…” Shane mutters, incredulous. Does Rozanov really want to talk about that right now?
“Touch yourself.”
Apparently not. “What?”
“Show off for me. I want to watch you.” Rozanov takes another sip of vodka.
Shane scoffs. “You what?”
“It’s my special day, Hollander. I want to watch.” Rozanov insists.
Haltingly, Shane admits, “I’ve never…”
“No shit.” Rozanov interrupts.
“Fuck you.” Is this seriously what Rozanov wants? Why? Shane tries to stall. “Give me some vodka, at least.”
“Mm, no…” Rozanov drawls, shaking his head. He lifts his glass to mock Shane with a toast before taking a sip. He stares at Shane the entire time. “Vodka is for after, as your reward.”
Fucking Rozanov. Shane clenches his jaw, then forces himself to relax.
Rozanov doesn’t care. This is just a show to him.
Shane wants to make it unforgettable.
He leans against the headboard and uncrosses his ankles. His legs glide over the silk duvet. He spreads his thighs further. He touches his chest—the way Rozanov does. Shane slowly drags his hand up to his neck and wraps it around his own throat. He squeezes lightly. He tilts his head back and closes his eyes. It’s easier to imagine like that.
Shane arches into Rozanov’s touch, sighing as his hand wanders across Shane's chest. He moves down to Shane’s thighs, coaxing them open. He doesn’t hesitate. Just grabs and pulls them apart, a little roughly, like Shane wants him to. Like Shane belongs to him. Rozanov settles between Shane’s legs, cupping his ass with his big hands, stroking his thighs, bending down to kiss—
“Do you want to know how it feels?” Rozanov’s voice breaks the illusion.
Shane opens his eyes. Rozanov is sitting in the armchair, calmly sipping his glass of vodka.
Shane pretends he isn’t disappointed. “How what feels?”
“Holding the Cup.” Rozanov enunciates, one word at a time.
Shane’s blood rushes back to his head. He snarls, “You fucking asshole—”
“Oh, I can barely describe it. Oh my God, Hollander.” Rozanov groans, letting his head loll.
Shane rips off his underwear, crumples it up, and throws it at Rozanov’s face. It lands in his lap. Rozanov picks it up and drops it off to the side. He glares—until Shane reaches down between his legs.
“Fuck,” Rozanov breathes, low and drawn out, when Shane arches his back.
“Are you going to fuck me?” Shane tries to provoke him. He’s flushed and panting.
Rozanov is unbothered. “We will see.”
Shane bites back a moan as he touches himself. “I need…”
“What?”
“You know,” Shane murmurs.
“Tell me.”
“You.” Shane confesses. The second time is easier. “I need you.”
Rozanov swallows the rest of his vodka. He stands. He strips off his shirt and approaches the bed.
Shane crawls to him.
He doesn’t even think about it. He just wants—needs—to touch Rozanov. To kiss him. To be held in return. He presses his face against the front of Rozanov’s pants. Rozanov’s hand sinks into his hair as Shane nuzzles the fabric.
“Почему это должен быть именно ты (Why does it have to be you)?” Rozanov whispers in Russian. Shane barely hears him. “Почему ты такой идеальный? Это просто пиздец как ужасно. (Why are you so perfect? It’s fucking awful.)”
His fingers gradually tighten in Shane’s hair. He pushes Shane away to unfasten his pants.
Shane leans up, searching for a kiss. Rozanov catches him by the throat.
“Turn over,” he demands.
Shane does.




Shane has said please so many times tonight.
He'd said it three times in the bathroom. Once more, when Rozanov fingered him open until his legs were quivering. And again and again, as Rozanov fucks him from behind.
Rozanov is relentless. He keeps one hand on Shane’s hip, his grip harsh enough to bruise. His other hand presses firmly between Shane’s shoulder blades, shoving him down into the mattress. “Fuck, Hollander, you love it,” Rozanov growls into the nape of Shane’s neck.
Shane does. Even if he's ashamed to hear Rozanov say it aloud. “Please,” he moans, desperate. “Rozanov, please.”
Shane doesn’t even know what he's asking for.
Rozanov doesn’t care. As soon as they both come, he pulls out. The emptiness is abrupt.
Shane’s thighs are sticky. He lies there, spent, as Rozanov disappears into the bathroom to clean up and dispose of the condom. Rozanov brings back a warm, damp washcloth. He hands it to Shane. Then he leaves again without another word.
Shane sighs. He peels his face out of the duvet. He sits up and gently wipes between his legs.
It’s not enough. He can still feel Rozanov inside him.
He’s pleasantly sore. It’s a deep, satisfying ache. Shane feels it whenever he moves. Lube continues to trickle out of him, despite his best efforts. Rozanov had seemed impatient to fuck him. He’d used an obscene amount of lube to make up for it.
Shane gives up and lets it run down his thighs. It’s Rozanov’s bed, anyway.
He wishes he could take a shower. He can’t ask, because Rozanov isn’t here. Shane wishes he was.
The penthouse is freezing. Shane hadn’t noticed the cold earlier. He does now. He shivers and burrows beneath the covers. The sheets are sinfully soft. He wrinkles his nose at the ruined duvet and nudges it onto Rozanov’s side. He tugs the thick throw blanket up over his legs. It helps.
Rozanov raises an eyebrow when he returns, but doesn’t comment. He hands Shane his promised glass of vodka. He rummages in the nightstand and takes out a pack of cigarettes and a lighter.
Shane chokes back his reprimand. He takes a sip of vodka instead. It’s awful. It burns the whole way down.
Rozanov gets into bed. He lights a cigarette.
The vodka gets worse with each sip. It’s not much of a reward.
Rozanov reclines against the headboard. He smokes. At least he doesn’t exhale in Shane’s direction.
Silence stretches between them.
Shane berates himself. He’d wanted to talk to Rozanov for six months. Now he won’t even open his mouth.
Off-season plans are usually a safe topic among hockey players. He’ll work up to what he wants to say. Shane clears his throat and forces some words out. “So, Russia this year was… something else.”
Rozanov doesn’t respond.
“It’s intense there.”
No reply.
Shane keeps going. He just has to get through this, and then they can talk. “So, are you heading back soon?”
“Back?” Rozanov won’t look at him.
“To Russia, for the summer.” Shane clarifies.
Rozanov nods. “Oh, yes.”
Shane waits for Rozanov to say more. He doesn’t. It’s up to Shane, then. “Why?”
“What do you mean, why?”
Rozanov doesn’t seem excited to go home. Shane always loves spending time in Ottawa during the summer. He likes visiting his parents and relaxing at their cottage on the lake.
Shane furrows his brow. He asks, “Do you have to?”
“There is no have to. It’s… home.” Rozanov taps the ash from his cigarette into a glass on the nightstand.
Shane remembers what Carter Vaughn said in Sochi. Russia isn't safe for folks like that. For men who like other men. For Rozanov.
Shane tries again. “Yeah, but… I don’t know, is it safe?”
“What do you mean, safe?”
Shane bites his lip. This conversation isn’t going the way he’d hoped. Rozanov doesn’t seem interested in talking to him. It's as if he can’t wait for Shane to leave. “I don’t know. Do you… Do you even like it there?”
Rozanov finally looks at him. “What difference does it make?”
“A pretty big one, I think.”
Rozanov stares at him.
This isn’t working. Shane should change the subject. He should try something else. He should—
“I need to sleep.” Rozanov turns away. He stubs out his cigarette by dropping it into his glass of vodka. It sizzles, sending up tiny wisps of smoke. He turns back and settles into the pillows. He doesn’t look at Shane.
Shane messed up. It’s not the first time. He swallows hard. After Sochi, he knows better than to stay where he’s not wanted.
He stammers, “Oh. Yeah, me too, I should…”
He tries to gets out of bed. The blanket and sheets cling to him, tangling around his legs. He kicks to get free.
Shane stands. He pauses at the tacky sensation of lube on his inner thighs. It feels like it’s still dripping out of him, which can’t be true. He briefly considers reaching for the folded washcloth on the nightstand to scrub the feeling off his skin. It’s probably ice cold. He grimaces. He’ll deal with it in his hotel room.
When Shane glances over, Rozanov has a new cigarette between his lips. He refuses to look at Shane.
Shane isn’t sure how to feel about that. Mostly relieved, he thinks.
Rozanov has a sharp tongue. Shane doesn’t want him to use it. He might, because Shane has overstayed his welcome and is taking far too long to leave. They don’t usually linger after a hookup. But tonight is different.
Rozanov is so obviously finished with him.
Shane feels… used.
He tries to move faster. It’s difficult. Shane only had a few sips of vodka, but maybe the Russian stuff is stronger. He crosses the bedroom on unsteady legs. His head spins as he bends down to grab his underwear off the bedroom floor. He slides his boxer briefs on. He’s grateful that they cover his messy thighs.
Shane makes it to the sofa in the other room.
He has to sit down to put on his clothes. His hands won’t stop shaking. He gives up halfway through buttoning his shirt and leaves his bowtie draped around his neck. He pats the inner pocket of his tuxedo jacket. His keycard is there. Good. That’s good.
“So… I’m off.” Shane announces. He has trouble raising his voice. Hopefully Rozanov can hear him.
“Goodbye, Hollander.”
Shane waits, but Rozanov doesn’t emerge from the bedroom.
A thought suddenly occurs to Shane. He'd dropped his phone earlier. He doesn’t have Rozanov’s number anymore.
He should fix that.
“Rozanov… I, um…” The words are clumsy on his tongue. They sound almost slurred. Shane stops. He frowns and clears his throat. He tries again. “I-I wanted to ask you—”
“Haven’t you asked enough questions, Hollander? I’m tired.”
Of you is implied so heavily that even Shane understands it. He isn’t very good at hearing unsaid things.
He hears them now.
Shane stands.
Why is everything so blurry?
He blinks. It seems to help.
He blinks again. The first tear falls.
We are not anything, Rozanov had told him, months ago.
Shane finally believes him.
He leaves.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Almost all the dialogue in Ilya’s hotel room is lifted straight from Heated Rivalry S1E2: Olympians. A couple of Ilya’s lines come from Rachel Reid’s Las Vegas Remix, including his Russian. I used Google Translate for the Cyrillic.
I made the graphics in Adobe Photoshop. No AI was involved. The hotel logo is meant to look similar to the one from the show.
Coding ReferenceMy hover translation code is based on mm whatcha say?: Changing Text On Hover for Multilingual Fics (A Download Friendly Workskin) by mackerel_cheese.
Russian TranslationsПочему это должен быть именно ты? - Why does it have to be you?
Почему ты такой идеальный? Это просто пиздец как ужасно. - Why are you so perfect? It’s fucking awful.
Content WarningShane Hollander experiences subdrop. He doesn't realize what's happening to him.
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  June 25, 2014
The hotel landline rings at 6:00am.
Shane opens his eyes.
He lets it ring. The shrill noise makes his head throb.
Shane is so cold. He’s shivering. He sinks down and pulls the duvet over his head.
The ringing stops.
He closes his eyes.




Shane opens his eyes.
The clock on the nightstand says 8:57am.
His flight boards in less than two hours.
He hasn’t packed.
Shane is too tired to get out of bed.
He closes his eyes.




Shane opens his eyes.
It’s 9:43am.
Shane needs to get up.
He closes his eyes.




Shane opens his eyes.
It’s 10:14am.
Shane is going to miss his flight unless—
He gets up.




Shane opens his eyes.
He spits toothpaste foam into the sink and rinses his mouth with water straight from the tap.
He tries not to look at himself in the mirror as he washes his face. He rushes through the rest of his morning routine. Well, some of it. He doesn’t shave, go through his skincare regimen, work out, or do yoga. There’s no time. He’d spent it all in the shower.
Shane is sore. His hips and ass ache.
He used to enjoy being reminded of Rozanov. Not anymore.
They hadn’t even kissed.
He drops his towel to the floor. He doesn’t bother with underwear. The elastic will dig into his bruised hips.
He yanks on an old t-shirt and his softest pair of sweatpants. He winces as the fabric brushes against his inner thighs. His skin is raw and oversensitive. He’d scrubbed between his legs this morning—hard. He’d cranked the water as hot as it could go. But every time he’d stepped out of the tub, he’d felt wet again.
He’d fallen asleep like that. Wet. With lube still in his ass and on his thighs.
Shane doesn’t remember how he got back to his room. But he did.
He’d torn off his tuxedo and crawled into bed and buried his face in the pillows. He’d gotten the pillows wet, too—from tears. Slow, fat, silent tears that had slipped down his cheeks for hours and hours. He hadn’t sobbed or sniffled. He’d been quiet. He’d laid there beneath the covers, staring at nothing, until he was exhausted. Then he’d closed his eyes and slept.
Shane has no idea what the fuck he was thinking.
He catches a glimpse of the clock. 10:31am. He needs to move faster.
Muscle memory from years of roadies kicks in. It takes Shane one minute to gather his toiletries, and another two to repack his bag. He wipes the bathroom counter and tosses his used towel into the bathtub. He leaves a cash tip on the desk. He does a final sweep of the room to make sure he hasn’t forgotten anything.
He has.
His tuxedo lies crumpled on the floor.
Part of Shane wants to leave it there. He never wants to see it again. But what happened last night wasn’t his tailor’s fault. It’s a beautiful suit, even though it needs more pockets.
Shane sighs. He picks it up and smooths out the wrinkles as best he can.




Shane opens his eyes.
He’s alone in the elevator. He doesn’t remember getting on.
Ding.
Shane flinches at the sound. He steps out into the hotel lobby. His suitcase squeaks as he wheels it across the room. His garment bag flutters.
The lobby is dark and moody. It’s full of sleek black furniture and gold accents. There’s a small crowd of hockey players clustered around the front desk. Everyone is trying to check out before the deadline.
Shane bites his lip and glances at the clock behind the desk. 10:38am.
He hurries to join the line. He ends up behind a player from Detroit. Shane recognizes his face but can’t recall his name. He’s built like a defenseman, with massive shoulders and a fading black eye.
The man is clearly too hungover to hold a conversation. He grunts and nods at Shane. Shane nods back.
They wait in silence.




Shane opens his eyes.
He’s sitting in the backseat of a taxi. It smells like strong black coffee and cheap air freshener. The dull brown leather is beaten to hell. It crinkles and flakes beneath his palms. The air conditioning is on full blast. It feels like an Ottawa winter, compared to the sweltering summer heat outside.
The driver is bundled up in a thin puffer jacket and woven scarf. He drums his fingers on the steering wheel, humming under his breath.
It’s 10:51am, according to the dashboard clock.
Shane doesn’t remember checking out of the hotel. It must’ve happened. He’s holding an invoice.
He doesn’t remember ordering a taxi either. Or getting into one. He doesn’t know—
“Um,” Shane blurts. “Excuse me. Where are we going?”
The taxi driver stops humming. He squints at Shane in the rearview mirror. “LAS.”
“What?”
“LAS.” The driver’s voice is deep and raspy.
“Um.” Shane fidgets. He’s trying not to be rude. Or panic.
The driver can tell. He elaborates, “LAS. Harry Reid International Airport. Terminal 3. Air Canada. You said you’re in a hurry. It’s a twelve-minute ride, but I’m gonna getcha there in five.”
That explains why the taxi is going a dozen miles over the speed limit. The driver weaves through traffic like a maniac. The Las Vegas Strip blurs past Shane’s window in a smear of neon lights.
“Oh,” Shane replies, clutching his seatbelt. He squeezes his eyes shut. “Thanks.”




Shane opens his eyes.
He’s standing in the airport. It’s his turn to approach the red-and-white Air Canada ticketing desk. He blinks and steps forward.
The middle-aged woman behind the desk greets him with a polite, professional smile. He can’t tell if she recognizes him.
“Good morning, sir. May I please see your passport?” Her gray suit is immaculate, but her red ascot is crooked. Her glasses are blue. They don’t match her uniform. “Sir?”
Shane startles. “Sorry! Here! Here you go.”
His passport is already in his left hand. He offers it to the agent with a strained smile.
She takes it. Her own smile doesn’t waver. “Very good, sir. Thank you.”
Shane is losing time. It should terrify him. But his body keeps going. It’s doing everything right. So maybe it’s okay if Shane just… lets it. He’ll worry later. He’s so tired. It’s been nice to not think about R—
“I’m very sorry to inform you that your flight has been delayed, sir. Your plane is undergoing routine maintenance as we speak.”
“Oh…” That’s actually a relief. Shane would’ve probably missed the final boarding call. It’s 10:59am. The security line is visible from here. It’s full of impatient travelers who haven’t moved since Shane stepped up to the desk.
“Your flight is scheduled to depart in approximately two hours, at 1:10pm. To apologize for the inconvenience, we’d like to offer you…” The agent peers at her computer screen. “A $25 voucher to use at the airport.”
“Um… thanks, I guess.” Shane hasn’t eaten yet. He hasn’t been hungry. He might as well buy lunch here.
“May I please see your credit card?”
“Oh, yeah, of course.” Shane reaches for his wallet. It’s in his back pocket, thankfully. That’s where he usually puts it. He opens it and pulls out his credit card. A familiar flash of gold catches his eye. He pauses.
Rozanov’s keycard is in his wallet.
“Sir?”
Shane stares at it.
“Is everything okay, sir? Are you alright?”
Shane closes his wallet. He hands his credit card to the agent. She looks concerned.
“Sure,” he lies. “I’m fine.”




Shane opens his eyes.
It’s 12:26pm. He’s sitting in the airport lounge.
There’s a boxed salad on his table. He doesn’t want to eat it. He picks at the mixed greens, pushing them around.
The only thing he’s eaten today is Snickers. It’s his favorite candy bar. He tries not to indulge during the season, but it’s summer now. His performance diet is much less strict. Shane has been craving sugar all morning. So when he’d spotted Snickers at a newsstand, he bought two without a second thought. He’d eaten them right outside the store.
He’d gotten the salad afterwards.
Shane sighs. He’s drafting an email to his mom. It’s a laborious process. The airport wifi keeps stuttering. His tablet lags. He normally just uses it to sketch plays or jot down notes while he reviews tape.
But Shane hadn’t stopped at the hotel’s business center this morning. He needs to let his mom know what’s going on.
DRAFT
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Hi mom,

My phone is broken. I’ll buy a new one in Montréal.

Love,

Shane

The email doesn’t sound like him. It’s so stiff.
Shane rubs his temples. His head hurts. He can’t think of anything better to write.
For a moment, Shane fantasizes about changing his flight and going home to Ottawa.
The moment passes. He presses Send.




Shane opens his eyes.
It’s 3:02am.
He’s back in Montréal, lying in his own bed.
He can’t sleep.
I missed you. I was really worried about you in Russia. I’m here if you need someone to talk to.
That’s what Shane had wanted to tell Rozanov.
He’s so glad he didn’t.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Airlines are never this nice, but Shane deserves at least one good thing in this chapter. 😅

Thank you for all your lovely comments and kudos! I really appreciate it. ❤️
Content WarningShane Hollander continues to experience subdrop.
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Tue, Jun 24 at 22:01

                 	Ilya

                	come to the bar


                	unbutton your jacket

            


Tue, Jun 24 at 22:12

 	Ilya

                	why don’t you have any fucking pockets


            


            
                 	Jane

                	Got your key.


            

            
                 	Ilya

                	come at midnight


                	penthouse 1

            


Thu, Jun 26 at 15:38

 	Ilya

                	have a good summer



Delivered



        

    





  
    Chapter End Notes

    This chapter is very short but important.

	It establishes that there will be chapters from Ilya’s perspective in this fic!

	This particular chapter shows that Ilya sends his first message pretty quickly after Las Vegas. It's similar to Shane's canon text in the show.

	Ilya’s message is delivered. This becomes important later and no, I will not explain. 😈

	Most of Ilya’s chapters will show the messages he sends Shane.

	I’ve chosen to keep the texts in a long vertical format instead of making them scroll inside a phone-shaped box because I personally find it more accessible to read.

	I’ve styled the texts so they look similar to the show.
	If you hate the styling, you can Hide Creator’s Style and the texts will still be readable.






Also, I miss Ilya. We’re still several chapters away from their reunion. 🥲

Please let me know if you encounter any issues with coded elements in this fic! A huge thank you to tinkerings for pointing out a problem with viewing the BlackBerry texts on dark mode. I added some more code so that should be fixed now. 🙏
Technical NotesThis is a fanfic, so I’m going to do some handwaving when it comes to realism. If you care about the technical details of Ilya texting Shane, these notes are for you!

	There is probably no cell phone service at the bottom of an elevator shaft, but we’ll pretend there is!

	Old BlackBerry phone batteries last 1-3 days with low usage. That’s enough time for Ilya’s message to be delivered before Shane’s phone dies.

	When a phone is powered off, it cannot receive text messages. Those messages are marked as undelivered.

	I don’t know what undelivered or blocked text messages look like on BlackBerry phones, but for this fic, they will look the same.

	Mobile network operators typically hold onto undelivered messages for a short period of time—usually between 2-3 days. If the messages have not been delivered before then, they are deleted. Again, for the sake of this fic, Ilya’s many, many messages to Shane will not be deleted.


Content WarningNone for this chapter.
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  July 2, 2014
Shane is finally over whatever bug he picked up in Las Vegas.
It must’ve been the flu. He’d been exhausted for days. Weak and trembling. Sore. So, so cold. Struggling to get out of bed. Not hungry. And, worst of all, sad—which certainly hadn’t helped.
He’d spent the past week curled up under a pile of blankets. His mom had emailed, offering to come over, but Shane refused. He didn’t want to get his parents sick, too. They’d still driven from Ottawa to check on him and drop off medicine and homemade okayu. And if Shane had teared up that night while eating his dad’s rice porridge, nobody was there to judge him.
Shane had emailed the Metros’ front office yesterday.
The Director of Team Operations is a petite, no-nonsense woman named Jeanine, whose ruthless competence reminds Shane of his mom. She’d already replied. Get well soon, she wrote, and attached an encrypted, twelve-page document. It contains the alphabetized contact information of every executive, coach, trainer, player, and staff member on the Metros. Shane is supposed to add it all to his new phone.
A phone which Shane still hasn’t bought. He hadn’t dared tell Jeanine that, though. She might send her assistant to go buy it for him. Shane’s teammates already chirp him about being the admins’ favorite. He’d never hear the end of it if they found out.
Shane is a grown man. He can buy his own damn phone.
He reminds himself of this fact as he stands outside the Apple Store. It’s in the heart of downtown Montréal, not far from the Bell Centre, on the corner of Sainte-Catherine Street West. He’s slightly intimidated by it.
Shane is an actual multimillionaire, but something about this particular store makes him feel small. Maybe because it’s an enormous glass box. The windows are nearly two stories tall. The textured ceiling looks even higher. The showroom is bathed in sunlight and crammed with people. Countless employees in navy blue shirts circulate among them with tablets.
Shane hesitates at the entrance. Should he just order something online?
His last phone had been a BlackBerry. It was hard to press the tiny keyboard with his big thumbs. It took forever to write without any typos. His mom keeps encouraging him to try the iPhone instead. She’d converted years ago.
Shane and his dad are slower to adapt. They stick to same phone until it breaks.
Very literally, in Shane’s case.
He worries his lower lip between his teeth. It’s embarrassing to admit, but Shane’s not sure that he can set up an iPhone correctly on his own. He’s never used one before. He has no idea how to link it to his phone plan. So he'd used the store’s website to book an appointment with their support team.
Shane takes a deep breath. He walks inside.
He’s stopped immediately by a woman in a navy blue polo shirt. “Hi, welcome to the Apple Store. My name is Amina. What can I help you with today?”
“Oh. I have an appointment with the… um…” Shane can’t bring himself to say Genius Bar aloud.
“The Genius Bar?” Amina suggests with a smile.
Shane nods. “Yeah.”
“What’s your name?”
“Shane Hollander.” He smiles back. It’s so nice to be asked. Shane is used to being recognized wherever he goes in Montréal.
Amina doesn’t react to his name. She types it into her tablet and clicks several times. “Perfect. Let me check who your assigned Genius is…”
The phrasing makes Shane cringe. Great. He’ll be speaking with a genius. Shane had barely scraped through high school, too focused on hockey. He hopes the employee won’t be a jerk if he asks any stupid questions.
“Okay, Brian will be helping you today. You’re right on time. He’s waiting for you at the Genius Bar. He’s over… there. Do you see him?” She gestures to a young man standing at the back of the store.
“On the left?” Once she confirms, Shane adds, “Thank you.”
“My pleasure. Have a nice day!”
Shane steps further into the store. He ignores the soft murmurs and phones pointed in his direction. He keeps going. He doesn’t stop until he reaches the Genius Bar. The employee standing behind it is busy tinkering with his tablet. He doesn’t look up as Shane approaches.
Shane clears his throat. “Excuse me—”
“Holy shit!” The employee exclaims upon noticing Shane. His voice cracks. He’s a baby-faced blond teenager wearing a navy blue t-shirt, skinny jeans, and a badge that says Brian. Shane freezes. He contemplates running away. Brian can tell. He gasps, “No, wait! Sorry! I’m sorry! I thought somebody put your name down as a joke! People do it all the time!”
Shane blinks. Who’s using his name to book appointments at the Apple Store? Why?
“Sorry, dude. Sorry about that. It’s just—you’re Shane motherfucking Hollander! Sorry. I’ll be fucking cool, I swear! Please don’t leave. Please don’t tell my boss I swore at you. You’re her favorite player. Amina will kill me.” Brian begs. He stares at Shane with hopeful brown eyes. Shane’s resolve weakens.
Brian goes for the kill. “This is, like, my coolest day ever at work! I can’t believe you’re really here!” He wriggles his entire body, then calms down. In an eager but more professional tone, he inquires, “How can I help?”
Shane takes another deep breath. He will not flee from the Apple Store. Not today. “I need a new phone.”
Thankfully, Brian doesn’t ask why. “Do you know what model you want, or would you like to see some options?”
Ah, good. A question Shane can answer. He did some research beforehand. “The iPhone 5s, please.”
“What color? It comes in gold, silver, or space gray.”
“Silver, please.”
“How much storage are you looking for? The base model comes with 16GB, but we also have ones with 32GB or 64GB.”
“The largest one, please.”
“Are you interested in a case to help protect your phone?”
Shane pauses. No phone case could’ve possibly saved his BlackBerry from its eleven-story fall. He still says, “…Yes, please.”
“What color for the case?”
“…Black?” Shane doesn’t care.
“Your new phone automatically comes with a one-year limited warranty. It covers any manufacturing defects and includes 90 days of free support. If you want additional protection for things like drops or spills or losing your phone, you’ll need AppleCare. That’ll unlock 24/7 support, unlimited repairs, and up to two total replacements per year. Are you interested?”
Drops, he’d said. If Shane manages to drop his phone down another elevator shaft, there’s no way he’d be able to show his face here again. But Brian doesn’t know about the first time, so... “Yes, please.”
“Okay.” Brian’s fingers fly across his tablet screen. “Now, do you want this to be a brand new phone, or are you transferring data?”
“Transferring data?” Shane repeats, confused.
“Yeah. Like keeping your old number and just moving your contacts and stuff over to your new phone.”
“You can do that?” Shane asks, feeling stupider by the minute.
“Sure thing. I just need your old phone. Do you have it with you?”
No, it’s at the bottom of an elevator shaft in Las Vegas. Shane obviously doesn’t say that to Brian. “No.”
“Oh, is it at home?”
“No.” Are the lights getting brighter?
“Could you bring it here?”
“No.” Shane can hear the florescent lights far above. The sound buzzes faintly in his ears. It’s getting louder.
“Well, I can’t transfer your number without it,” Brian insists. “Do you think you could—”
“Just give me a new number,” Shane pleads. His head is beginning to throb.
“Okay, but a new phone line is going to cost more…” Brian looks at Shane. Shane looks back. They stare at each other for a few seconds. Brian chuckles and continues. “Never mind. What’s your network? Do you want to keep the same one?”
“Bell. And yes, please.” Shane absentmindedly rubs the nape of his neck. He squeezes. It feels nice, like when Rozanov—
Shane lets go.
Brian mumbles to himself as he hunches over his tablet. Shane waits patiently while Brian types and clicks. He glances up at Shane and apologizes, “Sorry, I know it’s a lot of questions. Thanks for being patient.”
“It’s fine.” Shane knows that Brian is just trying to do his job. It’s not his fault that Shane’s a fucking wreck. “Can I buy the phone from here instead of through Bell? And can I prepay the line for a year or two?”
Shane doesn’t like monthly bills. He’s often on the road, which makes him paranoid about missing a bill in the mail or forgetting to pay. His last phone had been prepaid for two years, too.
“For sure! Just give me a minute...”




Ten minutes later, Shane is holding his new iPhone 5s.
Brian shows Shane how to turn it on. He explains what each button does as they wait for the phone to boot up. Once the welcome screen loads, he passes it to Shane. He hovers nearby as Shane follows the prompts.
Shane hesitates when the phone mentions syncing data.
“It’s a new line and number, but do you want to sync your old contacts?” Brian asks.
Shane blinks. “What?”
“We can’t move your SIM card over without your old phone, but we might still be able to access your contact list. Did you upload it to the cloud?”
Is this how Shane’s dad feels whenever Shane talks about YouTube? Shane furrows his brow. “Um… I had a BlackBerry…”
Brian is unfazed. “How about linking up with your desktop, then? Do you remember ever doing that?”
“Um… no, sorry. I don’t think I did.”
There’d been hundreds of contacts on Shane’s old phone. Most of them were people he didn’t talk to. Old high school classmates. His ex-girlfriend. Former teammates from youth hockey and Kingston and World Juniors. Current teammates. MLH players he’d met during All-Stars. Everybody on Jeanine’s twelve-page list. Sponsors—so many sponsors, thanks to his mom.
He only speaks to a handful of people outside of the Metros’ group chats. His parents. Distant relatives. Hayden and Jackie. J.J.
And… Lily.
But Rozanov isn’t interested in talking to Shane. Not in person, and not over text. He’d tried to tell Shane that too, in Sochi. No, I did not answer your boring texts, he’d said. Now will you go?
Shane hadn’t listened.
It doesn’t matter. They aren’t anything.
“It’s fine,” Shane lies. “I’ll add my contacts later.”
“Sure thing,” Brian affirms. “Then you’ll want to press here…”
Brian walks Shane through the rest of setup. At the end, he declares, “Ta-da! That’s it! You’re all set, dude! Any questions?”
“I’m good for now,” Shane declines. He’ll figure things out on his own. “Thank you for helping me.”
“Anytime, man! Seriously! Let’s get you checked out. Your total is…” Brian taps away at his tablet. He turns the screen towards Shane. Shane’s new iPhone is a lot more expensive than his BlackBerry. Hopefully it’ll last longer.
Shane reaches for his wallet. He opens it and pulls out his credit card.
He pretends not to see Rozanov’s keycard. It’s still there. He hasn’t thrown it away yet.
Later, he promises himself. He’ll get rid of it later.




Shane sits on his sofa. The setting sun casts deep, flickering shadows across his apartment. He stares down at the black-and-gold keycard cradled in his hands.
He should throw it away.
Shane doesn’t need it anymore. He’s finished with it. Like Rozanov is with him.
He should throw it away.
Shane traces the winged lion gently. The key gleams in the dying light.
He needs to throw it away. He needs to move on. He needs R—
Shane closes his eyes.
He puts the key back into his wallet.
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        Yuna Hollander



Today 8:49 PM

            	Shane

            	Hi mom, it’s Shane.

            	I got a new phone.

            	Please give my number to dad too.

            	I know we talked about me coming to visit at the end of July…

            	But could I come tomorrow?

        

    





  
    Chapter End Notes

    I was thiiiiiis close to sending Shane to Ottawa in this chapter. Sorry.

Thank you so much for the love you’ve shown my fic! I appreciate your kudos and comments—it’s a joy to read them. I treated myself to some pastries to celebrate. 🥹❤️🥐
Other Notes
	The new Apple Sainte-Catherine opened in 2026. Let’s ignore that.

	The employees in this fic are not real people who work at that Apple Store. I’ve never been there. And yes, if you missed it, Amina is a huge fan of Shane Hollander. She pretended not to recognize him to make him feel more comfortable. Brian, on the other hand, had zero chill. He’s very good at his job, though, which is why Amina assigned him to Shane.

	I can’t remember the last time I set up a phone at the Apple Store. Please cut me some slack if it’s wrong. 😅

	I was surprised and aggravated to learn that you could sync phone contacts with BlackBerry in 2014.

	I’m not using the correct iOS styling for Shane’s texts. It’s too ugly. I refuse.

Coding ReferenceMy iOS code is a modified version of iMessage Skin by Azdaema.
Content WarningVery brief mentions of Shane in subdrop.
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  July 3, 2014
Shane counts down in his head when people touch him.
It’s not something he means to do. He just… does. Not always. It usually happens with strangers.
Handshakes are two to five seconds of firm pressure. He’ll make eye contact. Or look at the bridge of their nose. He’ll smile. It’s a nice smile. It sits comfortably on his face. Shane had practiced it in the mirror when he was fourteen, and starting to meet MLH scouts.
There are exceptions.
Contact during a game is fine. Shane was made for hockey. He loves it. He’s the best, no matter what Rozanov says. When he plays, Shane is too focused on the puck to care about anything else. He wants to win.
Hugs are more complicated.
Shane doesn’t like being hugged by strangers. Often, it’s unavoidable. Shane is nothing if not polite. He never initiates, but he can manage five to ten seconds with unfamiliar arms wrapped around him.
Being hugged by his teammates is okay. The Metros celebrate every goal on the ice. They scream and laugh and collide with him to tap their helmets together. Shane rides the high of victory and squeezes right back. Ten to thirty seconds pass in the blink of an eye. Then he’s back to playing hockey.
Sometimes Shane enjoys hugs.
He likes being hugged by the Pikes. Their whole family gives really good hugs. Even the toddlers. They smother him with quick and tight bursts of affection. Like they’re genuinely happy to see him. Shane never minds their hugs.
Obviously, Shane loves being hugged by his parents. The counting is muted then. Sweeter. He starts at zero. He slowly counts upwards until they step back. When he counts with them, it’s a simple way to measure their love. Not a countdown to escape.
The only person that Shane’s never counted with is Ilya Rozanov.
Five and a half years ago, behind an ice rink in Regina, Shane had introduced himself to Rozanov with a handshake. He’d forgotten to count. Rozanov had been the first to let go. Shane had thought it was a fluke. He’d blamed the adrenaline. Rozanov was Russia’s Captain. Shane’s competitor. He was good. Very good. It was inevitable that they’d face each other in the International Prospect Cup finals.
But Shane had been curious. So he’d offered Rozanov a second handshake before he left.
It had happened again. No urge to count. Just warmth in the palm of Shane’s hand as he held on a little too long.
It’s happened ever since.
They’d hooked up several times in the years between their CCM campaign and the night they finally fucked. Until recently, each time had been better than the last.
Rozanov makes his head go quiet. Shane doesn’t have to think when they’re together. Rozanov takes care of that. He takes care of everything. He pulls Shane onto his lap, or tells him to get on his knees, or licks into his mouth until the only words Shane knows are please, more, and Rozanov.
The way Rozanov sucks Shane’s cock is unbelievable. He teases until Shane writhes and moans for more.
Then Rozanov gives it to him.
Rozanov holds Shane down by his hips and makes him take it. Sometimes he does whatever Shane begs for. Sometimes he doesn’t. Sometimes he edges Shane until messy tears drip down his face as he tugs helplessly at Rozanov’s curls, whimpering pleasepleaseplease.
Sometimes he’s kind. Sometimes he touches Shane softly, like they could be something outside of a hotel room.
It’s even better when it’s Shane’s turn.
He will never, ever admit it aloud—but he fucking loves being on his knees for Rozanov.
Shane loves the way Rozanov’s cock stretches his jaw wide enough to ache. He loves the slight bitterness on his tongue and the velvety hot feel of Rozanov against his lips. Loves gazing up at Rozanov through his lashes, watching him fall apart. Loves when Rozanov stares back with heady blue eyes while he fucks Shane’s mouth. Loves how Rozanov’s hands tighten in Shane’s hair and his breathing quickens as he gets close.
Rozanov tends to lose his grasp on English then. His murmurs bleed into guttural Russian. It isn’t long before he throws his head back, groans, and spills down Shane’s throat.
Shane is really going to miss that.
He tries not to think about it as he sits in traffic on the Trans-Canada Highway. But there’s not much else to do.
The silence is irritating. Shane normally listens to hockey podcasts when he drives. Lately, though, all anyone wants to talk about is the Boston Raiders winning the Stanley Cup. Shane tries the radio instead. The upbeat pop music hurts his ears. He winces and flips through a few different channels. They aren’t any better.
He gives up and turns off the radio. All he hears now is other drivers honking their horns.
Shane is heading to his parents’ cottage in Ottawa. It’s a two-hour drive. He should’ve been there twenty minutes ago. There’d been an accident on the highway, not far from Montréal. His progress has slowed to a crawl.
Shane sighs.
He wants to go home.
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            The Hollanders

        


Today 1:46 PM

            	Shane

            	Hi mom and dad, I’m heading out now.

            	I should arrive around 4pm.

            	See you soon.

        


        
            	Yuna

            	Thanks for letting us know.

            	Drive safe! ❤️

        


        
            	David

            	How would you feel about lasagna for dinner? I found a new recipe that should fit your diet. It tastes pretty good, too.

        


        
            	Shane

            	Sounds great, dad.

            	Thanks.

        


        
            	David

            	I’m doing a grocery run. Want me to pick anything up for you?

        


        
            	Shane

            	Ginger ale?

        


        
            	David

            	Already got it! I’ll grab some more oranges to help you beat that bug.

        


        
            	Shane

            	Thanks, dad.

        


Today 4:19 PM

            	Shane

            	Just wanted to let you know that I’m running behind.

            	I’m still sitting in traffic on the highway.

            	I should hopefully be there in time for dinner.

            	Love you.

        

        
        
            	Yuna

            	Love you, too.

            	See you soon.

        

    




The lasagna is good.
Shane’s dad had broiled it, so the top is extra crispy. That’s Shane’s favorite part. The chickpea noodles have a funny texture, but they taste okay. His dad’s marinara sauce could make cardboard delicious. Nobody complains.
Afterwards, they move to the den.
Shane’s mom curls up in the corner of the brown leather sofa with a glass of white wine. She turns on the tv and lowers the volume. As expected, she picks ESPN. Her open notebook rests on her lap, along with a ballpoint pen. She’s always on the hunt for intel on other MLH teams. Even if it’s the off-season.
Shane’s dad perches nearby on an ottoman. He’s wearing his reading glasses. He squints down at the coffee table, concentrating on the 1,000-piece puzzle that Shane brought with him. It features common North American birds. His dad, an amateur birder, had been delighted with the gift. He’d insisted on jumping in immediately after dinner. He’d roped Shane into it, too.
Shane puts on his glasses. He sits on the floor by his mom. He leans back against the sofa whenever he gets bored or tired of hunching over. He doesn’t like puzzles as much as his dad. It helps when his dad assigns him a task. Shane is supposed to find the edge pieces and assemble them. He takes his job seriously.
They work in amicable silence. The tv hums in the background as Shane and his dad pass puzzle pieces back and forth. His dad completes the first pair of owls. Shane’s border begins to come together.
Shane’s mom pats his shoulder to get his attention. He glances up. She asks, “How’s your new phone, Shane?”
“It’s fine.” Shane shuffles closer. He’s already pretty used to his iPhone. It’s easier than he thought it’d be. He still needs to add the twelve pages of Metros contacts from Jeanine, though.
His mom moves her hand to Shane’s hair. “Did Jeanine help you get it?”
Shane shakes his head. He chases her touch. “I went to the Apple Store.”
“…I see,” his mom says, after a pause. She gently strokes his hair. “And were they good about it?”
“The guy who helped me was nice.” Brian had been nice. Having to stand around and smile for a bunch of pictures and autographs after buying his phone was decidedly less nice. Shane presses his cheek into the sofa cushion, trying to get closer.
“Hmm.” His mom takes a sip of wine. She runs her fingers through his hair, lightly massaging his scalp. Shane melts. “He didn’t set you up with your old number?”
“Mm… no…” Shane’s eyes drift closed.
“Why not?”
“Didn’t have my phone,” Shane admits. “Needed the… SIM card…”
His mom keeps petting his hair. “You could’ve emailed Bell and asked them to send you a replacement. I’m sure they would’ve been happy to do it. Didn’t you prepay for your last phone? You didn’t want to keep that number?”
Shane tenses.
He knows his network would’ve bent over backwards for Shane Hollander. They probably would have sent him a brand new phone, free of charge, exactly the same as before.
It’s discomforting to think about it. Shane doesn’t want to be the type of player that throws his fame around for favors.
He hadn’t grown up rich. His parents had worked very, very hard to afford his expensive hockey gear, private lessons, sleepaway camps, and team travel. Shane had worked hard, too. He’d made it. He’s an MLH player now. The best one. His agent had fought to get him the top entry-level contract in the league.
But it’s still tough for Shane to wrap his head around being a multimillionaire. He has a financial advisor—recommended by his dad—who takes care of his money and invests it. Shane ignores his accounts, most of the time.
His only large purchases have been real estate. He’d bought an apartment in downtown Montréal, near the Bell Centre. He’d secretly paid off his parents’ mortgage, after they refused to let him buy them a new home. He’d poured money into a cottage of his own, ten minutes away. Construction will finish later this year. Shane can’t wait.
“Shane?”
Deep down, Shane doesn’t want the same phone number. He knows what he’d do with it.
Shane would open up his chat with Lily. He’d stare at their sparse texts. He’d stare at six months of silence. He’d stare at his phone, overthinking what to send. When to send it. If he should send anything at all. He’d agonize.
He needs to move on.
“No, mom,” Shane whispers. “I don’t want it anymore.”
His mom’s hand stills. She sets her wine glass and notebook aside. She bends down, slowly reaching around him. Shane doesn’t pull away. She hugs him. “I’m sorry. I know you’re disappointed about the playoffs.”
Shane nods. It’s easier to let her think that. “I love you, mom.”
“We love you, Shane. No matter what.” His dad reassures him. He rests a hand on Shane’s knee, rubbing it with his thumb. “We’re so proud of you.”
“Thanks, dad. Love you, too.”
On the tv, ESPN plays highlights from the 2013-14 MLH season. Shane watches Rozanov lift the Cup again. The screen goes blurry. Shane blinks, hard. His mom notices. She shuts the tv off with a decisive click of the remote.
She wraps him in her arms. “I’m sorry. I know you hate him.”
Shane doesn’t hate Rozanov.
That’s the problem.
His mom holds him and strokes his hair. Shane can't blink the tears away. His cheeks are wet.
“Shh. It’s okay to be upset. It’s okay to cry. You worked so hard. You were so close this time. Next year is your year, I just know it.” Her voice wobbles. “It’s okay, baby. You’re okay. I love you.”
She squeezes him tighter.
Shane doesn’t count the seconds.
He stays.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    me: it’s finally time to give shane a hug!
you: not like that 🥲

Time skip incoming. Brace yourselves for the start of the season.

Thank you to theLunarWarrior for pointing out that Shane could’ve gotten a replacement SIM card with the same phone number! I did not know this. Hopefully I’ve resolved that plot hole now. 😂
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  September 16, 2014
Shane is determined to win the Stanley Cup this year. Even more than usual.
He’d put on fourteen pounds of muscle over the summer. He skates differently because of it. More explosively. He’s still fast. He’d trained to keep his edges clean and sharp despite the increase in mass.
He crushes his personal records during the Metros’ preseason fitness testing. Every single one.
Coach Theriault nods. He pats Shane on the back. “Keep it up.”
Coach Desjardins chuckles. “Fuckin’ hell, Hollander.”
The rookies stare.
Shane goes to speak with the Metros’ nutritionists. He waits calmly while the three of them huddle together and whisper. Then they modify his diet. His recommended protein intake is nearly double what it was at the end of last season. It’ll be tough to choke down, but he needs to maintain his hard-earned bulk. Shane always loses muscle fast once the Metros hit the playoffs. They’re going to reach them again this year. He’ll make sure of it.
He stops to see the Metros’ equipment manager. Gérard has to order him new, custom-made hockey pants. Shane can’t squeeze his ass and thighs into his old ones anymore. He needs new base layers, too. His compression shirts cling to his body, straining across his chest and biceps. He’s ripped a couple of them during weightlifting sessions at the gym.
Afterwards, he heads to the locker room.
“Holy shit, buddy!” Hayden blurts when he sees Shane strip down for the showers. “Busy summer, eh?”
“Fuck, your arms are huge, Capitaine (Captain)! Those fuckers in the league are gonna piss themselves when they see you! Criss, j’ai trop hâte (Fuck, I can’t wait)!” J.J. exclaims with glee, slapping him on the shoulder.
Shane feels good.
He’s stronger and faster than ever before.
He’s fucking ready to tear up the ice.




September 29, 2014
“Dude, are we still cool?” Carter Vaughn skates up to Shane after the final buzzer.
“I should be asking you that,” Shane quips with a faint smile.
The Montréal Metros had destroyed the New York Admirals, 4-1. Two of the goals had been Shane’s. It’s only the first game of the season, but Shane had wanted to send a message. This is his fucking year.
“Ouch,” Vaughn says, but laughs. “Yeah, we’re good. You were a fuckin’ beast, Hollander.”
“Thanks.”
“So what gives?”
Shane furrows his brow. “What?”
Vaughn scoots closer and lowers his voice. “She said I shouldn’t start shit, but c’mon. This isn’t like you, man.”
“What?” Shane repeats. He’s completely lost.
“Gloria. She was disappointed you never texted after Vegas. I mean, she didn’t exactly say that, but I could tell. Y’know? She really liked talking to you.”
“She did?” Shane asks. Nobody has ever said that about him.
“Yeah, she did,” Vaughn replies with a smile. He nudges Shane’s skate with his hockey stick. “So why’re you being such a fuckin’ dickhead? You haven’t texted me back, either. You lose your phone or some shit?”
Shane blinks. “How’d you know?”
“Wait, really?” Vaughn looks at Shane. Shane looks back. Vaughn’s eyes widen and his jaw drops. “You’re fuckin’ serious!”
“Well, yeah.”
Vaughn guffaws, throwing his head back. “What the actual fuck, Hollzy!? What happened?”
“My phone broke,” Shane mumbles. It’s not untrue. Vaughn really doesn’t need to hear about the when, where, why, or how.
Shane feels guilty. He knows—a little too well—how it feels to be left waiting for a text. Gloria doesn’t deserve that. Shane clears his throat. “I’m sorry. I forgot, honestly. That night was… a lot. I got a new number.”
“I get it, man.”
Shane tugs at the hem of his away jersey. It’s plastered against him, damp with sweat. His shoulder pads are starting to chafe. His new base layers aren’t as thick. “Um, is Gloria here? I’d like to apologize. In person. If that’s okay with her.”
Vaughn shakes his head. “Nah, she’s wrapping up a shoot. Think they’re in Manhattan tonight. That’s pretty close. I can ask if she’d be down for drinks. Might be kinda late for you, though.”
“It’s fine. There’s no curfew since we’ve got an afternoon flight. Please ask.”
“Alrighty. How ‘bout you give me your number this time? I’ll text ya once I hear back.” Vaughn grins and offers him a fist bump.
Shane knocks their gloves together. “Deal.”
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            Carter Vaughn

        


Today 10:09 PM

            	Carter

            	She’s in! 🙌

            	I’m dragging Scotty out too

            	[A photo of a luxurious bar filled with comfortable velvet furniture in bold, rich jewel tones.][image: A photo of a luxurious bar filled with comfortable velvet furniture in bold, rich jewel tones.]
                Madame
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            	See ya @ 11:30

        

        
            	Shane

            	Got it, thanks.

            	I'll be there.

        

    




At 11:27pm, Shane walks into Madame. He almost walks right back out.
It’s packed. That’s the first thing he notices. People are crammed into the bar, almost shoulder-to-shoulder. Most of them are beautiful and glamorous. Their jewelry and pearly white teeth glitter beneath the chandeliers. Shane sees a lot of silk and sequins and exposed skin. He feels underdressed in his dark jeans, plain white t-shirt, and tan leather jacket.
It’s loud. Laughter bounces off the walls. Shane keeps catching bits and pieces of conversations he’s not meant to hear. There’s music playing, too. The bass throbs, low and heavy. It rumbles in his chest.
It’s dim, except for the golden halo cast by the backlit bar. The light bounces off the mirrors, fracturing across the room. Everything from the patterned ceiling to the art deco floor is ornate. It’s excessive. Shane doesn’t know where to look first.
He searches for Hunter, Vaughn, and Gloria. As he moves through the bar, he makes eye contact with a voluptuous blonde woman. She licks her lips and slides gracefully off her barstool. Her dress is made of sheer black lace, with a plunging neckline. Her red heels clack against the tiles as she saunters towards him.
Shane stumbles backwards. He steps on someone’s foot. He hears a muffled ow, fuck! and whirls around. “I’m so sorry!”
His nose bumps into another man’s chest. Shane freezes. He looks up, and up. The man is taller and broader than him. He’s very handsome, with hazel eyes and wavy black hair. He stares down at Shane. Shane stares back. The man smiles. He has dimples. He purrs, “Well, hello, gorgeous. Step on me anytime, baby.”
Shane is not this man’s baby. His cheeks burn. He sputters.
“Shane!” He hears his name. He turns. Gloria is near the bottom of a staircase at the back of the bar. She waves, beckoning him closer.
Shane checks behind him. The man is still there, standing close enough for Shane to smell his cologne. He smells nice. Shane swallows, hard. He gestures to the staircase. “I-I’m just gonna…”
He doesn’t finish his sentence. He hurries away.
“Hi Gloria.” Shane greets her, slightly breathless when he arrives.
Gloria smiles. He’s relieved to see that she’s dressed simply, too. Her outfit is effortlessly chic. She’s wearing a sleeveless dark brown turtleneck, tucked into light, high-waisted jeans. Her black hair is gathered into a messy bun at the top of her head, with a few wispy curls springing loose. Her earrings are classic gold hoops. She’s wearing sneakers. Not Reeboks, like Shane—hers are fancy.
“Hi, Shane,” she replies. Mercifully, she doesn’t mention his flushed face, though she does peer curiously over his shoulder. “We’re upstairs. It’s quieter there.”
“Thank you for inviting me.” Shane says, as they start to climb the stairs. He pauses on the landing, and Gloria follows suit. He takes a deep breath and turns to face her. He looks her in the eyes. “I want to apologize for not texting you, Gloria. I’m sorry.”
She studies him. Then she pats his arm. “It’s okay, Shane.”
“It’s not!” he blurts, shaking his head. “It’s really shitty, actually. It sucks. I didn’t mean to do that to you. I’m not trying to make excuses, but I, um, broke my phone. That night. And I got a new number later. But I never tried to reach out to you or Vaughn afterwards. That’s not cool. I’m so sorry, Gloria.”
Gloria studies him again, for longer this time. Shane waits. Finally, she reiterates, “It’s okay, Shane. I mean it. Really. I forgive you.”
“Thank you.” Shane still feels bad. He remembers how it felt to wait, and wait, and wait… for six months, while Rozanov ignored him. He forces himself to smile.
Gloria can tell. “Quit beating yourself up. Buy me a drink, instead!”
Shane’s smile becomes genuine. “Yeah, I can do that. And if… If you still want to talk… I can give you my new number?”
“I’d like that.”
Shane pulls his phone out of his pocket. He unlocks it and creates a new contact. Gloria Grey 🗽, he types, then hands it to her.
She smiles when she sees it. She enters her number and passes his phone back.
He opens a new chat and texts her immediately.

        

        [image: An avatar photo of Gloria Grey wearing a black dress and smiling playfully.]
        
            Gloria Grey 🗽

        


Today 11:37 PM

            	Shane

            	Hello.

            	This is Shane Hollander.

        

    
Gloria's phone pings. She smiles again and texts back.
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            Gloria Grey 🗽

        


Today 11:38 PM

            	Gloria

            	Let’s go get that drink!

            	💃🏾

        

    




Shane relaxes once they reach the second floor.
Gloria was right. It’s so much quieter. There must be soundproofing between the floors. He can’t hear the raucous noise from downstairs at all. There’s no music up here, only hushed conversations.
It reminds him of the hotel lounge in Las Vegas, but it feels cozier. The room is full of oversized velvet furniture in bold, rich jewel tones. Even the ceiling is tufted in emerald green velvet. The walls are covered with intricate wood panels and an eclectic collection of oil paintings. There’s a marble fireplace crackling off to one side, with sofas and armchairs clustered around it. Gloria tugs him in that direction.
Hunter and Vaughn are already seated. Hunter lounges, scrolling on his phone. Vaughn idly flips through a menu.
“I found him, boys!” Gloria announces. She pecks Vaughn on the cheek and squeezes in beside him on the ruby-red loveseat.
“Hey, rook.” Hunter gives Shane a friendly nod. He’s sprawled out in a purple armchair. He looks sharp. He’s wearing his post-game formal attire. He’s removed his light gray suit jacket, rolled up his sleeves, and partially unbuttoned his white shirt.
“‘Sup, Hollzy? Glad you’re still awake, man!” Vaughn teases. He’s changed into more casual streetwear. He’s wearing jeans, a white hoodie under a blazer, a backwards baseball cap, and high-top sneakers.
Shane picks a dark blue armchair. He eases himself down into it. Tonight’s game is catching up with him. He’d played more aggressively than usual, and took several hard checks from the Admirals because of it. He can feel bruises blooming all over his body. The armchair feels heavenly. It’s like being hugged by a cloud. Shane sighs and nestles deeper.
“I knew you’d like this place!” Gloria grins. “You were glued to that chair in Vegas.”
Shane tries not to blush. “It’s really comfortable.”
“Isn’t it? And the bartenders make a mean mocktail. I come here whenever I’m filming, since I’m not supposed to drink… Apparently, ‘my face gets puffy.’” Gloria wiggles her fingers in air quotes. She rolls her eyes and leans on Vaughn. “The food’s pretty good, too. Carter is obsessed with the pigs in a blanket.”
Shane blinks. “The what?”
“That’s it!” Vaughn roars, slapping the menu onto the table. “We’re getting some! You’ve gotta try ‘em!”
Shane hesitates. “I don’t know, my diet—”
“Respectfully, fuck your diet, dude! You fucked our team so hard tonight. Bennett almost cried after your second goal. You deserve a fuckin’ hotdog. They come with beer cheese, Hollander, and they’re so fuckin’ good they make me wanna cry too!” Vaughn insists. He wiggles his eyebrows at Shane. “Soooooo, you in?”
“Cool it, Vaughny,” Hunter chides. He plucks the menu out of Vaughn’s hands and passes it to Shane. “Let the kid eat what he wants.”
Their server appears. Hunter and Gloria order their drinks. While Vaughn rattles off his long list of appetizers, Shane quickly scans the menu. He’d eaten his post-game meal earlier. He doesn’t want another meal this late at night, but maybe he’ll sample the food. There’s no way that Vaughn is going to be able to eat everything he ordered.
There’s a non-alcoholic drink on the menu with ginger beer that sounds good. He points to it when the server turns to him. “This, please.”
“One virgin Moscow Mule, got it.” Shane wants to sink into his chair. Why did the server have to say it aloud? The man carries on, oblivious to Shane’s embarrassment. “Anything else?”
Shane shakes his head, along with the rest of the table. The server departs.
“You missed a good one tonight, Gloria.” Hunter smiles wryly. “Hollander was on a rampage.”
“Thanks, Mr. Hunter.” Shane wants to disappear again. The Mr. Hunter slipped out. He hasn’t called Hunter that since his rookie season.
Hunter looks slightly pained. “Please, rook. You’re making me feel like an old fuck. Just call me Scott.”
“I will if you start calling me Shane, not rook. Haven’t I kicked your ass enough yet?” Shane chirps. He’s not sure how far he can push off the ice, but Scott’s always been easygoing.
Scott snorts. “Touché, Shane.”
Vaughn chimes in. “And call me Carter! Y’know you’re allowed to have friends on other teams, right? Or do you have to keep things lowkey ‘cause of the media? I know they’re, like, weird as fuck about you and Roz.”
“What?” Shane’s voice is perfectly steady.
“The whole rivalry schtick? Hollander vs. Rozanov? Seems like bullshit to me. Or do you guys actually hate each other?”
Shane breathes in. Holds for four. Exhales. He shrugs.
“I don’t think he likes me,” Shane says quietly. It’s the truth. Even if it hurts to admit it.
Gloria gazes intently at Shane. She interrupts, “Alright, boys. That’s enough hockey. You just spent hours playing a game. I’d rather not spend the rest of the night talking about it, too. How was your summer, Shane?”
Shane had worked his ass off over the summer. Some days, he’d spent more time in the gym than out of it.
He wants that fucking Stanley Cup.
“Pretty boring,” Shane concedes. It’s another thing he doesn’t enjoy admitting. “I was training. I only took a couple days off to shoot an ad. I rescheduled my sponsorship meetings, so I’ll be back here a few more times this year. Thanks for all your suggestions on things to eat and do, by the way. I’m looking forward to that next time.”
Scott perks up. “Let me know if you’re planning to visit the serial killer exhibit. I’d love to go again.”
“Yeah, I’ll text you. That reminds me, I got a new number. Can I get yours?” Shane passes his phone to Scott, who adds his number before giving it back.
“Wait, an ad? Do you mean City Seltzer?” Gloria asks.
Shane cringes. “Oh… you saw that?”
“Of course! Everyone saw that, Shane. Cosmopolitan retweeted it.”
That is not what Shane wants to hear. He doesn’t need everyone staring at him, wet and shivering in a translucent white t-shirt, holding a can of something that he doesn’t even drink. He sighs. At least the pay had been good. “Great…”
“You never know!” Gloria giggles. “You might win Hottest Man in the MLH if you keep this up!”
“Great…” Shane repeats. He tries to sound a little more enthusiastic. He fails. “And how about you? How was your summer?”
“Really, really good!” Gloria beams. “Oh my gosh! My twin brother finally got married! He’s been dating this guy for literally forever. Like, since we were in high school—and no, I’m not going to tell you how long ago that was! But his boyfriend proposed last year and they just got married in August. The ceremony was so beautiful. I was his best man, obviously, and Carter came as my plus-one. I cried so, so much! I was sobbing in most of the photos. My brother convinced the wedding photographer to send me a collage of the ugliest ones. That little shit. Anyway, he and his husband are planning to go to Italy for their honeymoon and practically drown in pasta…”
Shane freezes as soon as Gloria says this guy. She continues to babble, but Shane barely hears her over his racing pulse.
Her brother married a man. She’s discussing his big gay wedding in front of MLH players.
Shane glances at Carter. Carter is smiling and nodding along.
Shane glances at Scott. No reaction. But that’s better than anger or disgust.
“—Shane?” Gloria prompts him. He can’t read her expression.
“…That sounds… nice...” Shane manages to say. It’s difficult to force the words out. He tries to keep his voice even. It doesn’t work. He sounds too sincere. A little choked up.
Gloria can tell. She smiles. “It was.”
Shane doesn’t dare look at Carter or Scott. He wishes desperately for the conversation to move on.
Gloria takes pity on him. She turns to Scott. “And what were you up to, hmm? Where’d you end up traveling this summer?”
“Greece,” Scott answers.
They move on.




The rest of the night goes well, but Shane is exhausted. He’s grateful when their server returns to close out their tab. He apologetically informs them that the bar will be closing soon, at 3:00am.
Shane’s never stayed up this late in his entire life. He feels slightly delirious.
He did, in fact, try Carter’s pigs in a blanket, along with several other appetizers. They were delicious. But now all Shane wants to do is fall asleep in this very large, soft, and comfortable armchair. He’s grown attached. The last thing he wants to do is get up, walk downstairs, stand outside in the chilly air, and wait for a ride to his hotel.
But he has to. He needs to fly back to Montréal tomorrow.
Shane sighs. He stands. He wobbles a little, but stays up. “I should get going.”
Gloria drags herself off the loveseat. She leaves Carter smushed into a corner. “Thanks for coming tonight, Shane. I had fun.”
“Me too,” Shane says, and means it.
“Can I hug you?”
Shane is pleasantly surprised that Gloria asked this time. “Okay.”
Gloria gets on tiptoe to squeeze him tight. She lets go before Shane’s silent countdown reaches zero.
“Good night, Shane. I’d like to do lunch when we’re both back in Montréal. Please actually text me this time.” She teases with a smile.
“Good night, Gloria,” Shane replies. “I will.”





  
    Chapter End Notes

    👏 Let 👏 Shane 👏 have 👏 friends! 👏

Hudson Williams said that he gained “nine pounds of clappable material” while he was filming the show. So I gave Shane fourteen. Good luck, Ilya. 😘

And speaking of Ilya, we didn’t see much of him here. But it’s finally his turn for a chapter! I’m so excited!!!
French TranslationsCapitaine - Captain
Criss, j’ai trop hâte! - Fuck, I can’t wait!
Other Notes
	As much as I wanted to have them all go to Kingfisher, I couldn’t imagine the New Yorkers bringing Shane into a queer space without knowing that he’d be a safe person to invite. They don’t know each other very well yet.

	That being said, in no universe can Shane walk into a bar and not be flirted with immediately.

	“Madame” is very loosely inspired by a vintage speakeasy cocktail lounge in NYC called Madame George. I haven’t been there, but the decor looks fun and wild!

	Gloria’s photo is of Coco Jones. Gloria’s character is not based on her in any way. I was looking for a beautiful woman with a kind, approachable smile and a somewhat sporty vibe to match Carter Vaughn’s energy. I wanted to use a celebrity so that there’d be photos of her in high fashion looks too. Feel free to imagine the characters however you want. 😘


Content WarningThere’s a lot of profanity. Blame the hockey boys.


  


      

  












      Chapter 8: (ilya) june 26 - october 11, 2014
  



    Chapter Notes

      Quick reminder that you can hover over the text (or click on mobile) for translations! They are also in the end notes.

I made some significant changes to Ilya’s last chapter. I shortened the timeframe, and made his first text to Shane less playful. You don’t have to go back, it’s at the top of this chapter.

That’s what I get for writing as I go… 🐣


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  
    [image: back]
        J

        Jane

    

    

Thu, Jun 26 at 15:38

             	Ilya

            	have a good summer



Delivered



Sun, Jun 29 at 11:06

             	Ilya

                	i go home in three days


                !


            
            
                	have you left for montreal?

                !

            

            
                	ah, you are on plane

                !

            


Not Delivered



Thu, Jul 3 at 2:12

             	Ilya

                	there are only boring movies on this flight


                !

            

            
                	you are home?

                !

            

            
                	ah, i can't text

                !

            


Not Delivered



Fri, Jul 4 at 14:47

             	Ilya

                	привет из россии (hello from russia)


                !

            


Not Delivered



Mon, Jul 28 at 17:23

             	Ilya

                	don’t work too hard this summer


                !

            

            
                	i will win again next year )))

                !

            


Not Delivered



Wed, Jul 30 at 9:51

             	Ilya

                	you are seeing this?


                !

            


Not Delivered


        

        
        
             	Ilya

                	hello?


                !

            


Not Delivered



    







    [image: back]
        J

        Jane

    


    

Fri, Aug 8 at 23:09

             	Ilya

                	i bought new phone


                !

            


Not Delivered



        

        
             	Ilya
            
                	блять (fuck)


                !

            


Not Delivered



Mon, Aug 11 at 20:35

             	Ilya

                	on another “silent retreat”?


                !

            

            
                	don’t have too much fun, jane )

                !

            


Not Delivered



Wed, Aug 27 at 11:29

             	Ilya

                	you forgot how to use phone?


                !

            


Not Delivered



Sat, Aug 30 at 18:56

             	Ilya

                	hollander?


                !

            

            
                	you are okay?

                !

            


Not Delivered



Calling Jane...


Call could not be completed.

             	Ilya

                	ah, i am blocked


                !

            


Not Delivered



Sun, Aug 31 at 21:44

              	Ilya

                	still mad about vegas?


                !

            


Not Delivered



Mon, Sep 1 at 4:01

             	Ilya

                	did i hurt you?


                !

            


Not Delivered



Fri, Sep 12 at 10:17

             	Ilya

                	i am in boston now


                !

            

            
                	vodka here is terrible

                !

            


Not Delivered



Calling Jane...


Call could not be completed.


Sat, Sep 13 at 0:58

             	Ilya

                	ansswr phn


                !

            

            
                	hhlndr

                !

            

            
                	pleasee

                !

            


Not Delivered



Calling Jane... (3)


Call could not be completed.

             	Ilya

                	fck yuo too


                !

            


Not Delivered



Calling Jane... (2)


Call could not be completed.


Sat, Sep 13 at 2:26


Calling Jane...


Call could not be completed.


Sat, Sep 13 at 3:05

             	Ilya

                	i dnot need yuo


                !

            

            
                	мне никто не нужен (i don’t need anyone)

                !

            

            
                	почему ты мне не отвечаешь (why won’t you answer me)

                !

            

            
                	ты в порядке (are you okay)?

                !

            


Not Delivered



Calling Jane...


Call could not be completed.


Sun, Sep 14 at 12:33

             	Ilya

                	ignore that


                !

            


Not Delivered



        

        
             	Ilya

                	i know you will 


                !

            


Not Delivered



Tue, Sep 30 at 8:42

             	Ilya

                	you are with admirals?


                !

            

            
                	why?

                !

            


Not Delivered



Fri, Oct 10 at 19:59

             	Ilya

                	you don’t want to talk?


                !

            

            
                	fine

                !

            

            
                	i will make you

                !

            

            
                	i will score hat trick

                !

            

            
                	i will send montreal home crying

                !

            

            
                	it will be very embarrassing

                !

            

            
                	unless you answer me

                !

            

            
                	then maybe i only score twice

                !

            


Not Delivered



Calling Jane...


Call could not be completed.


Sat, Oct 11 at 14:10

             	Ilya

                	see you soon.


                !

            


Not Delivered


    







  
    Chapter End Notes

    Thank you for walking with me on my Shane-makes-friends journey last chapter. I appreciate all your kudos, comments, and enthusiasm! I was admittedly nervous that people would find this story too boring to read because it takes a while for Ilya to get on the page and stay there. But I think it’s important for Shane to explore who he is and what he wants. 🥹

Don’t worry, Ilya and Shane will get their happy ending. ❤️

In the meantime, this was the hardest chapter to write (and code). Several messages reference canon texts or dialogue.

To be clear, Ilya’s chapters will focus on his interactions with Shane. He’s still doing things and texting other people during the summer. I just didn’t write about it.

On a scale of 1 to 10, how bad is Ilya’s crashout so far?

Next time—the reunion! 🫣
Russian Translationsпривет из россии - hello from russia
блять - fuck
мне никто не нужен - i don’t need anyone
почему ты мне не отвечаешь - why won’t you answer me
ты в порядке? - are you okay?
Content WarningNone for this chapter.


  


      

  












      Chapter 9: (shane) the bell centre
  



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  October 11, 2014
Shane opens his eyes.
His alarm hasn’t gone off yet, but he won’t be able to fall back asleep. Not today. He sighs. His sheets rustle as he rolls over in bed. He lies there a moment longer, envisioning the day ahead.
Get up. Get ready. Have breakfast. Do yoga.
Go to the Bell Centre. Practice. Do media. Shower. Have lunch.
Go home. Shower again. Nap. Have tea. Review tape. Have dinner.
Go back. Get ready.
Play the Boston Raiders.
It’ll be his first time seeing Rozanov since Las Vegas.
Shane bites his lip. He tries not to think about it. It doesn’t work.
He can do this. Playing hockey is his job. He loves it. Shane does it all the time. He did it yesterday. He’ll do it again tomorrow. Today is just another day. This is his city. He’s going to go to the rink and play and win. He’s not going to speak to Rozanov. He won’t even look at him. He’s going to come home, have his post-game meal, shower, do skincare, climb into bed, read another chapter of his book, and go to sleep.
Shane bites harder.
He tastes blood.




Shane’s bottom lip continues to bleed as he goes through his morning routine.
It stings when he brushes his teeth. Blood smears across his mouth when he washes his face. He licks it away. The bleeding slows as he shaves. It finally stops halfway through his skincare regimen.
Shane has always had very sensitive skin. He’d cried a lot because of it, when he was a child. Everything had itched and scratched and made him want to scream.
His parents and doctors eventually figured out that he was allergic to their fabric softener—among other things—but it’d taken a while. His mom’s skincare had helped in the meantime. It had been his favorite part of the day, when she gathered him on her lap after a bath and rubbed moisturizer into his irritated skin. He would count the gentle strokes of her hands. He still remembers how nice it felt.
Things are better now. Shane knows what to avoid.
He’s graduated from ultra-thick moisturizer to a variety of skincare products recommended by his mom. She’d seen the uncomfortable look on his face during his first professional photoshoot. The makeup artist had plastered on foundation to cover a few blemishes and even out his skin tone. He’d wanted to crawl out of his own skin the entire time.
His mom had taught him skincare that same night. He’d found it embarrassing, until she reminded him that better skin meant less makeup and fewer strangers touching him. That had been enough to change Shane’s mind.
As a rookie, Shane had worried what his future teammates might say about it. Skincare isn’t manly. Before he joined the MLH, he’d gotten plenty of shit for being weird or Asian-Canadian. He didn’t need to get called slurs for using sunscreen, too.
Fortunately, most of the Metros leave him alone. They care more about winning.
Shane never sees the other guys apply anything to their faces but aftershave. Some of them just scrub off in the shower with locker room soap. Those are the ones who chirp him for taking care of his skin.
Hayden isn’t one of them. They always room together on roadies. It took Shane a couple years to feel okay about bringing his skincare along on trips. Hayden had been surprised the first time he saw Shane unpack it. He’d watched with fascination as Shane lined up a bunch of tiny, travel-sized products on their shared bathroom counter. He’d stared as Shane applied them systematically, step-by-step, that evening.
Shane had braced for teasing when Hayden remarked that his wife used the same eye cream. But that had been the end of it. There’d been no punchline. Every now and then, when Hayden is planning to buy a gift for Jackie, he’ll ask about skincare brands that Shane likes. He takes notes on his phone. Hayden has never made fun of Shane for it.
Nowadays, Shane enjoys going through his skincare regimen. It’s almost meditative. It helps him calm down and focus.
It’s not enough, today. Shane can’t seem to relax.
His skin feels raw. He frowns and applies a second layer of serum.




Shane settles once he eats an egg white omelette, drinks his green smoothie, and does some yoga.
The drive to the Bell Centre goes smoothly.
His morning skate goes even better. The Metros have been clicking all season. Edges are sharp. Checks are heavy. Passes are clean. The guys can mostly keep up with him. Shane is pleased when he steps off the ice. The feeling lingers as he does his post-practice workout and cooldown in the gym.
Media wipes the smile right off his face.
Shane hates when the Public Relations team invites reporters into the locker room. He’s tired and sweaty. All he wants right now is a hot shower and his pre-game meal with the team. He’s not in the mood for an interview. He almost never is.
The media doesn’t care. They stop him near the entrance. The first reporter to reach him shouts, “Shane Hollander! The Montréal Metros have been unstoppable since the start of the 2014-15 season. What’s changed since your early exit from the last playoffs? To what do you attribute your success?”
Shane takes a swig from his water bottle. He refrains from dumping the rest of the water over his head. Or the reporter’s. He answers, “We put in the work. The guys and I trained hard over the summer. We want to win, and I think that shows.”
A different reporter leans in, clutching her notebook. She exclaims, “Hollander! What’s your strategy for tonight?”
“Put some pucks into nets.”
The media titters. For some reason, they always think that Shane is joking when he says this. How else is he supposed to win?
“Hollander! This is your first time facing Ilya Rozanov since he led the Boston Raiders to victory over the San Francisco Missions in Game 6 of the Stanley Cup Final. What do you have to say to him tonight?” Yet another overeager reporter shoves his tape recorder in Shane’s face. Several cameras flash.
Shane’s jaw clenches. “Nothing.”
“Really?” The reporter refuses to move on.
“Let the hockey speak for itself,” Shane replies. “Excuse me.”
He steps through the crowd of reporters. He pretends not to hear their protests. He’s done.
As he heads towards his locker, Shane peels his black compression shirt off. He slings it over his shoulder. He runs a hand through his damp hair, pushing it off his face.
The cameras flash again, frenzied, as he walks away.
Shane doesn’t look back.




Shane opens his eyes.
He’s standing in the Bell Centre’s kitchen. His hair is tousled and damp. He smells clean, like his shampoo and bodywash. He must’ve showered. He’s dressed in the same gray sweatshirt and black joggers that he’d worn to the arena.
Most of the Metros are here too. Everyone is waiting in line for lunch. The culinary team hustles back-and-forth, rushing to prepare their meals.
“Here you go, Mr. Hollander. Salmon with brown rice and roasted vegetables.” One of the chefs announces as she hands Shane’s standard pre-game lunch to him. Her crisp white uniform is almost as bright as her smile.
“Thank you, Talia.” Shane is glad that she’s on duty today. Lunch always looks nicer when she’s in charge. She spends time plating the food neatly, instead of just piling it as high as possible.
Shane’s stomach growls as he inspects his plate. He’s suddenly starving. He hadn’t had much of an appetite last night, and he’d struggled to choke down his omelette this morning. He grabs a can of sparkling water from the cooler before he heads over to the lounge. He sits down at the closest table. He promptly starts shoveling food into his mouth.
“Hungry, Capitaine (Captain)?” J.J. wiggles his eyebrows and offers Shane fries from his own steak frites.
Shane shakes his head. He’s not that hungry yet. He mumbles, “Just want to win.”
“Câlisse oui (Fuck yeah)! Remember what I said. If Rozanov fucks you, I’m gonna fuck him up!” J.J. declares.
Shane chokes on his salmon.
The rest of the table laughs.
Hayden chuckles and nudges J.J. with his elbow. “Almost had it that time, buddy.”




Shane follows his plan for the day.
He goes home. He showers again. He naps for precisely forty-seven minutes. He has a cup of black tea with two slices of lemon. He puts on his glasses and reviews tape of the Raiders’ last few games. He has dinner—more salmon, this time with quinoa and a salad.
He forces himself to sit on the sofa until it’s time to go.
Then he goes.
He tapes his stick. He writes his mom’s name on the knob, and his dad’s name on the blade.
He gets dressed. He puts on his left skate, then his right. He traces the outline of the 24 on the back of his jersey before he tugs it over his head.
He steps onto the ice.




It’s easy to avoid Rozanov, at first. Shane warms up on the other side of the rink. He doesn’t need to look at Rozanov while he stretches, runs passing drills, and flicks shots past Drapeau into the net.
It’s harder once the game begins. Shane skates to center ice for the opening faceoff.
Rozanov glides in to meet him. “You look pretty.”
Shane won’t look at him.
“Shame you got all dressed up just to lose,” Rozanov drawls.
Shane refuses to look at anything but the faceoff dot. He isn’t sure what he’ll see on Rozanov’s face. Satisfaction? Mockery? Disinterest? Or, worst of all—pity.
Shane doesn’t want to know what Rozanov thinks of him. He’s not going to like the answer.
Shane wins the faceoff.
But Rozanov scores the first goal.
0-1.




“Nothing to say, Hollander? I thought my first goal would, ah, inspire you.” Rozanov chirps the next time they meet for a faceoff.
Shane doesn't reply.
Rozanov snatches the puck.




Coach Desjardins pulls Shane aside during the first intermission.
“C’mon, Hollander,” he snaps. “Get your goddamn shit together. Don’t let them humiliate us in our own barn.”
Shane is trying.
He really is.




Rozanov sighs as they bend down for another faceoff. They’re halfway through the second period. “Maybe you are fifteenth-best Metros player tonight. Are you planning to show up? This is getting boring.”
Shane scowls. He’ll show Rozanov boring. He wins the faceoff.
Marleau checks him immediately. He strips the puck off Shane’s tape. He tears across the ice. It’s a breakaway.
His slapshot ricochets bar down, straight past Drapeau’s outstretched mitt.
0-2.




Coach Theriault screams at Shane during the second intermission.
Shane stands there, silent.




“Scared, Hollander? Maybe you should be.” Rozanov taunts at the start of the third period. He taps the ice sharply with his stick as they move into position. Shane flinches at the sound.
The linesman reprimands Rozanov.
Shane doesn’t look up. He loses the faceoff.
Rozanov scores again.
0-3.




Shane scores late in the third period.
1-3.
He doesn’t feel any better.




“There you are!” Rozanov teases. “I thought maybe you went home. Having a good night?”
Shane doesn’t reply.
Rozanov doesn’t care. He continues, “That’s nice. I think there’s still time for a hat trick. Should I do now, or wait ‘til last second?”
Shane doesn’t reply.
Rozanov shrugs. “Because, I don’t know, last second’s more fun, but…”
Shane doesn’t reply.
The puck drops. Rozanov wins the faceoff.
He scores.
1-4.




Rozanov scored a hat trick against the Montréal Metros on their home ice.
He should be delighted. It doesn’t seem like he is, though. It’s hard to tell without looking at him, but Shane thinks he’s angry.
Rozanov slams Shane into the boards with thirty seconds left on the clock. He ignores the puck. He stays pressed up against Shane, grinding him into the plexiglass. The warmth of his body sears Shane to the bone.
Shane is ashamed to realize that he still doesn’t count when Rozanov touches him.
“Да посмотри же на меня, блять (Fucking look at me)!” Rozanov snarls into Shane’s ear. He leans closer, harder. “Почему ты не хочешь посмотреть (Why won’t you look)—”
J.J. pulls Rozanov off and punches him in the face.




The buzzer blares.
The game is finally over.
Shane drifts to the Metros’ bench. He stands by their door as they exit the ice.
“Good game,” he repeats, again and again.
Rozanov steps out of the penalty box. He skates over to the Raiders’ door. He fist bumps every player that passes him.
“Good job,” he praises, louder than usual. “I love you. Good job. I love you. Good job. I love you. I love you. I love you.”
Shane won’t look at him.
He can’t.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Remember that there is a happy ending. 🫣

Rozanov's hat trick dialogue is from Heated Rivalry S1E4: Rose.
TranslationsFrench (🇫🇷) & Russian (🇷🇺)
🇫🇷 Capitaine - Captain
🇫🇷 Câlisse oui! - Fuck yeah!
🇷🇺 Да посмотри же на меня, блять! - Fucking look at me!
🇷🇺 Почему ты не хочешь посмотреть— - Why won’t you look—
Content WarningBrief, vague references to toxic hockey culture, including racism and homophobia. Hints of Shane’s internalized homophobia and struggle for self-acceptance.


  


      

  












      Chapter 10: (shane) montréal
  



    Chapter Notes

      Please mind the content warning (in the end notes). 🙏


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  
        

        [image: An avatar photo of Gloria Grey wearing a black dress and smiling playfully.]
        
            Gloria Grey 🗽

        


Mon, Oct 13 at 9:09 AM

            	Shane

            	Hi, Gloria.

            	Are you back in Montréal?

            	Would you like to grab lunch this weekend?

        


        
            	Gloria

            	I’d love to!

            	😊

        


        
            	Shane

            	When works best for you?

        


        
            	Gloria

            	Saturday at 11?

        


        
            	Shane

            	Okay.

            	What do you want to eat?

        


        
            	Gloria

            	Surprise me!

            	Let’s go to a place you like.

            	I’m down to eat anything.

            	🍽️

        


        
            	Shane

            	Do you have any dietary restrictions or allergies?

        


        
            	Gloria

            	Nope!

        


        
            	Shane

            	[A restaurant with a mural of traditional Japanese artwork and a table full of delicious Japanese food.][image: A restaurant with a mural of traditional Japanese artwork and a table full of delicious Japanese food.]
                Kagiya

5.0★ (188 reviews)



            

            	How about here?

        


        
            	Gloria

            	Oh wow, the menu looks incredible!

            	I can’t wait!

            	🤤️

        

    




October 14, 2014
Practice had been grueling.
Coach Theriault was still furious about their loss to the Boston Raiders on home ice. He’d forced the team to do bag skates until they could hardly breathe. Then he’d made them stand and watch as he put Shane through accuracy drills. As if that had been the only problem last Saturday.
Shane wobbles back into the locker room after a quick detour to the bathroom to vomit. Everyone avoids him, as if the coaches’ wrath might somehow be contagious. Most of them slink off to the showers when he approaches. Not Hayden. Hayden is plastered to the floor, flat on his back, with his eyes shut.
“You okay, dude?” Shane sinks onto the floor beside Hayden. The rubber mats could use a deep cleaning. They smell weird, but Shane’s so exhausted that he doesn’t even care. It feels so fucking good to sit down.
“No, man.” Hayden moans. “I think I’m hearing colors. Your voice sounds green as fuck.”
“Swear jar, Hayd,” Shane mumbles halfheartedly. His hands won’t stop trembling.
Hayden pleads, “Wish me luck. It’s just me and the kids tonight, and I can’t feel my legs. They’re gonna run circles around me.”
“Jackie won’t be there?”
“Yeah, no. She’s been looking forward to girls’ night for weeks. They’re going to the spa and doing, I dunno, arts and crafts, I guess. She’s excited about it.” Hayden rolls onto his side with a wince. “This last month has been an absolute fucking shitshow, Shane. Sometimes literally. The twins have officially hit the terrible twos. Jackie had a rough time with them while we were on our roadie. There’s no fucking way I’d ask her to cancel. I’d rather get back on the ice right now for another practice.”
They both groan at the thought.
“Fuck,” Shane sighs. He’s given up on reminding Hayden about the swear jar. They both deserve to run their mouths. “My arms are burning. Don’t know if I can lift them. But between the two of us, there’s a full set of arms and legs. Want me to come help look after the girls?”
Hayden’s eyes pop open. “Holy fuck, you’d do that, dude?”
“Yeah. I think I can sit on the sofa and read a picture book or two.” Shane quips with a smile.
“You’re my fucking hero, buddy.”




Shane still can’t feel one of his arms later that night—because a toddler is sitting on it.
“…The caterpillar ate through one nice, green leaf, and after that, he felt much better,” Shane reads aloud from the picture book. He’s not good at doing funny voices, the way Hayden and Jackie are, but the twins don’t seem to mind.
Jade stares up at Shane with big blue eyes, clinging to his left arm. Shane doesn’t think she’s blinked in the last minute. Her yellow pajamas are covered in tiny hedgehogs. She’s holding onto a hedgehog plush too. She keeps trying to sneak it into Shane’s lap. Her light blond hair is in a crooked braid, thanks to Hayden.
On Shane’s right, Ruby’s hair is tied up in two lopsided pigtails. That was the best that Shane could manage. Her pajamas are blue, with little polar bears wearing red scarves. She leans against his stomach, holding onto a fistful of his Metros hoodie. She loves the book's vivid illustrations. She giggles whenever Shane squeezes his pinky through the holes in the cardboard pages.
Hayden lounges on Ruby’s other side. His head is tipped over the back of the sofa. He snores quietly, open-mouthed. He’s been dead asleep since page three. Shane tries not to look at him. He doesn’t want to laugh and ruin the story.
“Now he wasn’t hungry anymore. And he wasn’t a little caterpillar anymore. He was a big, fat caterpillar.” Shane murmurs, pointing to the caterpillar in question. It takes up the whole page.
Ruby oohs and reaches for the book. Shane pauses to show it to her.
When she seems satisfied, Shane moves the book over to Jade. She’s too busy staring at his face to care.
Shane clears his throat and continues. “He built a small house, called a cocoon, around himself.” He traces the shape of it with his fingertips to show the girls. Ruby wants to do it too. Shane lets her. Then he reads, “He stayed inside for more than two weeks. Then he nibbled a hole in the cocoon, pushed his way out, and…”
Shane turns the page. “He was a beautiful butterfly.”
Both girls gasp softly.
Shane smiles.




“Shi—I mean, shoot, dude, I’m sorry I passed out like that! Me and Jackie barely got any shut-eye this week.” Hayden whisper-babbles when he finally wakes up. He keeps his voice low, because the twins had fallen asleep partway through a different picture book with llamas. “Thanks for keeping the girls busy. Seriously. I owe you one, buddy.”
“It’s fine,” Shane says, and means it. It had been nice to be wanted, if only for a little while.
Even now, Jade pouts and grumbles sleepily as Hayden pries her off of Shane. Ruby tries to escape by sticking her head into the pocket of Shane’s hoodie. Shane carefully scoops her up and follows Hayden as he carries Jade upstairs.
Shane’s entire body hurts, but he’s pushed through worse before. This is worth it.
Bedtime is surprisingly easy.
Hayden had given the girls baths earlier. Shane had scavenged in the Pikes’ kitchen while Hayden was busy. As expected, the fridge was full of Jackie’s neatly-labelled glass tupperware. He’d reheated some leftovers. They'd all eaten dinosaur chicken nuggets with macaroni and cheese for dinner. At least the girls had been thrilled.
Afterwards, Ruby and Jade hadn’t wanted to go to bed because Shane was there. They’d compromised by having Shane read their bedtime stories on the sofa. Now they’re too drowsy and content to complain about being tucked in.
Shane and Hayden tiptoe downstairs once the girls are asleep.
“Man, what a day!” Hayden flops into the recliner.
“Yeah.” Shane sits gingerly on the sofa. He’s glad there’s no practice tomorrow.
“So, what’re you up to this weekend?” Hayden asks. Shane recognizes that particular tone of voice. It means that Hayden is about to whip out his phone and open up Instagram. He’s constantly trying to introduce Shane to Jackie’s friends. Shane doesn’t know why Hayden cares so much about finding him a date.
Shane is too tired to feign polite disinterest. “I already have plans.”
“Plans?”
“Lunch plans,” Shane clarifies.
Hayden’s eyebrows slowly rise. “Oh?”




October 18, 2014
“So, Gloria’s just a buddy?” Hayden asks, for the fourth time in as many days.
“Yes,” Shane says, also for the fourth time.
He sighs as he laces up his shoes. He almost wishes that morning skate had been harder. But Coach Desjardins was in charge today. He’d been pleased with their 3-0 shutout of the Ottawa Centaurs on Thursday. Practice had been light. Hayden has plenty of energy to pry. 
Hayden had been delighted to discover that Shane was meeting someone for lunch. He’d tried to wheedle the details out of Shane. He hadn’t succeeded—until Jackie returned from girls’ night. She’d been glowing from the spa and holding a homemade scented candle. That hadn’t prevented her from being a better interrogator than the MLH media.
Shane finds it impossible to lie to Jackie. How is he supposed to lie to somebody who keeps special, Shane-approved snacks—Shnacks, she calls them jokingly—in her pantry? He can’t. She’s so kind to him. And her eyes are such a piercing shade of green.
Jackie had asked a few simple, thoughtful questions.
Shane had folded like a wet paper bag. He’d told her everything in five minutes flat. It’s his own fault for not fleeing the Pikes’ house before it was too late.
“Do I look like I’m going on a date?” Shane deadpans. His hair is dripping from his post-practice shower. He’s wearing his red-and-white Team Canada fleece from the Olympics. It’s the most comfortable thing he owns. Underneath it is a black, long-sleeved henley shirt. It’s slightly rumpled from being crammed into his locker. Shane’s dark jeans are presentable but have seen better days. His Reeboks are, well, Reeboks.
Hayden is unfazed. He’s determined to be enthusiastic enough for the both of them. “You look great, dude! So soft! Women are super into that! You look like, uh… like you’d be really good at cuddling!”
Shane laughs. He can’t help it. It’s too ironic, given the last time he’d tried to linger after sex. Rozanov hadn’t wanted to look at him, let alone hold him. They hadn’t kissed. They hadn’t even touched. Shane shakes his head. “Hayd, that’s ridiculous. And Gloria has a boyfriend. Carter Vaughn, remember? From the Admirals?”
Comeau scoffs as he struts towards the sauna. “As if that’d stop her.”
A couple feet away, Berkes scrubs off with a towel. He grins and chirps, “Honestly, good shit, Hollander. Sleeping with the enemy. Didn’t think ya had it in ya.”
“I mean, I guess she’s pretty…” Wilson muses under his breath as he tugs on his socks, “for, y’know… that kinda girl.”
Shane frowns. He calls out sharply, “What’s that supposed to mean?”
From the opposite side of the locker room, Gagnon rolls his eyes. “Quit actin’ like you don’t know. You got chicks fuckin’ droppin’ panties for you left and right. Bet she’ll bend over for you too, if you ask nice. Anythin’ for Shane Hollander, right, boys?”
A few of the guys nod or chuckle.
Shane’s frown deepens. He stands. “Don’t fucking talk about her like that.”
“Guys, c’mon,” Hayden starts. He’s quickly drowned out.
Comeau waves his hand. “Yeah, yeah.”
“Don’t be such a prude,” Berkes grumbles.
J.J. saunters in from the showers. His cheerful whistling stalls when he notices the tension in the locker room. He glances around. “C'est quoi ce bordel (What the hell)?”
Shane insists, “I’m serious. Don’t go around saying shit like that.”
“Whatever you say, Captain,” Gagnon retorts. He smirks and blows Shane a kiss.
“She has a boyfriend,” Shane repeats through gritted teeth. “And even if she didn’t, I’m not looking for a girlfriend right now. We’ve got a fucking Cup to win. Or have you forgotten?”
Shane raises his voice. He declares, in a calm but irrefutable manner, “If you spent half as much effort on your game as you do on running your fucking mouths, the Metros would already have a goddamn Cup.”
He glares. First at Gagnon. Then Berkes, Comeau, and Wilson. Then the rest of the locker room.
Shane waits for the guys who sniggered to shift uncomfortably on the benches. He still doesn’t speak. They look down.
The room is silent.
Shane waits a little longer. He clenches his fists. Just in case.
Nobody moves.
“Keep that fucking shit out of my locker room.” Shane orders, with finality. He grabs his gear bag and slings it over his shoulder. He can feel the Metros watching him. Their stares stab into his back. “See you on the ice.”
He leaves and doesn’t look back.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    I started this chapter planning for it to be pure fluff. And then along came the Montréal Metros. So instead we got the best and worst of Montréal. 🙄

I promise we’ll get more of Shane’s thoughts about what happened with Ilya in the next chapter. He’s not letting himself think about it right now.

Next time—lunch with Gloria! 🍱
Other Notes
	I used the names from the Game Changers book series for Hayden’s twin daughters.

	The books that Shane reads to the Pike twins are The Very Hungry Caterpillar by Eric Carle and Llama Llama Red Pajama by Anna Dewdney.

	Uncle Shane is so precious to me. Just imagining him reading silly picture books in his serious voice gets me all… 🥹

French TranslationsC'est quoi ce bordel? - What the hell?
Content WarningToxic hockey culture, including racism, homophobia, misogyny, and abusive coaches. Very brief mention of vomiting due to physical overexertion.
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  Shane has to sit in his car for a while.
He stares out at the Bell Centre’s parking lot. He curls his fingers around the steering wheel. Dappled sunlight filters through the windshield onto his clenched fists.
He breathes in. Slow and deep. Holds for four. Exhales. Repeats a few times.
Shane doesn’t like messing with his game day routine. But today, he’s glad for the disruption. He knows he’d end up punching one—or more—of his teammates. There’s no way he’d be able to calmly eat lunch with them, after what they just said.
Shane bites his lip. Hard. He’d thought that things were getting better in the Metros’ locker room. That he’d been making them better. That he’d been a good Captain.
Maybe not.
Shane thumps his head against the back of his seat. He sighs. This isn’t something that he’ll be able to fix before they play the Brooklyn Scouts tonight.
He’ll need to talk to some of the other guys. The ones who’d been quiet, resigned. Unsurprised. He needs to know how often this kind of thing happens when he’s not in the room. Given some of the shit that Coach Theriault has said, Shane won’t be able to trust his word that everything’s fine, Hollander.
Shane sighs. He unlocks his phone, opens his notes, and adds a new item to the top of his to-do list.

        

Notes


October 18, 2014 at 10:41 AM
	To Do

            	
                Talk to the guys
            

            	
                Ask Gérard for more stick tape - 1 black, 2 white rolls
            

            	
                Ask Talia not to use tilapia in weekly meal prep
            

            	
                Try new protein powder - lemon?
            

            	
                ✔Preorder hockey biography
            

            	
                Find realtor business card
            

            	
                ✔Get package from mailroom
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He checks off another item: Find realtor business card. He’d found it this morning, tucked behind Rozanov’s keycard in his wallet.
Shane still hasn’t been able to throw Rozanov’s key away. It’s been months since Las Vegas. Rozanov hasn’t texted—obviously. He probably wouldn’t have, even if he could. Shane is certain of that now.
Rozanov had been the same as ever at their last game. Chirping, teasing, and doing whatever it takes to win.
That’s one of the things that Shane likes best about Rozanov. Rozanov doesn’t hesitate. He takes what he wants on the ice. Most of the time, he’s strong, fast, or clever enough to get it. He’s fucking good. He’s the only hockey player that’s ever really challenged Shane. The only one who’d seen him, and not just what Shane wants people to see.
Clearly, Rozanov hadn’t liked what he’d seen. He’d pushed Shane away, and away, and away. As far as he could. Again and again. Until Shane finally understood what Rozanov had been telling him all along.
Nothing has changed for Rozanov. It’s Shane who’s different now.
Shane wants something real.
Rozanov doesn’t.
Shane sighs again. He reaches into his back pocket. He takes out his wallet and opens it.
He traces the gilded edge of Rozanov’s keycard. The metallic sheen is beginning to fade, from how often he’s touched it. He strokes the winged lion a final time before he slides the key back into his wallet.
Tomorrow, he promises himself.
He’ll throw it out tomorrow.




Shane’s car is reliable. Practical. Good in the snow. Excellent for parallel parking.
He has no trouble squeezing into a space a few blocks down from Kagiya. His car looks perfectly ordinary. It blends in with the rest of the cars on the street. Shane leaves it behind without a second thought.
Wispy clouds drift lazily across the pale blue sky. The brisk fall air slips beneath his shirt. Shane shivers. He zips his fleece up and buries his face in the collar. He wishes he’d dried his hair before storming out of the locker room.
He walks faster. Not fast enough.
“Excuse me!” A woman calls. “Are you Shane Hollander?”
Shane’s brief hesitation betrays him.
“You are!” she exclaims. Her grin widens as she steps into his path. “I thought I recognized that outfit.”
Not for the first time, Shane silently curses his sense of style. Or lack thereof. “Hi, yeah, it’s me.”
It takes him six minutes, his media smile, a three-second handshake, an autograph, and eleven more selfies to escape.
Shane quickly shrugs off his Team Canada jacket before anyone else can spot him. He hurries towards the restaurant. Luckily, he’d planned to arrive early, so he’s still on time.
Gloria is standing by the door, looking at her phone. It takes Shane a moment to recognize her. She’s wrapped up from head to toe. Her black baseball cap is pulled low. Oversized sunglasses hide the rest of her face. Her long, gray trench coat matches the pavement.
“Hi, Shane,” she greets him when he arrives. She doesn’t attempt to hug him.
Shane hears the distinct click of a camera shutter anyway. He wrinkles his nose. “Hey, Gloria. Let’s go in.”
Kagiya isn’t fancy. It’s a quaint, family-owned restaurant with traditional decor. Shane had stumbled upon it years ago while searching for authentic Japanese food in Montréal. He’s returned many times since. It’s one of his favorite places to eat. The food is simple but delicious. The regular customers leave him alone.
The owner is a graceful, willowy woman named Miharu. She reminds Shane of his grandmother, in both looks and temperament. She’s never watched a game of hockey in her life. She has no idea who he is. She calls him by his Japanese name, Shin’ya, like his mom’s side of the family does. Unlike them, she doesn’t mock Shane for his slow and clumsy responses in Japanese.
“いらっしゃいませ、進弥くん (Welcome, Shin’ya),” Miharu calls when he enters. She stands behind the bar, polishing beer glasses. Her silver hair is twisted back into a bun, and her black apron is spotless. She bows slightly and gestures towards the left side of the restaurant. There are a few private rooms along that wall, enclosed by shoji screens. Shane had called ahead yesterday to reserve one.
“ありがとう、美春さん。 (Thank you, Mrs. Miharu.)” Shane replies, nodding back. He feels a little self-conscious speaking Japanese in front of Gloria. He hopes that he isn’t blushing. He turns to Gloria and murmurs, “This way.”
Gloria’s boots click against the wooden floor as they walk over. Nobody looks twice. He’s relieved.
Shane removes his Reeboks at the entrance. He puts them into an unobtrusive shoe rack beside the door. Gloria pauses, then follows suit without comment. They step inside.
The room is modest but comfortable. The semi-translucent shoji screens let in light, but are opaque enough that they’ll have privacy. On the back wall, there’s a gorgeous mural of a woman in a kimono walking through a field of blossoming flowers. The floors are made of tatami. Shane wore extra-thick socks today so that he wouldn’t feel the texture of the woven mats. He folds his fleece and sets it aside. Then he sinks down onto one of the plump cushions surrounding the low table.
“I’ve gotta admit, this isn’t what I was expecting when I told you to pick a place. Consider me surprised!” Gloria proclaims as she peels off her disguise. For a moment, Shane worries that she’s about to tell him that she doesn’t want to sit on the floor. That’s one of the reasons why he doesn’t visit with the Metros. But when he glances up, Gloria is beaming. “This is fun! And it smells so good. I’ve been drooling since we walked in the door.”
“You can’t go wrong here,” Shane confirms. “I’ve liked everything that I’ve tried.”
“Any favorites?”
Shane ponders. “I love their nabe in the winter. Their lunch specials are always good, too. This is an izakaya, so they mostly serve Japanese pub food. We should order a bunch of small plates to share. Then you’ll be able to try more things.”
“Sounds good to me! I’ll eat whatever.” Gloria grins as she sits down. She’s dressed casually, like Shane, but her graphic t-shirt and jeans are tailored to look more stylish.
Miharu comes to offer them menus and take their drink orders. She speaks to them in a fluent combination of Japanese and English, which Shane mirrors more tentatively. Gloria asks for a highball. Shane sticks to water and green tea. He needs to stay hydrated ahead of his game. When the owner returns with their drinks, Shane orders a large assortment of yakitori, tempura, gyoza, sashimi, tsukemono, and vegetarian side dishes.
“I’ve got something for you,” Shane states once Miharu leaves. He takes the business card out of his wallet and hands it to Gloria. She examines it curiously as Shane rambles, “When we first met, you mentioned wanting to buy a place in Montréal. I’ve worked with this realtor before. He’s very professional. Very discreet. He has access to a lot of higher-end properties that don’t get listed publicly. He’ll be able to help you, if you’re still looking.”
“Oh! Yeah, I’m still looking. I’m renting downtown for now. My assistant has been searching for months, but I just haven’t found anything that feels right. I’ll have her reach out to him. Thank you!” Gloria smiles and tucks the card into her purse.
“My mom said I should get you flowers for wrapping up your tv series. But I thought it’d be weird. And also, I’m kind of allergic. So a business card is better for everybody.”
Gloria laughs. “You talk about me with your mom?”
“I talk about everything with her,” Shane admits. Well, almost everything. He definitely hasn’t spoken to her about Rozanov. “She’s my manager, too.”
“Ah,” Gloria says, drawing it out. “That explains why you’re always so booked and busy! It won’t be long before I see your ads plastered all over Times Square, mark my words!”
Shane cringes. “Hopefully I won’t be cold and wet in them.”
“So you agree you’ll be there!”
“Maybe after a Stanley Cup or two.” Shane smirks into his teacup.
“Shane Hollander!” Gloria gasps. “You’re secretly a little shit, aren’t you?”
“Probably,” Shane concedes, giving up on hiding his expression. It only delights Gloria more.
A knock on the doorframe interrupts their conversation.
“Hello. すみません。 (Excuse me.)” Miharu calls. She pauses before sliding the screen open. She enters, bearing a tray nearly overflowing with food. Two more servers follow her inside, carrying more dishes. The servers carefully arrange everything on the table and top off their drinks. Miharu nods and adds, “ごゆっくりどうぞ。 (Please enjoy your meal.)  Tell me if you’d like more, Shin’ya.”
“ありがとうございます。 (Thank you very much.)” Shane thanks her.
“Thank you! This looks wonderful.” Gloria chimes in. Miharu and the others bow slightly before leaving.
Once they’ve departed, Gloria declares, wide-eyed, “This is a ton of food!”
Shane shrugs. He’ll probably order more later. She probably will too, once she tastes it. “We’ve got a game tonight. I’ll burn it off.”
“You sure you need all that for the Scouts?” Gloria teases as she reaches for the yakitori. The first skewer she grabs has grilled chicken thighs and green onions. It glistens temptingly.
Shane licks his lips and takes a few skewers himself. He chuckles. “Not a fan, huh? I thought you’d still root for them since they’re from New York.”
“My pity only goes so far,” Gloria sniffs as she digs in. Shane laughs again. Gloria lowers her voice and whispers, “Honestly, I’m not that big on hockey. I didn’t realize that Carter was an Admiral for, like, an entire month. Don’t tell him!”
“It didn’t come up at all? How’d you meet, then?”
“Volunteering at a local shelter, actually,” Gloria answers with a smile. She takes several more skewers and puts them on her plate. Shane is happy that she’s enjoying the food. She continues, “I was working in the kitchen because, well, I didn’t want a bunch of paparazzi showing up and bothering people. Carter was out front, serving meals. He was so friendly! And loud! I was too shy to talk to him. We met there a few more times before I worked up the courage to ask for his phone number.”
“You?” Shane blurts, dumbfounded. “You had to ask him?”
Gloria laughs. “Yeah! I found out later that he’d thought I was way out of his league! Guess we were both kinda dumb.”
Shane shakes his head. He reaches for the sashimi and adds a few slices to his plate, along with some pickled vegetables. “It sounds like you were just nervous.”
Gloria’s smile softens. “Yeah, I was. But things worked out! Our third anniversary is coming up.”
“Congrats.”
“Thanks. What about you, Shane? Are you seeing anyone?”
Shane spends as long as possible chewing his mouthful of food. He takes a sip of tea to stall, too. “No.”
“Oh, are you looking to meet someone?”
“No. I’m not looking for a girlfriend…” right now, Shane means to say, but the words get caught in his throat. He desperately wills himself to say something. Anything. It doesn’t work. He doesn’t know why he’s telling her this. He sits there, staring down at his plate.
Silence reigns. It feels like an eternity passes. Shane doesn’t dare to meet Gloria’s gaze. He braces for the inevitable.
“What about a boyfriend?” Gloria asks, instead. Her tone hasn’t changed at all.
After another eternity, Shane glances up. She’s still sitting there, smiling, nibbling on her fried tofu. He repeats slowly, “A… boyfriend…?”
He doesn’t think of Rozanov. He doesn’t. They aren’t anything.
“Mhm,” Gloria hums. She takes a swig of her drink. “Or any other partner.”
“Partner…?” Shane repeats, even more slowly.
“Sure. Before Carter, I had a pretty serious girlfriend. Things didn’t end up working out, obviously, but I loved her. We still keep in touch. She lives in LA, now.”
Shane stares. He doesn’t know what to say. He feels concussed. He says, stupidly, “…Girlfriend?”
“Yeah! We met in college. Theatre majors, you know?”
“Oh,” Shane mutters. He feels faint. Maybe he should lie down?
Gloria serves herself vegetable tempura. She adds, matter-of-factly, “I’m demisexual, by the way. That’s the only label I use. I’m not interested in labelling who I’m attracted to.”
“I… don’t know what that means?” Shane admits. He sounds as uncertain as he feels.
“Basically, I have to know someone really well before I feel sexually attracted to them. Feelings come first. Does that make sense?” Shane nods, so Gloria continues. “Like I said, I met Carter several times before I asked for his phone number. And then we spent months talking, on and off, getting to know each other. It took a while for us to actually start dating.”
Shane blinks. “And was he… good? About it?”
“Waiting to date? Yeah, he was a total gentleman and—”
“No,” Shane cuts in. “About your girlfriend.”
“Ex-girlfriend,” Gloria corrects, “but yes. It’s not like I was dating them both at the same time.”
“Sorry. I-I didn’t mean to make it sound like you were.” Shane stammers.
“I know,” Gloria reassures him. “Sorry, I was just teasing you, Shane.”
“Oh, sorry. I’m not the best at, um. Noticing that.”
Gloria sets down her chopsticks. She reaches across the table. She pauses before touching him. When Shane doesn’t pull away, she puts her hand on his wrist. “Hey. It’s okay, Shane. Really. You can always just ask me if you’re not sure, okay?”
“Sure.”
She lets go. “But yeah, Carter knows. He was good about it. He came to my brother’s wedding, remember? I know hockey culture is…” She trails off and scrunches her face. “But not all of the guys are like that. Scott and Carter aren’t. You aren’t.”
Shane stiffens. “I-I’m not, uh… I’m not…”
“You’re not a bad person,” Gloria interrupts firmly. “Liking women or men or both or neither doesn’t define you. You love who you love, Shane. How you want to label that—or not—is up to you.”
It’s nice of her to say so.
But things are different for Shane. She doesn’t know what it’s like. Not exactly. Shane is, objectively, the best hockey player in the MLH. He’s the most watched—in every sense of the word. He’s already young, weird, and half-Asian. He gets enough shit from the media and fans and other guys in the league. He doesn’t need any more labels. He doesn’t want them.
He doesn’t even want to imagine how it’d be if he was—
Shane needs to know if it’s obvious. He forces his question out. “You don’t… seem surprised…?”
“Well. Remember when we met? You were just about the only man not trying to look up or down my dress that night.”
“Oh, sorry…”
“You have literally nothing to apologize for!” Gloria takes a deep, steadying breath. “Maybe I’m not going about this the right way. I get the feeling that, maybe… And stop me if I’m wrong—maybe you don’t have anyone to talk to? About this?”
Shane nods. He can’t speak. Everything is a little bit blurry.
“Does your family know?”
The mere thought makes panic and fear surge through his veins. “No!”
“Would they not… be good about it?” Gloria deliberately uses his phrasing from earlier. She tries to meet his eyes, but Shane can’t look at her.
Shane immediately shakes his head. “No. I mean, yeah. Yes. They’d be good about it. I just… I… um…”
“Hey, it’s okay. You don’t have to explain, Shane. Not to me. Not to anyone.” Gloria says gently. “But I think it’d be good for you to have more people to talk to. If you wanted to. Whenever you’re ready. People that aren’t just straight, white, male hockey players.”
Shane doesn’t disagree, but the idea of having this conversation again terrifies him.
Gloria suddenly asks, “What’re you doing for Thanksgiving? American Thanksgiving, in November.”
The abrupt change of subject yanks Shane out of his spiraling thoughts. He has the MLH game schedule memorized. He flips through the calendar in his mind. “We have a couple days off. I was going to try to fit in some sponsorship meetings.”
“In New York? Perfect. Would you like to come to my Friendsgiving?”
Shane’s brow furrows. “Your what?”
“Friendsgiving! I’m hosting a party at my apartment in New York. It’ll be mostly friends, plus a few family members. It’s really just an excuse to eat an insane amount of food cooked by the most talented private chef I’ve ever met. Anyway, my point is, I’d like you to come. As my friend. To meet some of my other friends.” Gloria elaborates with a bright smile. She looks at him expectantly.
“…Maybe,” Shane mumbles. He doesn’t belong at a glitzy party.
Gloria must sense his reluctance. She adds, “I’ll invite some of the Admirals, too. Carter, of course. Scott, too. Maybe Eric or one or two more guys. You won’t be the only hockey player there. And they’ll all be… good. I promise. I wouldn’t invite them into my home otherwise.”
“Maybe,” Shane repeats. “I’ll think about it, okay?”
“Okay.” Gloria picks up her chopsticks and urges, “Now let’s eat the rest of this food. It’s way too good to waste.”
Shane can’t help but laugh.




The rest of their conversation stays light-hearted. After they finish eating lunch, Shane tugs on his fleece. He’d eaten a lot more than his typical game day meal. He’s ready for his post-practice nap.
“I’m in a food coma,” Gloria sighs as she puts her trench coat back on. She doesn’t sound upset about it. “That was so delicious. Thanks again for bringing me here.”
“You’re welcome,” Shane replies. “Thanks for coming.”
“Can I hug you?”
“Yes,” Shane decides.
Gloria steps forward. She stands on tiptoe and pulls him into an embrace. She crushes him harder than usual. Shane can barely breathe. It’s nice. Very nice.
His countdown hits zero. He doesn’t mind. He restarts.
Gloria finally lets go. She draws back to look him in the eyes. “Please do think about Friendsgiving, okay? I’m serious. I’d love for you to come, especially if you’ll be in New York anyway.”
Shane makes a noncommittal noise.
Maybe, he thinks.
Maybe.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    It’s my birthday this weekend, so here’s my gift for you! An extra-long chapter! And another hug for Shane! 🥰🎉

Thank you to both senscint and frogshape for helping me correct and improve the Japanese translations, kanji, and cultural aspects of this chapter! 🙏

For anyone curious, I currently think this fic will be around 25 chapters. I keep adding things, so that will probably change. 😅

Next time—Shane returns to New York. It’s finally time for the Rose Landry tag. 😘
Other Notes
	Shane being more in touch with his Japanese heritage is important to me.

	I chose “Shin’ya” as Shane’s Japanese name for several reasons.
    	Firstly, it’s similar to Shane, so it makes sense to have that as its English counterpart.

    	Shin’ya can be written with many different kanji. I chose 進弥. 進 has meanings related to progress, ascension, doing one’s best, and gifts. 弥 refers to things that are universal, long-lasting, increasing, and mending. To me, the name means “always advancing” and evokes a desire for success, growth, and longevity. All things that I could envision Yuna wishing upon her child. 🥹

    	And lastly, Shin’ya is also similar to Shanya, an affectionate Russian diminutive that I can imagine Ilya using for Shane.



	“Kagiya” is the name of the oldest izakaya in Tokyo! The interior of my “Kagiya” is based very, very, very loosely on a different izakaya in Montréal called Sato Izakaya, which—you guessed it—I also haven’t been to. The food looks fantastic, and the interior has a lovely blend of modern and traditional Japanese design. I kept changing my mind as I wrote, so the end result bears little resemblance to the original inspiration.

	“Kagiya” is a Japanese word with multiple meanings. It’s an uncommon surname associated with key cutters and locksmiths. It’s also something you exclaim when watching fireworks. Both definitions are metaphorically relevant for this fic. 😀

Japanese Translationsいらっしゃいませ、進弥くん。- Welcome, Shin’ya. [polite but warm]
ありがとう、美春さん。- Thank you, Mrs. Miharu. [polite but not formal]
すみません。- Excuse me.
ごゆっくりどうぞ。- Please take your time. [Please enjoy your meal.]
ありがとうございます。- Thank you very much. [more formal]
Content WarningBrief mentions of toxic hockey culture, including racism, misogyny, and homophobia. Mentions of Shane’s internalized homophobia and struggle for self-acceptance.
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  November 24, 2014
“Tilt your chin up, please.”
Shane does. The camera flashes.
“Good. That’s perfect. Hold, please. Good. Can you give me a little more intensity, Shane? Whatever you’re thinking about, dial it up to ten.”
Shane is thinking about Gloria’s Friendsgiving. It’s in two days. He’s already worried about it, but he dutifully follows the photographer’s instructions and worries more.
“Very good! Hold, please!”
The camera flashes several more times, from different angles. Shane waits.
“I think we’re close,” the photographer mutters. He squints down at his laptop, clicking through images from the photoshoot. “You’re just a bit… shiny. Can we get makeup, please!?”
Shane tries not to frown as the makeup artist approaches.
She sets her kit on the small table in front of him. She’s careful not to bump the chessboard that’s being used as a prop. She deftly unpacks her tools. Then she reaches for his face. “God, I kinda hate you,” she mutters. Her manicured hands are soft and delicate, but her grip on his chin is like iron.
Shane blinks up at her, taken aback.
She pouts as she dabs at his face. “Your skin is fucking perfect. Your lashes are so long. It’s not fair.”
“Sorry?” Shane tries to say. She’s squishing his cheeks too much for it to come out clearly.
She narrows her eyes at him. “Don’t you dare apologize for being pretty. Or I will put you in lipstick.”
Shane shuts up. It’s not an idle threat. She already applied clear lip gloss earlier. His lips are slick and sticky. His mouth smells like artificial strawberries. It’s uncomfortable and distracting.
She tilts his face to the left. Then the right. She checks that the diamond clip-on earrings are sitting correctly. She fusses with his hair, running her fingers through it. She undoes another button of his shirt. She spritzes his chest with something that makes it glisten.
Shane has counted to ninety-seven by the time she nods and steps back. “Thank you,” he says. He’s mostly thankful that she’s finished.
“No, thank you,” she purrs. She pats him once more on the cheek before packing up her kit. She stomps away.
Shane looks down. He’s wearing a two-piece suit in a shade of burgundy so rich it looks brown. Underneath it, his ivory silk shirt is half-undone, exposing a matching pendant necklace dripping in diamonds. The layered outfit makes Shane feel like he’s sizzling under the scorching studio lights. He thinks he looks even shinier than before, but the photographer seems pleased. He hums in approval and calls for the shoot to resume.
The set looks like an opulent train car. The wood paneling is dark. The curtain and upholstered seat are made of a lush, crimson velvet. Shane doesn’t really get the concept behind the campaign. What does playing chess in a train have to do with cologne?
His mom had picked this sponsorship for him. She’d said that the brand was poised to disrupt the luxury market—whatever that means. Shane trusts her judgment. And the pay is good. So here he is, in New York City on one of his only free days during the season.
“Alright, Shane. Last set of shots. Look out the window for me. And remember, intensity!”
Shane stares out the fake window and wonders what to bring to Friendsgiving.





        

        [image: An avatar photo of Gloria Grey wearing a black dress and smiling playfully.]
        
            Gloria Grey 🗽

        


Mon, Nov 24 at 1:36 PM

            	Shane

            	What should I bring to Friendsgiving?

        

        
            	Gloria

            	Just yourself!

            	💁🏾‍♀️

        

        
            	Shane

            	No, but really.

            	My mom would kill me if I showed up empty-handed.

        

        
            	Gloria

            	Well, if you insist, you can get some vodka!

            	I’ll have a DIY cocktail bar, and that almost always runs out first.

            	🍸

        

        
            	Shane

            	Any specific brand?

        

        
            	Gloria

            	Bring whatever you like!


        

        
            	Shane

            	Okay, will do.

        

    




Shane spends far too long in the liquor store. He peruses the vodka selection. They all taste the same to him. Lousy.
One particular brand stands out. Its royal blue label with gold accents looks familiar.
Very nice vodka. It’s hard to find in America, Rozanov had said. He’d sipped the vodka slowly, savoring it as Shane tried and failed to keep his attention. He’d given Shane a glass of it after they fucked, as his promised reward. Otherwise, Shane supposes he would’ve been thrown out sooner.
If Shane closes his eyes, he can still taste it.
Shane bites his lip.
He buys three bottles anyway.




November 25, 2014
Mind of a Serial Killer: The Experience is weird. Very weird.
At least Scott is enjoying himself. He keeps beckoning Shane and Carter over to various parts of the exhibition to point things out. He knows so many random facts. Even more than what’s written in the descriptions posted on the walls. Shane realizes that Scott hadn’t been kidding when he admitted he was a fan of true crime podcasts. He doesn’t think he’s ever seen Scott get this excited about hockey.
Carter seems to be having fun, too. He insists on interacting with everything they’re allowed to. “C’mon, Hollzy! Get my good side!” He instructs as he climbs into a porcelain bathtub stained with fake blood.
Shane obliges. He first snaps a photo of Carter playing dead. Then another of him beaming and giving the camera a double thumbs-up.
“Can’t wait to send this to Coach!” Carter exclaims with glee. “He’s gonna lose it!”
Shane furrows his brow. He can’t imagine texting Coach Theriault or Coach Desjardins about anything but hockey. “Is that a good idea?”
Carter snorts. “Sure! He’s always joking that he’s gonna fuckin’ murder me for my turnovers. He’ll love this shit. He’ll prolly print it out and hang it on the whiteboard if I have another game like Detroit last week.”
“Detroit?” Shane wrinkles his nose. “Really?”
Carter waves his hand. “Yeah, yeah, I know. Their goalie’s practically Swiss cheese. But man, their d-men make up for it! Scrappy fuckers! I’m tellin’ ya, watch out for fuckin’ MacLellan. Hits like a truck.”
Shane chuckles. “If you say so, dude.”




They have frozen yogurt afterwards.
It’s a weird thing to get in November, but Carter spots a shop across the street and demands they go. The shop has dairy-free options, so Shane doesn’t complain. He watches Carter load his large cup of chocolate hazelnut with sugary toppings. Scott orders an extra-large cup of original flavor, plain, which feels more disturbing than the serial killer exhibit they just visited. Shane decides to get a small cup of dairy-free mango, with a scoop of fresh mango pieces.
The frozen yogurt shop is, unsurprisingly, almost empty. They grab a table near the front.
“Oh, right. I’ve got something for you,” Shane tells Scott. He reaches into his wallet and pulls out a business card.
[A colorful business card that says "Straw+Berry." The logo is pale pink text over a horizontal magenta stripe across the middle of the card. Behind the stripe is brightly-colored abstract art.]

“Straw+Berry?” Scott reads aloud, raising an eyebrow.
“Yeah. It’s a drink shop. I found it at the end of that running route you shared. I know you’re into smoothies too. They had a lot of green smoothies and protein shakes. And the barista wasn’t weird about… you know. The whole MLH thing. She was cool.”
“What, no green smoothie card for me?” Carter jokes.
“Don’t think I’ve ever seen you put a vegetable in your mouth,” Shane deadpans.
“Ouch!” Carter feigns injury, clutching his chest. “Brutal! And people say you’re such a sweetie pie!”
“Literally nobody says that!” Shane retorts. He’s mostly sure.
Scott chuckles. He tucks the card into his pocket. “He’s just calling it as he sees it, Vaughny. Thanks, Shane. I’ll check it out.”
They continue to chat, and eventually the topic of plans for the rest of the break comes up. Shane asks, “Are you both going to Gloria’s Friendsgiving tomorrow?”
“Duh,” Carter says, but he’s smiling. “Wouldn’t miss it.”
“Yeah, I’m planning to go,” Scott replies.
Shane relaxes a little bit. “I, um… don’t know what to expect? Is it fancy? Do I have to dress up?”
Carter shakes his head. “Not unless you wanna. I will, ‘cause Gloria likes to take pictures together.”
“I’ll probably wear a sweater and slacks,” Scott adds. “I’ve been a couple times. The people she invites are just there to hang out and have a good time. Nobody cares about what you’re wearing.”
“Bennett’s gonna show up looking like a runway model,” Carter declares with a grin. “So don’t sweat it. He’ll make us all look like schlubs anyway.”
Shane relaxes further. He doesn’t care about fashion, but he finds it embarrassing to show up to events with the wrong type of clothes. He’d brought a black blazer with him to wear to sponsorship meetings. He has dark wash jeans and a navy blue quarter-zip sweater tucked away in his luggage. It sounds like that’ll be okay.
Everything is going to be fine.




November 26, 2014
“Hi, welcome!” The person who opens the door to Gloria’s apartment is a man who looks remarkably similar to her. He offers Shane his hand. He’s wearing several plain gold rings. “I don’t think we’ve met before. My name’s Gabriel Grey.”
“Shane Hollander,” Shane replies. He gives the man a firm, three-second handshake. The man’s fingers are calloused. His rings slide smoothly across Shane’s palm. “Nice to meet you. Thank you for inviting me.”
“Of course! Please come in.” Gabriel steps aside. He’s slightly taller than Gloria, with broader shoulders and a less toned build. He has the same deep brown eyes and kind smile. His dark hair is short and tightly coiled. He’s wearing a sharply-fitted, gray three-piece suit with a violet pocket square.
Shane momentarily panics about his own outfit, until he sees someone lounging in a t-shirt and sweatpants behind Gabriel. Still recovering, Shane blurts, “So, Gloria and Gabriel? Did your parents like names that start with G?”
Shane immediately wants to kick himself. What a stupid thing to say. He winces as he steps inside.
Fortunately, Gabriel has a good sense of humor. He laughs and answers, “Yeah! Funny story! When our parents found out they were having twins, they decided to have our genders be a surprise. For some reason, our mom was totally convinced she’d have two girls. She went and picked out, like, thirty different girl names. Gloria was her favorite. Our dad managed to convince her to pick one for a boy, too. And here we are!”
“Yep,” Shane says, no less awkwardly. This is why he avoids parties. He suddenly remembers the bags in his hand. He passes them to Gabriel. “I brought vodka. It’s already been chilled.”
“Oh, thanks! I’ll add it to the cocktail bar.”
Shane peers around the entryway. He removes his coat and hangs it on an open hook. There isn’t a shoe rack. “Should I take my shoes off…?”
“Oh, nah, you can keep ‘em on.”
“Got it.” Shane keeps his expression perfectly blank as he steps further into the house. It feels wrong to walk around with shoes on. “Can I help with anything?”
“Absolutely not!” Gabriel laughs again. He shakes his head. “You’re our guest! The only thing you’re allowed to help with is eating the insane amount of food that Gloria ordered! C’mon, I’ll show you where it’s at. Gloria’ll be over there, fiddling with everything, I’m sure.”
They walk through Gloria’s open-concept penthouse together. It’s spacious and bright, with lofty ceilings and enormous windows. There are a few exposed brick walls, but the rest are drywall, painted a very pale shade of yellow. The hardwood floors are a warm, honeyed brown, with intricately-patterned accent rugs. Her apartment is cozy but expensive, judging by some of the finishings that Shane recognizes. He’s impressed—and intrigued. Maybe Gloria will give him the name of her interior designer.
Shane had consulted Google. He’d decided it was best to arrive fifteen minutes late, to avoid standing alone in a corner while guests arrived. His plan had worked. The room is full of people chatting and relaxing with drinks. He recognizes a few Admirals, including Scott and Carter. They give him friendly nods as he passes.
Lively orchestral music plays in the background. It’s not what Shane would’ve expected from a party like this. “Nice music,” he remarks, and means it.
“Thanks! It’s my orchestra playing!” Gabriel beams. “I’m the French horn.”
Shane has no idea which instrument that is. At least he knows that it’s one of the shiny metal ones. “Oh, you’re a musician?”
“Yeah, I play for the New York Philharmonic.”
Another man approaches them. It’s the person who was sitting on the sofa in sweatpants. He goes to Gabriel and takes the bags from his hands. He presses a quick kiss to his temple. “I’ll take these, babe. You have fun.”
Shane stares as the man walks away. “You’re married to Sean Rivera?”
“Oh, you recognized him? Do you follow speed skating?” Gabriel asks as they continue towards the kitchen.
“No, um, we’ve met before. Briefly. We were on a talk show with a few other athletes after the Olympics. They wanted to interview the youngest medalists.” Shane’s cheeks flush as he speaks. He’s not embarrassed to be an Olympian. That would be crazy. He just doesn’t like to bring up his silver medal in small talk. It feels too much like bragging or fishing for compliments.
Part of Shane is still stuck on the fact that Sean Rivera—10,000m gold medalist Sean Rivera, an elite professional athlete with muscular thighs that make Shane’s look slim—likes men. He’s married to a man. Shane had no idea. What else has Shane been missing?
“Well, well!” Gabriel teases, drawing Shane back into the conversation. “And what’s your sport, Shane?”
“I play hockey.”
“Oh, don’t be so modest, Shane!” Gloria chides as they enter the kitchen. She’s wearing a sleek, long-sleeved white dress. Her black hair cascades down her back in waves. She has an apron on top of her dress. Beside her, the private chef hunches over the kitchen island, adding garnishes to the appetizers. Shane eyes the Italian marble countertops appreciatively. He really does need to ask for the name of Gloria’s designer.
“Play hockey, my ass. Like you aren’t the best in the MLH.” Gloria scoffs. After a brief pause, she adds, “Don’t tell Carter I said that.”
Gabriel mimes zipping his lips shut and throwing away the key.
“Too late!” Carter proclaims dramatically as he saunters in. “I’ve got ears like a fuckin’ bat, baby! Lucky for you, I agree!”
“No faith in your Captain, huh?” Scott chirps. He claps Carter on the shoulder as he walks past to investigate the food.
Carter cracks up. “Aww, c’mon! Ya know I love ya, dude! But when’s the last time you put up over 100 points in a single season?”
Scott shakes his head. He smiles wryly. “Damn, Carter. Ice cold. Points aren’t everything.”
“Said no GM ever!” Carter sing-songs.
Scott and Carter devolve into playful bickering.
Gabriel laughs and heads back to the living room. He settles onto the sofa beside his husband. Sean wraps an arm around his shoulders without hesitation. They make it look so easy.
Gloria sidles up to Shane. “Hey, Shane! Thanks for coming. Glad you could make it after all.”
Shane finally tears his eyes away. “Oh, yeah, sure. Thanks again for inviting me, Gloria.”
“You’re welcome. We’ll serve dinner in an hour or so. I’ll be helping Evelyn in the kitchen for a little while, so that we can get the food out quicker. She and her team will start serving hors d’oeuvres soon. We won’t let you starve!” Gloria shoots him a cheeky wink. “Feel free to wander around in the meantime.”
“Can I help?”
“Absolutely not!” Gloria sputters, indignant. She sounds exactly like Gabriel.
Shane smiles. “Okay.”




After Gloria shoos them out of her kitchen, Shane, Scott, and Carter drift over to join the others in the living room. Shane does his best, but thirty minutes is a long time to make small talk with strangers. His polite smile begins to fray.
“I’m going to get a refill,” Shane announces, and promptly slips away.
Shane grabs another ginger ale from the cooler under the cocktail bar. He notices that the door to the terrace is ajar. He walks over, intending to close it. He ends up stepping outside instead.
The wraparound terrace is paved in white stone, with a sturdy metal pergola above. Greenery and dainty lights are woven through the lattice to soften its harsh edges. The terrace overlooks Lower Manhattan, providing a beautiful view of the sunset. The sky is a vibrant hue of orange, suffused with pink and bruised with dark, billowing clouds. The world shimmers below.
Despite being an early riser, Shane rarely watches the sunrise. He doesn’t watch the sunset, either. It feels like there’s never enough time.
There’s time today, he decides.
The frigid winter air bites at his skin. He’d stepped outside without his coat. The terrace is full of weatherproof outdoor furniture. Most of it is clustered around a blazing firepit. Shane heads straight there.
He sinks down into an armchair to quietly watch the sunset.
Moments later, he hears—
“Are you here to help me finish these fries?”





  
    Chapter End Notes

    I’m sorry, I really did mean to put all the Rose content in this chapter! But I added several scenes. It was already quite long, and I didn’t want to rush Rose’s part. The good news is that I’ve decided where I’m going with that storyline. I also fully planned phase two of Ilya’s crashout.

Thank you so much for all your kudos, birthday wishes, and lovely comments! You’ve been very kind and patient as I work towards writing the big reunion. I love reading your theories. We’re almost there! ❤️

Next time—Rose Landry. For real. 🫣
Other Notes
	Yes, Straw+Berry is the shop where Kip works. Shane met his coworker, Maria, though. 😘

	The Straw+Berry business card uses the logo from the show and the painting hanging in the shop.

	Gabriel Grey and Sean Rivera are OCs. I included them because I wanted Shane to see a positive example of a committed gay relationship where one person was an athlete in a comparable situation to himself. The couple will not have significant page time beyond this chapter. And yes, they agreed to wait to get married until after the Olympics in Sochi so that Sean could compete safely. 🥹

Content WarningSlight hints of Shane’s internalized homophobia.
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  Shane flinches. He nearly tumbles out of his armchair.
“Jesus Christ, are you okay!?”
“Y-Yeah, I’m fine,” Shane replies once he steadies himself. He hadn’t realized that there was anyone else on the terrace. His cheeks burn. He turns to his left.
A woman is staring at him. She’s perched at the edge of her seat, reaching out with both hands ready to catch him. Her eyes are wide and very blue. Her copper-colored hair falls to her shoulders in loose curls. She looks familiar, but he can’t remember why. She’s dressed warmly. Her blue suede jacket is lined with fuzzy sherpa. A thick, cable-knit turquoise sweater peeks out from underneath it.
“I’m sorry,” she apologizes. “I wasn’t trying to murder you with fries, I swear!”
Shane shakes his head. “No, you’re good. I wasn’t paying attention. That’s on me.”
“Well, I’m glad you’re okay. I doubt they’d let me back into Canada if I accidentally ended your season.” She scoots the basket of fries towards him. “I was serious about these fries, though. The chef gave them to me, and they’re really good. But I’m not going to fit into my costume if I eat them all. I’m Rose, by the way.”
She offers him her hand. He takes it very carefully. It’s so dainty, compared to his own.
“I’m Shane.” It suddenly clicks during their handshake. His counting stalls. He knows why he recognizes her. She’s Rose Landry—from the airplane movies! The plots are cliché, but her films are entertaining. He’s seen them multiple times. He travels a lot for roadies, and there’s only so many movies to watch. “I’m… Wow, I’m a big fan.”
Rose smiles. “Would you be surprised to know that I’m a fan of yours?”
“Really?” Shane asks. He’d guessed that she followed hockey, after her comment about his season. He teases, “Sure you’re not a Raiders fan? You almost took me out earlier.”
That startles a laugh out of Rose. Shane abruptly realizes that he’s still holding her hand. He lets go.
“No. I’m a Michigan girl with three brothers. Blackbirds all the way! Detroit’s not going to go easy on you in a couple weeks.” She declares with a confident grin. “Now have a fry, Shane Hollander.”
Shane does.




Shane loses track of time.
The sun has almost set, and he’s still talking to Rose.
“—I mean, I’ve been kidnapped in no less than four movies, including the one I’m doing right now.” Rose freezes. Her eyes widen comically. She gasps and covers her mouth. “Fuck!”
Shane struggles to keep a straight face. His amusement is steadily growing.
Rose can tell. She leans in, points at him, and asserts, “You…! You didn’t hear that! No, they will literally have me murdered if they find out I told you!”
“My lips are sealed,” Shane promises. He can’t help but smile. He doesn’t think it’d be a huge deal if a spoiler got out about her new movie, but he can tell how nervous she is about it. Rose had mentioned that it’s her first time working with a major Hollywood director. She’s excited to play a superhero. It’s a top secret project, so that’s all she’d been able to share.
Shane reaches for another fry. His fingers hit the bottom of the basket. They’ve finished it.
“Okay, your turn,” Rose announces.
“Well, I’ve never been kidnapped. I mean, there have been threats,” Shane admits. There’s always crazy MLH fans who takes things too far. Especially when he plays in Boston. He still remembers the time they’d burned his jersey outside TD Garden after he scored a hat trick against Rozanov. The memory of it makes Shane smile.
“No, not what I meant!” Rose laughs. She relaxes in her armchair, swirling her glass of white wine. She delivers the words like a challenge. “Shane Hollander, eight years old. Paint me a picture.”
Shane ponders for a moment, then says, “Well, I’m definitely on the ice somewhere. The scouting and crazy stuff didn’t start for another couple of years, so I’m probably just having fun.”
Rose’s brow furrows. She asks, “Did it stop being fun?”
“No, I…” Shane starts, before he remembers that Rose isn’t the media. There’s no reason to lie to her. He hesitates, but continues. “Well. I mean, kind of. I love it, but it got more intense. So I guess I got more intense too, if that makes sense.”
It’s the most honest that Shane’s been about hockey in a while. Most people don’t care how he feels. They just want him to play. To win. To represent and smile and look good doing it. It’s not about having fun, anymore.
“Yeah, it does.” Rose murmurs. She ventures, “And… I bet that being the only Asian kid didn’t make it less intense.”
Shane appreciates her acknowledging that. A lot of people—especially the media, or his white colleagues—tend to assume that everything is fine. That things have always been fine, and always will be. Shane works very, very hard to make it seem that way.
He’d put in a ton of effort to get where he is, but he’d been lucky, too. Shane isn’t ashamed of his Japanese name or heritage, but he’s glad that his parents had given him the name Shane Hollander. He knows what things would’ve been like otherwise. He still remembers Qiàn Dǒng from middle school. He’d heard what some of the guys on their team muttered behind Qiàn’s back.
Qiàn had quit hockey. Shane sometimes wonders if Shin’ya Nakamura would have, too.
“I wasn’t the only one. There was one other guy,” Shane muses. “He hated me though. I have a Western last name, so it’s like the other kids kind of forgot to make fun of me.”
“And I bet you were pretty fucking good too, right?” Rose chimes in.
Shane smirks. “I was alright.”




The sun sets.
They’re still talking.
The city twinkles and comes alive as the night deepens. The lanterns suspended from the pergola cast a soft, golden glow across the terrace. Beyond the firepit, the shadows creep closer. It’s gotten colder. Rose’s legs are crossed and tucked up onto her chair. Shane has shifted closer to the crackling fire.
Rose is telling him about her family in Michigan. She has three older brothers, all of whom played hockey at some point.
“—Daniel’s an accountant now. And John tapped out at NCAA. But he still made it to the Frozen Four with Princeton.”
Shane has trouble imagining what it’s like to have such a large family. He’s an only child. From what Rose has said, it sounds very chaotic. “That’s amazing.”
Rose chuckles and continues, “He’s an agent now, naturally. And Peter’s in the AHL, undrafted, but hey.”
“Still not nothing.” Shane says immediately. He knows how hard the AHL players work. All just for a chance to maybe, hopefully get called up to play a game or two in the MLH. Some of them stay there. Shane knows a lot of guys that hadn’t been so lucky.
“Not nothing indeed.” Rose seems pleased by his response. She takes a sip of her wine.
They sit quietly for a moment. Shane likes the way that silence feels with Rose. It’s comfortable.
But Shane still wants to talk to her. He clears his throat and asks, “So, you’ve been to Montréal before, right?”
Rose nods. “Yeah, I was there last year shooting this horrible FBI movie.”
Shane knows exactly which movie she’s talking about. He’s seen it four times this year during roadies. It’s a bit of a hate-watch for the entire Metros team, at this point. He laughs. “Under Dark? Kidnapped again.”
“Come on.” She stares at him. Her mouth drops open. Her voice fades into a horrified whisper. “No!”
“I… I fly a lot. I watch a lot of movies,” Shane explains.
Rose covers her mouth. She collapses back into her chair, shaking her head in utter disbelief. “No, that movie is so bad.”
“It’s not great,” he concedes, generously.
“No, it’s horrible!”
Shane tries to reassure her. “You’re really good in it.”
“I am so bad in it.” Rose looks mortified.
“No, you’re… you’re good,” he tries again. It seems to help.
She sits up, waving a hand. “Well, I’m barely in it. I filmed in Montréal for a week in the summer.”
“Kind of different in the winter though, right?” Shane teases.
Rose scoffs. She narrows her eyes at him, undaunted. “Michigan, remember? Your winter doesn’t scare me.”
Shane takes another long, slow sip of his ginger ale. Or pretends to, anyway. The can has been empty for a while.
Rose had mentioned that she’s filming her current movie in Montréal, too. He’s working up the courage to ask if she’d like to hang out with him there. He likes spending time with her.
She’s funny and so smart. She’s kind, too. Whenever she asks Shane a question, she waits for him to speak, which is nice. Shane doesn’t always know when it’s his turn to talk. Sometimes he answers a beat slower than he’s supposed to, once the conversation has already moved on. It can make things awkward. 

It’s not like that with Rose. They’ve been talking for over an hour, but he doesn’t feel exhausted. That tends to happen with his teammates and most of his other acquaintances.
Shane likes Rose. He really does.
He should try to make this work. Maybe with Rose, he could…
Shane swallows hard. He takes a deep breath. He flexes his toes inside his sneakers. He tugs at the collar of his sweater. He rolls the empty can of ginger ale between his palms. He bites his lip and glances up.
Rose is smiling at him.
Shane can do this. He opens his mouth and asks, “So, are you going to be in Montréal for a little while this time?”
Rose’s reply is interrupted by the sound of heels clacking against the stone tiles. Someone is approaching. Shane looks over his shoulder.
Gloria smiles back at him. “There you are! I’ve been looking everywhere for you two. Dinner’s ready!”
“Oh, sorry—”
“No, no,” Gloria cuts him off. “I’m glad you’re having fun! Evelyn is a wizard. I’ve seen her work magic. Keeping dinner warm for a couple minutes is nothing.”
“I’m so happy you booked her again!” Rose proclaims. She stands and stretches. “I’m seriously jealous that you get to work with her all the time. Her food is so good. God, I wish she lived in LA. Or would agree to marry me.”
Rose turns to Shane. She adds, “Just wait ‘til you try her mashed potatoes. You’ll understand. If I had to choose between you and the potatoes, then I’m sorry, Shane, but I’m picking the potatoes.”
Shane blinks. What is he supposed to say to that? “Uh, that’s okay. You can have mine. I’ve had enough complex carbohydrates today.”
Gloria and Rose look at each other. They don’t speak. They keep moving their eyebrows, and occasionally looking at him too.
Shane has no idea what’s going on.
After another thirty seconds of silent eyebrow wiggling, Gloria turns to Shane. She’s beaming. “Let’s go inside!”




The mashed potatoes are pretty good.
There’s too much garlic and butter for Shane, but he can see why Rose likes them. Across the table, she’s on her second serving. Beside her, Carter is on his third. On Rose’s other side is her friend, Miles Allen. He’s another actor. He’s been staring at Shane with the same look that Rose is giving the potatoes.
Gabriel is on Shane’s left. Eric Bennett is on his right. Both of them are dressed to kill. Shane is sandwiched between their elegant three-piece suits. He feels very underdressed in his jeans.
Bennett is wearing a deep blue suit. His white collared shirt is unbuttoned, revealing his throat. Shane recognizes the watch on Bennett’s right wrist as part of the line that Shane had modeled for Rolex. There’s a plain gold wedding ring on Bennett’s other hand. A few strands of silver weave through his dark, curly hair, which is slicked back tonight. His stubble is well-kept. Without the goalie mask, his eyes are dark and intense.
Shane hasn’t spoken to Bennett much before. He knows a lot of goalies in the league don’t like him—for obvious reasons.
Miitka had shown Shane the MLH goalies’ group chat once, after Shane had scored a hat trick during their 5-0 blowout of the Toronto Guardians. It had been filled with unintelligible keyboard smashes and Shane motherfucking Hollander texts.
Bennett doesn’t act bitter or upset with Shane, though. Maybe because he’s a veteran goalie for the Admirals. He seems nice.
They actually have a lot in common, except for their sense of style. Bennett is quiet. He’s a vegetarian, which makes him very particular about what he eats. He doesn’t drink alcohol. He’s into yoga—even more than Shane.
Shane asks Bennett for tips on intensifying his morning yoga routine. Bennett requests Shane’s phone number and promptly texts him several poses. He explains them to Shane and patiently answers his questions. Their shared enthusiasm for yoga carries Shane through the seated portion of the family-style dinner. Bennett seems relieved to not have to make small talk, too.
The food is delicious. The roast turkey is almost as good as his dad’s. Shane eats more than he normally would.
Afterwards, Shane assists Gloria, Gabriel, Evelyn, and the rest of the catering staff with clearing the table. He pretends not to hear Gloria when she scolds him for helping her load the dishwasher.
She finally manages to shoo him away as the chefs begin setting up a dessert bar. The dozen different pies and decadent sweets look mouth-watering. But if Shane is going to indulge in sugar, he’d rather have a Snickers.
If this were any other party, Shane would already be searching for an excuse to leave after dinner.
But he finds, unexpectedly, that he’s kind of… enjoying himself.
He stays. Even when it becomes apparent that the staff is working to set up a dancefloor on the other side of the room.
“Hi, Shane. Are you having a good night?”
Shane doesn’t recognize that suave voice. He turns to see who’s speaking to him.
It’s Miles. He’s slightly shorter than Shane, but just as muscular. His eyes are a deep, rich brown that Shane could get lost in. His cheekbones are high. His jawline is sharp and angular. He has full lips and a gorgeous smile. His hair is buzzed close to his skull. It shows off the various piercings in his ears. He’s wearing a fitted black tank top and ripped jeans that cling to his thighs.
“You know who I am?” Shane asks. He hadn’t introduced himself. He only knows Miles’ name because Rose mentioned that they were filming together.
“Of course I do, Shane Hollander. I’m Miles. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” Miles reaches out.
Shane shakes his hand. It’s blazing hot. He drops it after a few seconds. “Likewise. Are you a hockey fan, Miles?”
Miles chuckles lowly. “No. Not at all. I watched a few clips on Rose’s phone, but it was a sweaty blur.”
He’s not wrong. Shane doesn’t know what else to say.
“I don’t have a problem with that,” Miles adds before Shane can come up with a reply. “In fact, I’d love to see it up close.”
“Well, I don’t think Gloria has a hockey rink here.”
Miles throws his head back to laugh. “You’re funny, Shane.”
“Thanks.”
“And beautiful.”
Shane blinks.
“Has anyone told you that before?”
Shane stares at Miles. “Uh, no, not directly.”
“That’s a shame.” Miles steps closer. Shane is already leaning against the wall. There’s nowhere to go. “Would you like to dance?”
Shane realizes that Miles is flirting with him. He’s not sure how to feel about it. It’s flattering, he supposes, since Miles is very handsome. It’s surprising that Miles is so straightforward and bold. It’s mostly terrifying, because they’re at a party with other hockey players.
“I’m, um… not… a great dancer…” Shane’s gaze bounces around the room.
Sean and Gabriel are swaying together on the dancefloor. Carter and Gloria are dancing, too. Bennett is chatting with another Admirals player near the windows. Rose is at the cocktail bar, mixing herself a drink. Scott is standing by the desserts.
But he’s watching Shane and Miles.
Shane stiffens.
“M-Maybe later,” he blurts.
“Alright, handsome. Come find me if you change your mind.” Miles smiles at him. He touches Shane’s bicep lightly before walking away.
Shane tries not to flinch.
He doesn’t dare to look at Scott. He hopes that the other players weren’t watching too.
“Everything okay, rook?”
Shane freezes.
Scott offers him an unopened can of ginger ale from the cooler. “You having fun?”
“Y-Yeah. Sure.” Shane grabs the can from Scott. He opens it and chugs half. “How about you?”
“Gloria knows how to throw a party,” Scott replies. He’s holding a plate in his other hand. It has a fork and a thick slice of pumpkin pie on it. He leans against the wall beside Shane. He starts to eat.
Shane notices Rose stepping out onto the terrace again. She gives him a smile and a jaunty wave when their eyes meet.
“You two seem to be hitting it off.” Scott’s voice pulls Shane back. He’s smiling down at Shane.
“Oh, sure, I guess.” Shane fidgets with his ginger ale.
“Looks like it to me, anyway. Think she’s hoping you’ll follow.” Scott points out, nodding towards the terrace.
Rose had left the door ajar. She’d put her sherpa coat back on before heading outside. It seems like she’s planning to stay there for a while.
“Oh,” Shane mumbles. Maybe Scott’s right. “I-I should…”
“Only if you want to.”
“What?”
Scott looks at him. He repeats, “Only if you want to.”
“…No, I should go.”
Shane really should. Rose is beautiful and charming. She’s perfect. She’s everything he should want.
Scott shrugs. “Suit yourself.”
Shane pushes himself off the wall. “Thanks for the ginger ale.”
“Anytime.”
Shane heads for the terrace. The living room seems twice as big as before. It takes a long time to cross it. As he draws closer to the open door, the winter air caresses his skin. He shivers.
Shane pauses at the threshold.
He takes a deep breath. Holds for four. Exhales.
He steps outside.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    This chapter got so long that I had to split it into a third and final part. RIP. 😂

Did anyone guess that Miles would be here too? 👀

A lot of the dialogue between Shane, Rose, and Miles is based on lines from Heated Rivalry S1E4: Rose & S1E5: I’ll Believe in Anything. Whenever I use extensive amounts of canon dialogue, my intention is to reframe it in a way that makes sense for my canon-divergent fic. Some things feel inevitable to me, and I like seeing how some of the same moments or conversations could still happen despite messing with the timeline.

Next time—the rest of the party. 🎉
Other Notes
	I made up the MLH team name for the Detroit Red Wings. They’re now the Detroit Blackbirds, because there’s a species of bird called red-winged blackbirds. No, I am not good at picking team names and no, I will not try harder! 😂

	Yes, the movie Rose is filming now is the very first X-Squad!

	Qiàn Dǒng (if not Westernized: Dǒng Qiàn or 董倩) is not a typical Chinese name. It’s used more as a penname.
    	Qiàn (倩) means handsome and Dǒng (董) is a common surname associated with people in a supervisory role.

    	I chose this name because if you completely Westernize it to “Qian Dong” and then “translate” it back using the wrong characters, you can get to 浅懂 (qiǎn dǒng). This roughly means “superficial understanding,” which perfectly expresses the (lack of) relationship between young Shane and Qiàn Dǒng.



	Shin’ya Nakamura would’ve been Shane’s (Westernized) name, if he’d kept Yuna’s (fictional) surname or been raised in Japan. I chose Nakamura (中村) for Yuna’s original last name. It’s a very common Japanese surname that means “middle village.”

	Eric Bennett hasn’t appeared yet in the show, and I haven’t read the books, so I’m working solely off content in the Game Changers wiki. Thank you to everyone who posts information there. 🙏

Content WarningMentions of toxic hockey culture, including racism, bullying, and homophobia. Shane continues to work through his internalized homophobia.


  


      

  












      Chapter 14: (shane) new york city [part three]
  



    Chapter Notes

      I never said 25 chapters. Is lie, liar told you that. I said 35. 😏

Okay, more seriously though. It took me a while to work through this chapter because I kept questioning the pacing of everything that came afterwards. I was originally planning to have one single chapter of Ilya’s truly epic crashout, spanning from now until their eventual reunion at MLH All-Stars. Then when I started trying to write and code it, it felt like too much happening all at once. And I also wanted to spend more time on the happier half of the story, post-reunion.

So I decided to take things slower and keep going at the current pace. I’ve added the “Veryyyyyy Slow Burn,” “Everyone Loves Shane Hollander,” “Found Family,” and “Character Study” tags to reflect this.

Sorry to those of you who want Shane and Ilya to just meet and make up and kiss already. I’m adding this note at the start of the chapter so you can decide what’s best for you.

The rest of you can enjoy the ride. 🔥
For anyone worried about seeing Shane in serious relationships with people besides Ilya: (click for spoiler)This will not happen in this story. Sorry to everyone but Ilya. You all fumble Shane Hollander.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  “Back for more?” Rose’s melodic voice drifts over.
She’s standing beyond the firepit, near the edge of the terrace. Her head is tipped back. She’s gazing at the stars.
Shane joins her. Truthfully, there’s not much to see. Thick, dark clouds meander lazily across the midnight blue sky. The steady glow of the bustling city obscures whatever starlight might cascade down. He wonders if she’s disappointed by the view.
“That’s where Perseus is supposed to be.” Rose points up. “The constellation, of course. Not the hero from Greek mythology.”
“Oh.” Shane can’t see anything.
She moves her finger slightly to the right. “And beside him is Andromeda, his wife. Also a constellation. Isn’t it romantic?”
“Sure.” Shane deflects, “I didn’t realize you knew so much about stars.”
Rose finally turns to look at him. She teases, “What, you think I was born wanting to be an actress?”
“You weren’t?” Shane asks. It’s a genuine question.
Since he was a kid, he’s only ever wanted to do one thing—play hockey. His mom and dad had bundled him up in winter clothes, laced his tiny toddler feet into ice skates, and taken him out onto the frozen Rideau Canal. They’d wobbled around hand-in-hand for half an hour. And that had been that.
Shane has loved skating ever since. It’s another thing that makes his head go quiet.
Hockey is even better than skating.
There are rules. He’s rewarded for knowing them. No referee can outargue Shane on the ice. He knows everything there is to know about the game. He takes almost as much pride in talking his team out of penalties as he does in scoring goals.
There’s a puck to chase. Shane likes having a clear goal. Something singular to focus on.
There are also people to compete with. To beat. Shane has always been competitive. It had been a problem when he was younger and trying to make friends, but it’s encouraged now that he’s a professional athlete. Shane loves to win.
Rose chuckles. She shakes her head. “No, I wasn’t. I wanted to be an astronaut, actually.”
“Why aren’t you?”
She shrugs. “My mom wanted me to follow in her footsteps, I guess. She’s an actress too. She had me audition for my first movie when I was eight.”
Shane remembers her describing the film earlier. “The one with Bill Paxton?”
She nods. “That’s the one! Anyway, I got the role, and then more roles just kind of… kept coming. She was thrilled. And now here I am.”
Shane frowns. He hadn’t liked it when his parents tried to get him into sports besides hockey. He doesn’t want to think about how he’ll feel when he eventually has to retire. “Couldn’t you… I don’t know, still do that? Go back to school or something? Are there schools for astronauts?”
Rose smiles. Shane thinks that she looks a little sad, but he can’t always tell. “Well, unfortunately, I also get motion sickness. So that wouldn’t work out so well with the whole flying-to-space part of the job. I’ll have to stick to playing astronauts in movies.” She freezes. Her eyes widen as she covers her mouth. “Shit! You didn’t hear that either! I am not supposed to mention that before they announce it!”
“Hear what?” Shane jokes. She relaxes.
They spend a while like that, staring up at the night sky. Rose points out pinpricks of light peeking out between the clouds. Shane tries to follow as she explains the stories behind the various constellations.
Shane only realizes how long it’s been once his neck starts to ache from craning upwards. He’s being rude. He rubs the back of his neck and apologizes, “Sorry. I didn’t mean to keep you from the party. You don’t have to stay here explaining stars to me all night. It’s pretty cold out.”
“No, I’m having so much fun!” Rose exclaims. She touches his elbow gently, guiding him over to the firepit where it’s warmer. They tug a pair of armchairs closer and sit down. “It’s nice to be able to talk about stars. My brothers are sick of hearing about them. And besides, Gloria’s parties go on for hours. She’ll be dancing all night. I’ll catch up with her later.”
That reminds Shane of something he’d been curious about. “How do you know Gloria, anyway?”
“Oh, we went to theatre school together,” Rose explains, waving her hand. “Same department. Different classes, though. She graduated a couple years before me.”
“That’s nice.”
Rose smiles. “Yeah. She always wanted to be an actress. Gloria loves love, so she mostly does romcoms now, but she’s so talented. She could do anything. I’m so happy things worked out for her. Though I was sad, for a while.”
“Sad?” Shane’s brow furrows.
“Well, she moved to NYC when she graduated. She landed a role on Broadway. But neither of us were cut out for long distance. It’s really hard, you know?”
Shane knows. He knows what it’s like to wait, and want, and slowly lose hope.
He tries not to think of Rozanov.
Instead, he repeats, “Long distance…? Aren’t you still friends?”
Shane is definitely missing something. Rose tilts her head and looks at him. “Did you not hear from Gloria? We used to date.”
“Oh,” Shane says. That’s all he can manage.
“Does that surprise you?”
“Yes,” Shane admits, then hears how that sounds. He sputters, “I mean, no! Not really. Well, kind of? Maybe?”
Shane doesn’t know where he’s going with this. He shuts up.
Luckily, Rose doesn’t seem offended. She’s leaning back in her seat with her body twisted towards him. Her legs are tucked up under her. Her arm is draped over the back of the armchair. She’s smiling at him. “You’re so cute. Have I told you how cute you are?”
Her response isn’t helping Shane guess what he’s supposed to say or do. He tries, “No. I don’t think so?”
“Well, you are. And a lot of actors aren’t… entirely straight. They’re just not all out.”
“Oh,” Shane mutters. He still doesn’t know what to say. “And you…?”
“Like I said, not entirely straight. My partner’s gender doesn’t matter to me. Love is love. I’ve dated both men and women. Quietly.” Rose sighs and adds, “It’s not easy to succeed if you’re out in Hollywood. I’m only just starting to make a name for myself. I don’t want to end up typecast as that queer girl, you know?”
Shane nods.
Then she asks, “Are there any, like, gay hockey players? I mean, yes, obviously there are, but are there any openly gay players in the MLH?”
Shane swallows hard. He bites his lip. He looks away. He says, very carefully, “Yeah, uh, no. I mean… Yeah, there are probably… gay players or whatever, but none that have said it publicly.”
“Oh.”
“What?” Shane’s heart is racing. He can feel it throbbing in his chest. He flexes his fingers on his thigh.
“Sorry, I don’t…” Rose shakes her head. Shane tenses further. She continues, “I don’t think I’m going about this the right way.”
“Going about what?”
“I really like you, Shane,” Rose confesses.
Shane’s heart stutters. It begins to sink. He says, “I like you too.”
It’s not untrue. He likes spending time with Rose. He really does. If it’s her, then maybe…
Rose doesn’t stop there. She leans in and rests her hand over his, on top of his thigh. Shane stares down at her hand. It’s so small and soft. He forces himself not to pull away. Rose gazes into his eyes. She lowers her voice and murmurs, “But I have a feeling that… I’m not doing it for you?”
Yes, you are. Shane can’t bring himself to say the words aloud. He can’t look at her. His fingers spasm.
“I know you like talking to me.”
That’s much easier to admit. “Yeah.”
“Would you like kissing me?”
Shane’s eyes flick to Rose’s mouth. She’s wearing lip gloss. He grits his teeth. “Sure.”
Silence stretches between them.
Finally, Rose says, “…Wow.”
“No…” Shane can fix this. “Of course I would, sorry.”
“Oh, hey, don’t apologize!” Rose squeezes his hand. He wishes she would let go. It’s too much right now. She keeps talking. “I just… I have a feeling, and… maybe I’m completely off-base here, but… I don’t know, I feel like maybe you’d rather be kissing… Miles. I saw you two earlier.”
Shane goes perfectly still. He opens his mouth, but nothing comes out.
“Hey, it’s okay, it’s really okay.”
“It’s not.” Shane looks down at his lap. At Rose’s hand, holding his. He forces himself to look back up and meet her eyes. “I do like you. I really do. I like talking with you. I like being with you. I like all of it. I know some of the other stuff might be… a problem, but—”
Rose interrupts him. “It’s not a problem. A problem is something you can fix. We’re more like… a square peg in a round hole.”
Shane’s lips twitch. Rose scrunches her face and cringes.
“Ew. No. I’m sorry, forget I said that! Um…” Rose takes a deep breath. “We’re just… We’re not really meant to fit, and it’s fine. I just… don’t think that we should force it.”
“I get it. I just, uh…” Shane trails off. His gaze wanders over to the flickering fire. He searches for the right words. “I think… I think…”
Rose cuts in, “Hey, you don’t owe me any explanation.”
“I feel like I kind of do,” Shane replies. He wasn’t trying to… lead Rose on, or anything. Shane wants her to know that.
Shane really would’ve tried. He would’ve been a good boyfriend. Caring and attentive.
He would’ve held her hand, kissed her, and done what he needed to do. He’s done it before. With his ex-girlfriend, Jessica, and a few women he’d hooked up with in clubs. He’d picked them very carefully—well, they’d chosen him first. Beautiful, confident women that knew exactly what they wanted, and weren’t shy about using him to get it.
Shane knows how make it good for a woman. He’s made women moan and writhe and cry and come, repeatedly, with his hands and mouth. It won’t be good for him, but that’s not what matters. He can do it again.
He wants to. Really.
Rose shakes her head. “You really don’t.”
The fire has gone slightly blurry. Shane blinks, hard.
Rose hesitates for a moment. “Can I ask if you’ve ever been with another guy?”
Shane tries not to think of Rozanov. He fails.
He nods.
“Have you ever told anyone that before?”
Shane shakes his head.
“Was it different, with a guy?”
Shane still remembers the kiss that Rozanov had given him in the stairwell. He’d kissed Shane like he cared. Like Shane was more than just a quick and easy fuck. Like maybe they were something.
Shane had been wrong about that. But at the time, that kiss had meant everything.
“Of course,” Shane whispers.
Rose smiles wryly. “Was it better?”
Shane closes his eyes.
He thinks of Rozanov. Of Rozanov pulling him close, picking him up, holding him down. Spreading Shane’s thighs. Sinking into him. Praising him. Making him beg. Making him take it. Making him put on a show.
He thinks of Rozanov’s body. Muscular and heavy, broader than Shane’s, pressing him firmly into the mattress or up against the wall. Rozanov’s hands, huge and calloused, moving Shane exactly where he wants him. Rozanov’s curls, dark and golden and perfect to tangle around Shane’s fingers. Rozanov’s eyes, made of a thousand shades of blue, with flecks of green and gold. Rozanov’s smile, wide with delight and a little bit crooked.
He thinks of Rozanov fucking him until Shane’s head goes quiet and all that’s left is Rozanov.
Shane thinks of kissing him, and kissing him, and kissing him.
Shane opens his eyes.
“Yeah, it was… It was better.” Shane’s voice falters. He roughly wipes beneath his eye. His knuckles come away wet. If this conversation stays serious, he really will end up crying in front of Rose. Shane clears his throat and tries to make a joke. “The thing is, I… I kind of prefer being the hole, rather than the peg.”
Rose’s mouth drops open. She cackles. “Wow! That is the best thing any gay friend of mine has ever told me.”
“You’ve had other…?” Shane can’t bring himself to say the word gay aloud. He can barely think it in his own head.
“Oh, I was in theatre school. Straight guys are a rarity there. Trust me. I tried dating a bunch of guys before Gloria. Like 70% of my boyfriends left me for other guys.”
Shane’s eyes widen. “70%?”
“Yeah.”
“Wow.” Shane doesn’t know what else to say.
He hopes, suddenly, that his ex-girlfriend never finds out about Rozanov. He’d broken up with her right after the draft. He’d pretended for a long time that it had nothing to do with that late night in the gym. So what if brushing fingers with Rozanov had turned him on more than sex with Jessica ever had? It was just one of countless other reasons why they wouldn’t work out.
Rose smiles, almost like she can tell what he’s thinking. Shane really hopes not. She encourages him, “You should follow Miles back on Instagram. He’s totally into you.”
Shane shakes his head. “No. I mean, not no, but I just need to sort some things out first.”
The thought of being vulnerable with a man who isn’t Rozanov is…
Shane doesn’t want to think about it. He’s not ready.
He trusts Rozanov. Even now. The same way that Rozanov trusts him—or so Shane had thought until Sochi. It would destroy them both if their secret got out. Shane would never do that to Rozanov, no matter how hurt or angry he feels.
I’m tired, Rozanov had said. He’d wanted to stop. They had.
But Shane knows that he’s still safe with Rozanov. Rozanov won’t tell. Shane can’t trust any other man like that. Not yet.
Rose smiles again. “Of course. And I wasn’t kidding about Miles. He’d be down to meet up. Like, in a heartbeat.”
Shane bites his lip. “You won’t… say anything to him, will you?”
“No, definitely not! And I never will!” Rose promises immediately, wide-eyed and sincere.
“Thank you,” Shane breathes.
“I would never do that.” Rose declares adamantly, “Never.”
“Thank you,” Shane repeats.
“I have a feeling that there’s not a lot of people you can talk to,” Rose guesses. “I mean, about all this.”
She’s not wrong. Shane nods. “Yeah. There’s not a lot of other players… like me.”
“In more ways than one, Mr. Generational Talent!” Rose teases, with a wink. “But that gives me an idea. My younger brother—”
“Peter, in the AHL?”
“Yep! He didn’t make the draft, but it wasn’t because he wasn’t good enough. He’s fucking amazing. And I’m not just saying that because I’m his sister, I promise. Peter, um…” Rose stops. Shane waits patiently, until she’s ready. “He’s gay. And he got outed. Right before the draft. The MLH scouts who’d been chatting him up couldn’t drop him fast enough. Projected #3 draft pick, poof! Gone just like that. Those fuckers.”
It’s Shane’s worst nightmare.
Rose keeps going. “But anyway, Peter made it through. He’s okay now. He plays in the AHL. His team knows, and they’re good to him. I think you two should talk.”
“What?”
“I mean, of course, you’re always welcome to talk to me, or Gloria! I’m sure she’d be happy to talk to you too. We’ve, uh, gone through a lot, but I know that it’s… different for you. With hockey, and everything else. It’s so much harder. Peter knows what that’s like. I think it’d be good for you to meet someone who understands. Like, really understands.”
Rose searches his face. Shane tries to keep his expression calm.
“I… I’ll think about, okay?” he offers eventually.
“Good.” Rose sounds satisfied. “And in the meantime, let’s be friends.”
Shane nods. “Yeah.”
He must not have been convincing enough. Rose straightens up and proclaims, “No, seriously! Not some bullshit let’s stay friends thing. Let’s be real friends. I mean it.”
“Okay,” Shane agrees. He means it, too.
Rose smiles and reaches for his hand. He lets the counting fade as she squeezes it tight. “I really like you, Shane. You’re secretly one of the funniest guys I know.”
Shane smirks. “Well, that secret, you don’t have to keep.”




Hours and hours later, they stumble out of Gloria’s apartment.
Rose had mixed herself several more cocktails—in celebration of their new best-friendship, she’d announced.
Shane had been talked into two beers by Carter, whose enthusiasm was irresistible. But Shane is approximately two hundred pounds of muscle, so the buzz has mostly worn off by the time they make it downstairs.
Rose is still tipsy. He’s keeping an eye on her as they wait for her ride.
“Give me your number!” she demands, too loudly. At least the street is mostly empty at this time of night. Or morning, really.
Rose wiggles her fingers until Shane hands her his phone. She enters her number, texts herself, and makes a triumphant noise when her phone chimes.
A car pulls up to the curb. Shane checks the license plate. It matches what Rose had showed him on her phone. He accompanies her as she wobbles towards the car.
“Oh shiiiiiit!” Rose screeches as she trips over an uneven part of the sidewalk. Her arms flail.
Shane quickly reaches out to catch her. He grabs her hand to make sure she doesn’t topple over.
Rose stumbles a few steps before she recovers. “God, I love you!” she gushes. She smacks a glossy kiss onto his cheek. Shane wrinkles his nose. She whispers against his face, “Your muscles are so… ooommphhh! You would’ve been my favorite gay ex-boyfriend, I can already tell. I’d propose in a heartbeat if I thought you’d ever accept.”
“Don’t tell Evelyn. She’ll never move to LA to cook for you.”
Rose snorts. It’s strangely charming. “Oh, Shane Hollander’s got jokes! See what I mean? Secretly funny!”
“If you say so.” Shane can’t help but smile.
“Text me whenever, okay?” Rose insists as he helps her climb into her car. She keeps swaying. It’s a struggle to make sure she doesn’t bump her head. “Because I will be texting you all the time!”
“Promise?” Shane teases.
She wags her finger and warns him, “You will wish you never met me!”
“Impossible,” Shane says, and means it.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Kudos to the handful of you who guessed the connection between Gloria and Rose! 💃💖

Once again, significant portions of Rose’s dialogue have been taken directly from Heated Rivalry S1E5: I’ll Believe in Anything.

Next time—it’s finally an Ilya chapter! 😈

me: i should write this chapter!
also me: spends hours picking the perfect pictures and coding the next chapter instead 🥵
Canon Divergences & Other Notes
	Perseus is a legendary demigod and hero from Greek mythology, most renowned for beheading Medusa and rescuing Andromeda, who he later wed. Heracles is his descendant. His namesake constellation is most visible during fall and winter.

	According to the Game Changers wiki, Gloria and Rose end up filming a movie together. They decide to play their characters as if they’re attracted to each other. So naturally my brain went, but what if they really were lovers in the past? 🧠✨

	Rose is pansexual. Cheers to another canon divergence! 🥂

	In this fic, Shane is good at having sex with women, though it makes him miserable. That man practices everything. If he thinks that sleeping with women is an MLH requirement, he’s absolutely going to excel at it. It helps that he picks dommes who tell him what to do. Sub service top Shane Hollander, please and thank you. 🙏

	Peter Landry was mentioned only briefly in the show, which means that he’s now mine to play with! 😈

Content WarningMentions of toxic hockey culture, including homophobia. Shane continues to work through his internalized homophobia. Very brief, vague mentions of Shane having sex with women, if that bothers you.
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Metros’ captain ready to play: “We want to win.”
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Thu, Oct 11 at 15:52

                	Ilya

                    	nothing to say to me?


                    !

                

                
                    	we will see.

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Thu, Oct 11 at 18:49

                	Ilya

                    	ready to lose?


                    !

                


Not Delivered


            
            

            
                	Ilya

                    	need help finding the goal?


                    !

                


Not Delivered


            
            

            
                	Ilya

                    	you’re playing like shit


                    !

                

                
                    	where’s your team?

                    !

                


Not Delivered


            
            

            
                	Ilya

                    	why won’t you fucking look at me?


                    !

                


Not Delivered


        

    
MLH scoreboard:
[Scoreboard for the MLH game on October 11, 2014. It shows the Boston Raiders defeating the Montréal Metros 4-1. 3 goals were scored by Ilya Rozanov, 1 by Cliff Marleau, and 1 by Shane Hollander. Cliff Marleau and Hayden Pike each have 1 assist.]

[image: MLH logo]MLH Scoreboard: Oct 11, 2014

FINAL



▶[image: Boston Raiders logo]Boston Raiders1-0



　[image: Montréal Metros logo]Montréal Metros0-1
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GOALS

[image: Ilya Rozanov]
Ilya Rozanov (1)

BOS 1 - MTL 0 (1st - 05:48)



[image: Cliff Marleau]
Cliff Marleau (1)

BOS 2 - MTL 0 (2nd - 11:12)



[image: Ilya Rozanov]
Ilya Rozanov (2)

Cliff Marleau (1)

BOS 3 - MTL 0 (3rd - 6:35)



[image: Shane Hollander]
Shane Hollander (1)PPG

Hayden Pike (1)

BOS 3 - MTL 1 (3rd - 16:01)



[image: Ilya Rozanov]
Ilya Rozanov (3)

BOS 4 - MTL 1 (3rd - 18:58)
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            Jane

        


        

Thu, Oct 11 at 22:07

                	Ilya

                    	you’re still angry with me


                    !

                


                
                    	come over

                    !

                

                
                    	i will make it up to you )

                    !

                

                
                    	ritz-carlton 1215

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Thu, Oct 11 at 23:39


Calling Jane...


Call could not be completed.

                	Ilya

                    	hollander


                    !

                


Not Delivered



Calling Jane...


Call could not be completed.


    
 

Twitter thread:
Shane Hollander’s Fleece

@hollandersfleece

Days since last sighting: 0 🍁👀

11:03 AM • October 18, 2014

2 replies • 8 reposts • 52 likes
go admirals go! 🏒

@admiralsgirl

wow people really will make an account for anything

0 replies • 0 reposts • 0 likes





[image: An avatar photo of Shane Hollander wearing his Team Canada fleece.]

Shane Hollander’s Fleece @hollandersfleece



Days since last sighting: 0 🍁👀

11:03 AM • October 18, 2014

2 8 52  
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go admirals go! 🏒 @admiralsgirl Oct 18

wow people really will make an account for anything

 
                         
                         
                         







TMZ article preview:
SHANE HOLLANDER

HOT DATE WITH MYSTERIOUS WOMAN!
EXCLUSIVE

By TMZ Staff

Published October 18, 2014 10:01 AM PDT
[A paparazzi photo of a woman wearing a gray trench coat and a New York Yankees baseball cap. Her face is not visible.]
Montréal Metros’ star Shane Hollander spotted getting lunch with a woman in downtown Montréal! Is the MLH’s hottest man finally off the market?
KEEP READING
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SHANE HOLLANDER

HOT DATE WITH MYSTERIOUS WOMAN!

EXCLUSIVE

By TMZ Staff

Published October 18, 2014 10:01 AM PDT

[image: A paparazzi photo of a woman wearing a gray trench coat and a New York Yankees baseball cap. Her face is not visible.]

Montréal Metros’ star Shane Hollander spotted getting lunch with a woman in downtown Montréal! Is the MLH’s hottest man finally off the market?

KEEP READING
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            [image: An avatar photo of the Boston Raiders logo.]

            Loose Cannons ⚫🔥

        


        

Sat, Oct 18 at 15:33

                	Carmy

                	boys have you seen this??? 👀👀👀


                	[A photo of the TMZ logo.][image: TMZ logo]
                    TMZ

Shane Hollander’s Hot Date!

tmz.com
                    

                

            

            
                	Marly

                	bro y r u always online?


                	and y do u care?

            


            
                	St-Vicky 🙏

                	No, no, he’s got a point


                	I’m running out of shit to chirp Hollander about

                	He never gets into scandals

                	And now he’s on the front page of fucking TMZ

                	This is gonna be good 🔥

            


            
                	Connors²

                	Actually, it sucks.


                	Who got paid to write this?

                	It says literally nothing.

                	Maybe I WAS smart enough to be a journalist… 😔

            


            
                	Marly

                	harsh c2


            


            
                	Connors²

                	It’s true though.


                	”Shane Hollander spotted getting lunch with a woman in downtown Montréal.”

                	Like seriously?

                	He fucking lives there!

                	He eats food!

                	Come on!

            


            
                	Sebbs 🤕

                	idk whens thelast time holndr with grl?


            


            
                	Marly

                	bro get off ur phone


                	u have a concussion

            


            
                	Sebbs 🤕

                	i dint no yuocould spell tht


            


            
                	Marly

                	fuck u


            


            
                	🔨smith

                	@Roz so how many articles does TMZ have about you man? 😂🫵


            


            
                	Kohn

                	Hold up i think i recognize that chick


                	Same one he got papped with in NY

                	At like 3am

            


            
                	St-Vicky 🙏

                	With the Admirals?


                	Holy fucking hell

                	Is Hollander stealing Vaughn’s girl!?!?!? 😱

            


            
                	Connors²

                	Or maybe they’re friends.


            


            
                	🔨smith

                	Does Hollander even have friends? 🤣


                	Half the fucking league shits themselves when they play against him

                	Other half wants to lick him

            


            
                	Kohn

                	What?


            


            
                	Carmy

                	uhhhhhh???


            

            
            
                	St-Vicky 🙏

                	You sure about that? 😏


            


            
                	Marly

                	bro


            


            
                	Sebbs 🤕

                	he said wat hesaidd


            


            
                	🔨smith

                	*kick I mean


            


            
                	Marly

                	ok


            


            
                	🔨smith

                	I MEANT KICK 🦵


            


            
                	Marly

                	😒 ok


            


            
                	🔨smith

                	Fuck off Marly!


                	@Roz so you got the scoop or what?

            


            
                	Carmy

                	bro they don’t even talk! 😂


            


Several people are typing...


    
 


        [image: back]
            J

            Jane

        


        

Sun, Oct 19 at 9:08

                	Ilya

                    	3-1 against scouts


                    !

                

                
                    	almost as bad as what you did to centaurs ))

                    !

                


Not Delivered


            


            
                	Ilya

                    	new friend, jane?


                    !

                

                
                    	she’s not as pretty as you

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Wed, Oct 29 at 7:59

                	Ilya

                    	3 game streak?


                    !

                

                
                    	keep fucking up the other canadian teams

                    !

                

                
                    	makes them easy to beat when they’re still crying )

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Sat, Nov 1 at 21:48

                	Ilya

                    	6-0 against guardians?


                    !

                

                
                    	hat trick?

                    !

                

                
                    	penalty against kent?

                    !

                

                
                    	i want to blow you

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Thu, Nov 13 at 19:52

                	Ilya

                    	your knee is okay?


                    !

                

                
                    	you wobble like baby deer after that hit

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Tue, Nov 18 at 5:06

                	Ilya

                    	do you hate games in buffalo as much as i do?


                    !

                

                
                    	there’s nothing good about this place

                    !

                

                
                    	clubs here are awful

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Fri, Nov 21 at 3:13

                	Ilya

                    	нельзя злиться вечно (you can’t stay angry forever)


                    !

                

                
                    	я знаю тебя (i know you)

                    !

                


Not Delivered


            

        

    
 

TMZ article preview:
SHANE HOLLANDER

JUST CHILLING
By TMZ Staff

Published November 25, 2014 3:19 PM PDT
[A photo of Scott Hunter, Shane Hollander, and Carter Vaughn eating frozen yogurt.]
Montréal Metros’ star Shane Hollander spotted getting frozen yogurt with New York Admirals’ players Scott Hunter and Carter Vaughn in downtown NYC! Is the MLHs’ golden boy planning to move teams soon?
KEEP READING
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SHANE HOLLANDER

JUST CHILLING

By TMZ Staff

Published November 25, 2014 3:19 PM PDT

[image: A photo of Scott Hunter, Shane Hollander, and Carter Vaughn eating frozen yogurt.]

Montréal Metros’ star Shane Hollander spotted getting frozen yogurt with New York Admirals’ players Scott Hunter and Carter Vaughn in downtown NYC! Is the MLHs’ golden boy planning to move teams soon?

KEEP READING


Twitter thread:
Shane Hollander’s Fleece

@hollandersfleece

Days since last sighting: 0 🍁🥵

[A zoomed-in photo of Shane Hollander wearing his Team Canada fleece at the frozen yogurt shop.]

3:39 PM • November 25, 2014

24 replies • 81 reposts • 769 likes
go admirals go! 🏒✨

@admiralsgirl • Nov 25

bro u just cropped out the admirals, ur savage af 💀

1 reply • 0 reposts • 1 like
Shane Hollander’s Fleece

@hollandersfleece • Nov 25

Read my name.

0 replies • 0 reposts • 3 likes






[image: An avatar photo of Shane Hollander wearing his Team Canada fleece.]

Shane Hollander’s Fleece @hollandersfleece



Days since last sighting: 0 🍁🥵


[image: A zoomed-in photo of Shane Hollander wearing his Team Canada fleece at the frozen yogurt shop.]
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go admirals go! 🏒✨ @admiralsgirl Nov 25

bro u just cropped out the admirals, ur savage af 💀
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Shane Hollander’s Fleece @hollandersfleece Nov 25

Read my name.

 
                         
                        3
                         








        

        [image: An avatar photo of Scott Hunter, wearing a sporty outfit and relaxing on a sofa.]
        
            ancient one

        


Tue, Nov 25 at 16:47

            	Ilya

            	[A photo of Scott Hunter, Shane Hollander, and Carter Vaughn eating frozen yogurt.][image: Scott Hunter, Shane Hollander, and Carter Vaughn eating frozen yogurt.]

            	fun date with hollander?

            	he’s too young for you

        

        
        
            	Scott

            	😒

            	Fuck off, Rozanov.

        

    
Twitter post:
Carter Vaughn ☑️

@carty_v ☑️

You're one of us now @shanehollander #HonoraryNewYorker

[A photo of Shane Hollander smiling and wearing a black New York Yankees baseball cap.]

9:58 PM • November 25, 2014

18 replies • 94 reposts • 1.2K likes




[image: An avatar photo of Carter Vaughn wearing sunglasses and a blue collared shirt.]

Carter Vaughn [image: verified] @carty_v



You're one of us now @shanehollander #HonoraryNewYorker


[image: Shane Hollander smiling and wearing a black New York Yankees baseball cap.]



9:58 PM • November 25, 2014

18 94 1.2K  




        

        [image: An avatar photo of Carter Vaughn wearing sunglasses and a blue collared shirt.]
        
            vaughn

        


Tue, Nov 25 at 23:21

            	Ilya

            	since when do you hang out with hollander?

        

        
        
            	Carter

            	Aw, c’mon, Roz! 😩

            	Don’t be such a sourpuss!

            	I bet you’d get along with him if you just tried

            	He’s a fun guy!

        

    
 

Instagram post:
[A rotating sequence of 6 photographs. The first is a delicious Thanksgiving dinner. The second is a spread of desserts. The third is Gloria Grey taking a selfie with a bunch of friends. The fourth is Gloria winking and posing with another woman. The fifth is Gloria smiling and posing with two other women. The sixth is Gloria sitting on a blue sofa holding a cocktail.]

gloria_grey ☑️

Another wonderful year with lots to be grateful for! Thanks for a fun night together. 🦃🍽🥂️ #friendsgiving

November 26

1,207 likes • 33 comments • 172 reposts • 68 shares
carty_v ☑️ • ❤️ by author

🥰
gloria_grey ☑️ • Author

😘


shanehollander ☑️ • ❤️ by author

Thanks again for inviting me.
gloria_grey ☑️ • Author

So glad you could make it!


roselandryofficial ☑️ • ❤️ by author

I had a blast, thanks so much for hosting! ❤️

bennettadmirals ☑️ • ❤️ by author

Already looking forward to next year!

scotthunter21 ☑️ • ❤️ by author

Great time, as always.


[image: An avatar photo of Gloria Grey wearing a black dress and smiling playfully.]

gloria_grey [image: verified]
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[image: An avatar photo of Carter Vaughn wearing sunglasses and a blue collared shirt.]

carty_v [image: verified] • [image: liked] by author

🥰



[image: An avatar photo of Gloria Grey wearing a black dress and smiling playfully.]

gloria_grey [image: verified] • Author

😘




[image: A black-and-white avatar photo of Shane Hollander gazing over his shoulder at the camera.]

shanehollander [image: verified] • [image: liked] by author

Thanks again for inviting me.



[image: An avatar photo of Gloria Grey wearing a black dress and smiling playfully.]

gloria_grey [image: verified] • Author

So glad you could make it!




[image: An artsy avatar photo of Rose Landry, posing like a model as she looks into the camera.]

roselandryofficial [image: verified] • [image: liked] by author

I had a blast, thanks so much for hosting! ❤️



[image: An avatar photo of Eric Bennett wearing a dark three-piece suit.]

bennettadmirals [image: verified] • [image: liked] by author

Already looking forward to next year!



[image: An avatar photo of Scott Hunter, wearing a sporty outfit and relaxing on a sofa.]

scotthunter21 [image: verified] • [image: liked] by author

Great time, as always.






        
            

            [image: A black-and-white avatar photo of Shane Hollander gazing over his shoulder at the camera.]
            
                
                    Shane Hollander

                

                shanehollander [image: verified]

            

        


        
            [image: A black-and-white avatar photo of Shane Hollander gazing over his shoulder at the camera.]
            

[A black-and-white avatar photo of Shane Hollander gazing over his shoulder at the camera.]

Shane Hollander

shanehollander [image: verified]

2.4M followers • 18 posts

You don't follow each other on Instagram
                


            View profile

        


Nov 26 at 10:29 AM

            	Ilya

            	hollander

            	answer your phone

        

    
 

TMZ article preview:
ROSE LANDRY

HER NEW MAN!
EXCLUSIVE

By TMZ Staff

Published November 27, 2014 12:01 AM PDT
[A paparazzi photo of Shane Hollander and Rose Landry holding hands.]
X-Squad star Rose Landry spotted getting cozy with MLH heartthrob Shane Hollander last night in NYC! Is this the start of Hollywood’s hottest new romance?
KEEP READING
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ROSE LANDRY

HER NEW MAN!

EXCLUSIVE

By TMZ Staff

Published November 27, 2014 12:01 AM PDT

[image: A paparazzi photo of Shane Hollander and Rose Landry holding hands.]

X-Squad star Rose Landry spotted getting cozy with MLH heartthrob Shane Hollander last night in NYC! Is this the start of Hollywood’s hottest new romance?

KEEP READING







  
    Chapter End Notes

    Ilya prefers dark mode. You can tell which pieces of media he saw directly by checking what mode they’re in. This chapter stops juuuuuust before his reaction to Shane and Rose. 😘

I’ve been working on this chapter in the background for a long time! I coded everything myself (see Coding References). I fought for my life against AO3’s random formatting quirks. You should still be able to view all content when you click “Hide Creator’s Style.” Let me know if you encounter any issues so that I can fix them.

I used Adobe Photoshop for all of the graphics. No AI was involved.

Next time—Shane acquires a stylist. ✨
Media Notes (spoilers for this chapter!)
	The ESPN interview and hockey game took place in Chapter 9.

	This isn’t the last you’ll see of @hollandersfleece and @admiralsgirl. They’re just random strangers on the web.

	List of players that appear in the Boston Raiders’ team chat this chapter: Ryan Carmichael (Carmy), Connor Connors (Connors²), Brad Hammersmith (🔨smith), Kohn, Cliff Marleau (Marly), Sebbin (Sebbs 🤕), Victor St-Simon (St-Vicky 🙏)

	I used the Sochi meetup for the frozen yogurt paparazzi shot. I edited it a bit so Scott and Carter aren’t in their Olympic gear.

	Yes, it hurts me to edit out Hudson Williams’ piercings and tattoos but alas, Shane doesn’t have them. I’m sorry. 😭

	Ilya can’t resist ragebaiting Scott. Too bad, he might’ve gotten a real answer otherwise!

	Whoosh!—the sound of Ilya’s intentions going straight over Carter’s head. 😂

	Instagram posts with multiple images are looping .gifs.

	Eric Bennett’s photo is of David Gandy, a very famous male model. He has a more mature look and obviously there’s a lot of photos of him wearing suits and fashionable attire.

	Shane has Instagram message requests disabled. RIP Ilya’s DM. 🥲


Coding ReferencesSome of my work skin code in this chapter is inspired by and/or based on:

	AO3 Workskin: Hockey Game Scoreboard by c821118

	Hiding/showing things based on Creator's Style by MijuWrites

	How to Make Facebook Messenger Chat on AO3 by ran_a_dom

	iMessage Skin by Azdaema

	mm whatcha say?: Changing Text On Hover for Multilingual Fics (A Download Friendly Workskin) by mackerel_cheese

	Twitter Mobile Workskin Documentation by LittleMissGhostette

	Twitter Work Skin: Tweets & Profile (newest layout) by d33rmilk

	Work Skin - Instagram Image Post by shysonata

Russian Translationsнельзя злиться вечно - you can’t stay angry forever
я знаю тебя - i know you
Content WarningNone for this chapter.


  


      

  












      Chapter 16: (shane) the atelier
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        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  November 27, 2014
Shane’s phone buzzes as he digs into his smoked salmon eggs benedict.
It’s not his usual breakfast. He’d wanted something heavier this morning, to help ease the faint headache lingering between his brows. Shane isn’t used to drinking during the season. He’d forgotten to chug water after his two beers last night. He feels it now.

        

        [image: An artsy avatar photo of Rose Landry, posing like a model as she looks into the camera.]
        
            Rose Landry 🌹

        


Today 9:37 AM

            	Rose

            	Hi Shane, this is Rose!

            	From Gloria’s party 🦃

            	My publicist sent me an article this morning…

            	[A photo of the TMZ logo.][image: TMZ logo]
                TMZ

Rose Landry’s New Man!

tmz.com

            

            	Somebody took photos of us last night. 🫠

            	Do you have a couple minutes?

            	Can I call you?

        

    
Well, that’s not a great way to start the day. Shane sighs.
He opens the article. He scrolls through several times, triple-checking its contents. It’s pure speculation. The images are dark but clear. There are a few photos of them holding hands, and a blurry one of him helping Rose into her car. There’s no photos of her kissing him on the cheek.
It could’ve been worse.
He texts Rose back.

        

        [image: An artsy avatar photo of Rose Landry, posing like a model as she looks into the camera.]
        
            Rose Landry 🌹

        


Today 9:42 AM

            	Shane

            	Yeah, of course.

            	Is it okay if I put you on speaker?

            	I’m having breakfast alone in my hotel room.

        

    
Rose’s response is to call him directly.
Shane fumbles to answer his phone. “Hi?”
“Hi, Shane. I’m sorry we couldn’t talk in person, but I figured… well, more photos of us together wouldn’t exactly be helpful right now.” Rose’s voice filters through the phone, slightly tinny. Shane finds it difficult to read people over the phone, but he thinks she sounds apologetic. He can’t hear any background noise on her end.
“It’s okay, Rose.” Shane reassures her. “I get it.”
“Thanks. Anyway, I’m sorry. It’s my fault there’s pictures of us. I should’ve been more careful. The press has gone nuts ever since X-Squad got announced. I get followed everywhere.”
“I mean, it’s not your fault the sidewalk was uneven. Or that I grabbed your hand like that.”
Rose chuckles. “Yeah, that’s fair. And thanks again for not letting me fall flat on my face! My makeup artist desperately wanted to send you flowers when I told her about it, but I managed to talk her down. You getting a huge bouquet of roses in the Metros’ locker room wouldn’t be great. For either of us, I’m guessing.”
“Fuck no,” Shane mutters. “I’d be sneezing too much to play.”
Rose laughs again. “Then maybe I should send you some before your game against Detroit.”
“Maybe then they’d have a chance of winning,” Shane concedes. He smirks when she gasps, loud and affronted.
“Shane Hollander!”
“That’s me.”
“Golden boy, my ass.” Rose snorts. After a moment, she sighs. “So, how do you want to deal with this?”
“What are my options?” Shane asks. He isn’t that famous outside of hockey. He’s not the one with a publicist who’s probably weeping and pulling their hair out over this.
“Well, option one is we deny it. Put out a statement clarifying that there’s nothing going on between us. Maybe sue for libel, if you’re annoyed enough. Option two is we ignore it. Option three is we lean into it.”
“Lean into it?”
“Yeah. Say we’re dating, in love, whatever you want.”
Shane wrinkles his nose. “Why?”
“Damn!” Rose exclaims, but he can hear her laughing.
“Uh, sorry, not because of you, specifically,” Shane mumbles around a forkful of salmon. “Just, um, in general. Why would we do that?”
“Well, maybe you’re sick of brushing women off. Maybe I’m sick of TMZ speculating that I’ll die alone with thirty cats. Maybe you want to make someone special a little jealous?”
Shane scoffs. “Like there’s anyone who’d care.”
Rozanov certainly wouldn’t. Shane’s lost track of the number of times that Rozanov’s appeared in TMZ himself. Always with his hands or mouth all over a beautiful woman. Never the same one, twice.
Not that Shane’s been paying attention, or anything.
“I really doubt that,” Rose drawls, “but okay.”
“It’ll probably blow over soon, right? Let’s just ignore it,” Shane decides. “Or will your publicist murder me for that?”
“Honestly, I think she’s hoping we’re fucking.”
Rose’s crassness startles a laugh out of Shane.
“She fucking loves you,” Rose insists. “She’s lowkey obsessed with you. She thinks you’re the ideal man for my image, or whatever. She keeps asking me when we’re gonna confirm that we’re dating. She’s urged me, like, six times already to hurry up and lock you down. Her actual words were, and I quote, please put a ring on that ASAP.”
“Wow,” Shane says. He doesn’t know what else to say.
“And I told her it’s not like that, but, I don’t know. I think she’s half-planned our wedding. She’s… intense.”
“Wow,” Shane repeats. He means to make a joke, but the words come out more sincere than intended. “Sorry that things, uh… aren’t going to work out.”
Rose can tell. Her voice gentles. “Hey, it’s really okay. We’re good here, I promise. That reminds me, though, I owe you another apology.”
Shane makes a confused noise around a mouthful of eggs.
Rose takes a deep breath. “I’m sorry that I pushed you so hard last night.”
“What are you talking about?”
“Look, I know we barely know each other. We literally just met. It feels like I’ve known you for way longer than that, though. And, I don’t know, I guess I felt really comfortable with you—which is a good thing! Sorry. I’m being confusing.” Rose rambles.
Shane’s brow furrows. He’s not sure where she’s going with this.
Rose takes another deep breath. “What I’m trying to say is, I really pushed you last night. About certain things, if you know what I mean. I pushed the same way I would for any close friend that I thought was struggling.”
Shane sets down his fork.
“You reminded me a lot of my brother, Peter, actually, and I didn’t want you to feel like there wasn’t anyone you could talk to.” Rose pauses before she adds, “He, um, had a really, really hard time before he got outed. And the outing sucked. Seriously. 0/10, would not recommend. But I think it helped too, in a way, because Peter didn’t feel like he had to hide anymore. Not from his family, at least.”
Shane bites his lip.
“Sorry, I’m not trying to say that I’m, like, your family—that’d be crazy! I just meant that I was trying to be there for you, and let you open up if you wanted to.” Rose continues to babble, “Which I thought you did! But now that I’m stone cold sober and it’s morning, I’m questioning everything, because maybe that’s not really how you felt, and I just assumed and backed you into a corner and made you uncomfortable and forced you to admit something you weren’t ready to yet and oh, Jesus Christ—”
“Hey,” Shane interrupts.
Rose goes quiet.
“You did,” Shane admits.
He’d thought about it. He’d laid in bed, staring up at the hotel ceiling. He’d wondered how things had spiraled so wildly out of control—from him stepping out onto the terrace, fully intending to ask Rose out, to nearly admitting aloud that he doesn’t like women. It had been terrifying. He’d felt so seen, and so ashamed. But…
“But I needed you to do that,” Shane finishes.
Silence stretches between them as Shane considers what to say.
He’d been honest last night. It had been awful, and wonderful. Maybe he should try to be honest again.
“It was scary,” Shane begins. “This is scary. I’m fucking scared all the time, Rose. Mostly, I can just ignore it. I can keep doing what I need to do. But it’s hard. And you’re right, I didn’t have anyone to talk to. Not until recently. Now, there’s maybe one or two people who’d be good about it. I’ve known for… a long time. But actually admitting it? Saying the words aloud? I don’t know if or when I’d ever get around to that.”
Shane closes his eyes. “So thank you for pushing me. Thank you for caring, and asking, and listening. Thank you.”
He opens his eyes. His plate is blurry. “That’s all.”
“…I really wish we weren’t having this conversation over the phone,” Rose sniffles. Her voice wobbles.
“I don’t think I’d be able to say any of this if you were here,” Shane admits softly. He stares down at his hands.
“Well, I’m going to give you the biggest and best hug the next time I see you,” Rose declares wetly. He hears her blowing her nose. “After I check for fucking paparazzi, of course.”
Shane can’t help but laugh. “Okay.”
“Can we hang out soon?” Rose asks. “I’m flying back to LA today, but I’ve got a break between shoots in a week or so. Could I come to your game against Detroit? And we could grab drinks afterwards? And, if you want, I can ask Peter if he wants to come too? So you could meet?”
Shane clears his throat, then teases, “Only if you both promise not to send me flowers beforehand.”
“Break my heart, why don’t you?” Rose deadpans, sarcastic enough that Shane picks up on it. “You’ve got a deal, Shane Hollander.”





        

        [image: An avatar photo of Gloria Grey wearing a black dress and smiling playfully.]
        
            Gloria Grey 🗽

        


Thu, Nov 27 at 2:48 PM

            	Gloria

            	What are you doing on January 11?

            	👀

        

        
            	Shane

            	Probably reading a book and catching up on tape.

            	I have a few days off between games.

        

        
            	Gloria

            	Any chance I could I convince you to do something else?

        

        
            	Shane

            	Like what?

        

        
            	Gloria

            	Like… the 71st Golden Globe Awards?

            	🏆

        

        
            	Shane

            	Aren’t you going with Carter?

        

        
            	Gloria

            	Sadly, the Admirals have a game that night.

            	He can’t come.

            	🙄

        

        
            	Shane

            	And you want me to go instead?

        

        
            	Gloria

            	Yes, please!

            	You totally get my sense of humor.

            	We’ll have so much fun people watching!

            	The awards ceremony will fly by, I promise!

            	🙏🏾

        

        
            	Shane

            	I don’t know what to wear.

            	I don’t want to embarrass you there.

            	Or myself.

        

        
            	Gloria

            	You’d look good in a trash bag, I swear.

            	But can’t you ask your stylist?

            	🤔

        

        
            	Shane

            	I don’t have one.

        

        
            	Gloria

            	Really!?

            	Well, I can help fix that if you want...

            	Then you’ll never need to worry about what to wear.

        

        
            	Shane

            	Do you know someone?

        

        
            	Gloria

            	Of course!

            	I know a lot of stylists, but there’s one that I think would be perfect for you.

            	She’s usually fully booked, despite being very selective about her clients.

            	Let me ask Yumiko if she’d be willing to do a consult with you.

            	😉

        

        
            	Shane

            	Consult?

        

        
            	Gloria

            	Yeah, you shouldn’t just hire her because I like her!

            	You should talk first.

            	To make sure you’re comfortable with her.

        

        
            	Shane

            	Okay.

            	Let me know if she agrees.

            	And IF she says yes, and I hire her, and she picks out an outfit… 

            	Then I’ll go with you.

        

        
            	Gloria

            	💃🏾

        

    





        

        [image: An avatar photo of Eric Bennett wearing a dark three-piece suit.]
        
            Eric Bennett

        


Fri, Nov 28 at 7:21 AM

            	Shane

            	Thanks again for recommending pincha mayurasana.

            	My shoulders feel a lot more limber after adding it to my yoga routine.

            	Can I ask you about something else?

        

        
            	Eric

            	Don’t tell the other goalies.

            	They’ll excommunicate me from the chat. 😄

            	And sure.

        

        
            	Shane

            	Do you use a stylist?

        

        
            	Eric

            	Yeah, I work with a guy here in NYC.

            	And I have a tailor that does a lot of bespoke work for me.

            	Why?

        

        
            	Shane

            	You’re always so fashionable.

        

        
            	Eric

            	Thank you.

        

        
            	Shane

            	Gloria asked me to go to a red carpet event with her.

            	I didn’t know what to wear.

        

        
            	Eric

            	Want my stylist’s number?

        

        
            	Shane

            	No thanks, Gloria already recommended someone.

            	Yumiko Saitō.

            	Have you heard of her?

        

        
            	Eric

            	Oh, wow.

            	She agreed to see you?

        

        
            	Shane

            	Yeah.

            	I’m squeezing in a consult before I fly back to Montréal.

        

        
            	Eric

            	I’m jealous! 😄

            	You’re very lucky.

            	I haven’t seen her take on a new client in years.

        

        
            	Shane

            	Yeah, Gloria said that too…

            	I’m kind of worried.

            	I’ve never had a stylist.

            	I’ve never really cared about clothes.

            	I don’t want to waste Yumiko’s time.

        

        
            	Eric

            	Why did you decide to see her then?

            	Is it just for the event?

        

        
            	Shane

            	That, and more.

            	Gloria always dresses very well, and so do her friends.

            	I just want to stop looking like I’m always going to the gym.

            	Did you know there’s a Twitter account that posts whenever I repeat an outfit?

            	JJ sent it to me…

        

        
            	Eric

            	No comment. 😄

        

        
            	Shane

            	I walked into that one.

            	Anyway, I figured you’d know what to do.

            	Should I… bring clothes with me or something?

        

        
            	Eric

            	Not yet.

            	You’ll probably just talk or look at some photos.

            	The first appointment is to get to know you and what you like to wear.

        

        
            	Shane

            	I’ve never really thought about it.

        

        
            	Eric

            	Well, you should do that before you meet her.

            	Think about how you want to look and feel.

            	Don’t worry about clothes.

            	That’s her job.

        

        
            	Shane

            	Okay…

            	What if she wants to…

            	I don’t know, put me in something weird?

        

        
            	Eric

            	Like what?

        

        
            	Shane

            	I don’t know, mesh or lace?

            	Or a lot of jewelry?

            	Anything the guys in the league would chirp about.

        

        
            	Eric

            	Well, that’s up to you.

            	If you don’t like it, just tell her no.

            	It’s her job to make sure you’re happy and comfortable with what you’re wearing.

            	But for the record, I think you could pull it off. 😄

            	You shouldn’t let other people stop you from dressing how you want.

        

        
            	Shane

            	I’ll think about it.

            	Thanks, Eric.

        

    




November 28, 2014
Yumiko Saitō is taller than him.
She towers over Shane in her strappy stiletto heels. Her entire outfit is black. Her high-waisted trousers are impeccably tailored, skimming her slender frame. Her tank top is cropped and fitted, exposing her tattoo sleeves. Both of her arms are covered in blackwork tattoos. Bold, graphic chrysanthemums cascade down her right arm. A lithe serpent bearing its fangs coils around her left arm. The artwork is mesmerizing.
Yumiko observes him in silence. Her heels clack against the floor as she slowly circles him. Her long, straight black hair swishes behind her back as she moves. Her dark eyes rake over him from head to toe. Her expression is impossible to read.
Shane fights the urge to squirm.
“Very good,” she says, and steps away. Shane breathes for what feels like the first time in five minutes.
Yumiko’s office is squeezed into an atelier in the Garment District. The workroom Shane had walked through on the way in had been airy, expansive, and full of sunlight. A handful of designers had been fussing with a couture gown. Her office is cramped. It’s covered in floor-to-ceiling shelves jammed with binders, sketchbooks, and fabric swatches. It’s blessedly quiet, though.
“Let’s discuss what you want.”
She’s very direct. They’d introduced themselves earlier and skipped over small talk entirely. Shane appreciates that.
“Um, where should I start?”
“Ms. Grey mentioned the Golden Globes.”
“Yes, I’m considering attending with her. I don’t know what to wear. Let’s… see how that goes first. And then maybe we can talk about… more.” Shane hopes he isn’t being rude. He’d done a bit of research beforehand. He’d seen it written online, again and again, how exclusive Yumiko is. How famous and rich her clientele is. How everyone is just dying to work with her.
But Shane doesn’t want to commit right away.
A hint of smile appears on Yumiko’s face. “Fine. How do you want to feel?”
“What?”
“On the red carpet.”
“Comfortable?” Shane ventures.
“In what way?”
Shane considers. The first thing that comes to mind is— “I want pockets. In my pants.”
Yumiko’s lips twitch.
“I don’t want the suit to be too tight. Or scratchy. No tags or seams poking me, please. I don’t care what color it is. Well, okay, maybe not pink? That might be a bit much. There’s probably a lot of photographers, right? So something that doesn’t get too hot under the lights. Nothing too shiny. I need to be able to walk, stand, and sit without worrying about ripping anything.”
“What have they put you in?” Yumiko mutters with a frown. Shane doesn’t think she’s actually asking him. “What fabrics do you like?”
“Um…” Shane falters.
Yumiko fetches a booklet of swatches from her shelf. She sets it front of him and taps it with her finger. “Touch.”
Shane does. He flips through the pages, stroking the different fabrics. He tells her what he likes, and doesn’t.
Yumiko watches his face as he speaks. She takes notes in a slim black notebook.
When Shane reaches the end of the booklet, she puts it away. She turns back to him and asks, “Have you worked with any ateliers before? Any brand deals that I should be aware of?”
“Uh, just Valencio Pocaterra for now. Reebok, Rolex, and Speedo don’t really do that kind of thing.”
Yumiko hums. “That matches what I’ve seen of you.”
Shane blinks. “You looked me up?”
She gives him a withering stare.
“Right, of course. Never mind.”
“I evaluate every new client,” Yumiko informs him primly. “I saw potential in you. More than most.”
“…Thank you?”
“You’re welcome,” she replies. She pulls out a different booklet. “Now let’s discuss color.”




Forty-five minutes later, Yumiko’s notebook is almost full.
Shane’s mouth is parched. He’d finished both glasses of water she’d poured for him.
“Just a few more questions,” Yumiko promises. She pours him another glass of water. “Are you open to playing with masculinity and femininity?”
Shane blinks. “I’m a man. I want to look like one.”
“Yes. But if you’d like to explore, I can put you in something… more interesting. For example, a suit with a masculine cut, but a shirt made of a more feminine material. Like satin, silk, or lace.”
Is she asking because she… can tell? Shane braces himself. “I’m not sure if I’d like that.”
“Fine.” Yumiko’s easy acceptance unclenches something in him.
Shane finds himself opening his mouth to offer, “But I don’t mind trying.”
“Fine,” she repeats, in the same tone. “And how do you feel about jewelry?”
Shane relaxes further. “The same.”
“Fine.” Yumiko closes her notebook. She sets it aside. “We’ve discussed what you want. I have some ideas. I have a brand in mind. I think it would suit you particularly well. Have you heard of Bulgari?”





  
    Chapter End Notes

    An extra-long chapter because I wanted to tackle all the styling in one go and then move on. It’s important and fun and I love it, but I’m eager to get the boys back together sooner. 😤

Ilya was soooooo close to suffering more if Shane and Rose went the PR relationship route. But see, I do have mercy! 😂

I hope Rose’s apology resonates with y’all. This is something I’d always planned to address, since I made them speedrun Shane’s implied coming out without giving them time to date and build a deeper relationship first. Nobody in this story is perfect, including Rose. But everyone is capable of growth. 🥹❤️

The league isn’t ready for sexy Shane. RIP Ilya. 🥵💦

Next time—Shane, Rose, and Peter meet up. 🏒🍻
Other Notes
	I wanted Shane to have a better stylist. It’s giving cute boy vibes in the show, and that’s a total waste of a smoking hot man. Yumiko will treat him right. 😍

	Everybody say thank you to Eric and Yumiko for encouraging Shane to not give a fuck about what other people think about how he dresses. We have them to thank for Shane’s pierced ears. (Extra thank you from me because now I don’t have to edit earrings out of photos. 🤣)

	Part of the conversation between Shane and Eric is taken from Shane’s dialogue with Ilya in Heated Rivalry S1E5: I’ll Believe in Anything.

	Yes, J.J. also knows about @hollandersfleece! 😂

	Yumiko’s name is Japanese, with the kanji 優美子. One of its meanings is “outstanding beauty,” which applies both to her and how she transforms Shane. Her last name is Saitō (斎藤), which is a common Japanese surname that combines characters related to purification and wisteria.

	I wanted Yumiko to be Japanese specifically, to help her understand the cultural pressure Shane faces with being a famous half-Asian celebrity. It does not appear on the page (because it’s not relevant to Shane’s story), but she is a transgender woman, which is why she is so familiar with how to dress men well. Her queerness also helps her empathize with Shane and encourage him to explore different styles.
	Sometimes character growth is remembering to ask for pockets. 🤌

Content WarningShane continues to work through his internalized homophobia. Brief mentions of toxic hockey culture, including homophobia.


  


      

  












      Chapter 17: (shane) detroit
  



    Chapter Notes

      Please mind the content warning (in the end notes)! 🙏
For anyone worried about seeing Shane in serious relationships with people besides Ilya: (click for spoiler)This will not happen in this story. Peter and Shane will not date.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  
        

        [image: An artsy avatar photo of Rose Landry, posing like a model as she looks into the camera.]
        
            Rose Landry 🌹

        


Wed, Dec 10 at 4:24 PM

            	Rose

            	Excited for the game! 

            	Can’t wait to see Detroit kick your ass! 🙌

        

        
            	Shane

            	Not likely.

        

        
            	Rose

            	Boo! 🍅🍅🍅

        

        
            	Shane

            	Maybe if their goalie stops being such a sieve.

        

        
            	Rose

            	Shane Hollander! 😠

            	I’m rethinking wearing your jersey tonight.

            	I even got one for Peter!

        

        
            	Shane

            	He’s here?

        

        
            	Rose

            	Yeah, of course!

            	He’s a big fan of yours. 😘

            	Look, he played in World Juniors too!

            	[A photo of Peter Landry skating in a red, white, and blue Team USA hockey uniform.][image: A photo of Peter Landry skating in a red, white, and blue Team USA hockey uniform.]

            	And this is him playing in college! Go Eagles! 🦅 

            	[A photo of an attractive blond-haired, blue-eyed young man posing in a red, white, and yellow Boston College hockey uniform.][image: A photo of an attractive blond-haired, blue-eyed young man posing in a red, white, and yellow Boston College hockey uniform.]

            	And this is him playing for the Chicago Cyclones as a d-man!

            	His hair is longer now.

            	[A photo of Peter Landry standing in a red, white, and black Chicago Cyclones hockey uniform.][image: A photo of Peter Landry standing in a red, white, and black Chicago Cyclones hockey uniform.]

            	[A dynamic photo of Peter Landry skating in a red, white, and black Chicago Cyclones hockey uniform. His edges are sharp enough to spray snow.][image: A dynamic photo of Peter Landry skating in a red, white, and black Chicago Cyclones hockey uniform. His edges are sharp enough to spray snow.]
                👍 by Shane

            

            	[A playful photo of Peter Landry chasing the puck in a red, white, and black Chicago Cyclones hockey uniform with his tongue out.][image: A playful photo of Peter Landry chasing the puck in a red, white, and black Chicago Cyclones hockey uniform with his tongue out.]

        

        
            	Shane

            	That’s nice.

            	His edge work looks good.

            	But why did you send me so many pictures of him?

        

        
            	Rose

            	No reason! 😇

            	And I’m telling Peter what you said about his skating!

        

        
            	Shane

            	Okay…

            	Well, I’ll come find you guys after the game.

        

        
            	Rose

            	Loser buys first round! 🍻

        

        
            	Shane

            	Deal.

        

    
 

 
December 10, 2014
They lose to fucking Detroit in overtime.
Shane hates to admit it, but Carter was right. MacLellan does hit like a truck.
The Blackbirds’ defenseman had played like he had something to prove tonight. He’d been everywhere on the ice. His coverage was so tight that Shane could barely take shots against Detroit’s lousy goalie. MacLellan had been all over him. He’d checked Shane as soon as his stick touched the puck. Poking, hooking, slashing—MacLellan had been ready to do whatever it took to win. He’d sent Shane flying into the boards with a vicious hip check in the third period.
MacLellan had also scored the only goal of the game. It was infuriating.
Shane takes a deep breath. Holds for four. Exhales.
He tips his head back. He cranks the shower as hot as it’ll go, until the water is scalding. He scrubs his face, wishing he could wash away the entire night.
Fuck. It hurts to lift his arms. His ribs are bruised.
Shane had hit the plexiglass upside-down after MacLellan flipped him. He’d instinctively hunched to shield his helmet. The split-second impact wrenched Shane’s shoulders, but it was better than having a concussion. The sound of his body slamming into the boards had reverberated throughout the rink.
It had taken Shane a minute to get up and skate it off.
A savage brawl had broken out between both teams in the meantime.
The Metros had racked up so many penalties that even Shane wasn’t able to talk them out of the sin bin. Shane couldn’t blame the referees. He’d quit arguing once MacLellan spat out a tooth. J.J. had looked insufferably smug about his handiwork.
The guys are still talking shit when Shane finishes showering. He walks back into the locker room with a towel around his waist.
“—and then Boiziau bends down to pick up that asswipe’s tooth!” Gagnon eagerly recounts the fight for the guys who’d been stuck on the bench. “And this goddamn son-of-a-bitch skates over to the sin bin to toss it back at that cocksuckin’ motherfucker! And then what does he say!? You dropped this!—with the biggest shit-eating grin I ever did see! Fuckin’ balls of steel, man! I thought MacLellan was gonna bust outta that box to fuckin’ drop gloves and go for you again!”
“Yeah, yeah,” J.J. waves it off. He’s still grinning from ear to ear. “Serves him right for fucking our Capitaine (Captain)!”
The other guys lose it. The Metros’ locker room devolves into raucous laughter, hooting, and hollering. Anyone near J.J. reaches over to slap him on the shoulder.
Shane is tired.
At least he doesn’t have media tonight. Getting his bell rung got him excused. Drapeau had been thrown to the wolves instead.
Shane makes his way over to his stall. He drops his towel and tugs on a clean pair of boxer briefs. He’s half-dressed by the time Hayden emerges from the showers.
“Shit, buddy, you should show that to the doc.” Hayden winces at the sight of Shane’s mottled skin.
“Swear jar,” Shane mumbles, then shrugs. “I already did. How do you think I got back out there for the rest of the third? They gave me the good stuff. Doesn’t hurt much anymore. I’ve had worse. I just need some ice.”
“Freaking MacLellan!” Hayden grouses as he towels off, “He’d better pray he doesn’t meet Jackie in a dark alley. My money’s on her. You know how she gets. She’s been blowing up our phones.”
Another text comes through as Shane reaches for his phone.

        

        
            [image: An avatar photo of Hayden Pike, smiling in front of a garden.]
            [image: An avatar photo of Jackie Pike, posing in front of a garden.]
        

        
            Pikes+1

        


Today 9:41 PM

            	Jackie

            	OMG!!!

            	Are you okay Shane!?!?!?

            	That looked awful!!! 😱

        


            	Shane

            	I’ll be fine.

            	It’s just hockey.

            	It looked worse than it felt.

        

        
            	Hayden

            	I’ll make sure he takes an ice bath later! 🫡❤️ by Jackie


        

    
Shane frowns at Hayden. “You don’t need to do that.”
“Nice try. I know you hate soaking in the tub. But too bad! You’re just gonna have to suck it up!” Hayden declares, shaking his head. His expression is unimpressed. It’s the same face he makes when Ruby throws a screaming tantrum over eating her carrots.
Hayden always tells her, You can be mad but you’ve still gotta do it.
Shane doesn’t want to hear that, too. He shoots a quick text back to his mom instead of continuing to protest about taking an ice bath.

        

        
            [image: An avatar photo of Yuna Hollander, smiling while wearing a white shirt and blue jeans.]
            [image: An avatar photo of David Hollander, smiling while wearing a dark blue long-sleeved shirt.]
        

        
            The Hollanders

        


Today 9:43 PM

            	Yuna

            	That fucker!

            	Are you okay?

        


        
            	Shane

            	I’m fine, mom.

        


        
            	David

            	Glad to hear it! Put some ice on that tonight.

        


        
            	Shane

            	Will do.❤️ by Yuna

            

        

Shane gives in. “Okay. I’ll take an ice bath once I’m back.”
Both of Hayden’s eyebrows shoot up. “Back? You going somewhere, man?”
“I’m meeting Rose and Peter for drinks. They’re waiting outside.”
“Hold up! She came to the game!? Is that who you waved at earlier? That absolute smokeshow wearing your jersey?” Hayden’s eyebrows dance.
“Don’t be gross, Hayd. She’s here with her brother.”
“Whoa, dude! Meeting the family already? Good for you!” Hayden beams.
“I told you it’s not like that.” Shane runs a hand through his damp hair, pushing it out of his eyes. It’s getting long. He needs a haircut.
Shane sighs. He’s been getting shit from the Metros ever since Comeau paraded around the locker room with the paparazzi photos from TMZ. He wishes they’d stop bothering him about what he is—or isn’t—doing with Rose. Instead, he keeps hearing things like Her tits, Hollander, holy fuck! or I’d tap that ass in a heartbeat, you down to share, man? or Have you made her suck your dick yet?
Shane had told the worst of them to shut the fuck up—again—and they had. For five minutes.
Then they’d talked shit about him instead. Oh, she doesn’t wanna fuck you? You too small? Can’t make her scream?
He’s so fucking sick of it.
Shane’s jaw clenches. He takes another deep breath. He tries to speak calmly. He fails. “Look, Hayd. We’re just friends. Can you drop it.”
Hayden gapes at him.
Fuck. Shane hadn’t meant to snap. “Sorry, I—”
“No, no, man!” Hayden interrupts him. “It’s all good. I’m sorry, Shane. I’m just… really excited to see you getting out and meeting people, y’know? That’s all. I… I worry about you sometimes.”
Shane rubs the back of his neck. He can’t look at Hayden.
“I’m fine. Everything’s fine,” Shane lies. He pulls on the rest of his clothes, wraps his scarf around his neck, and zips his coat. “I’ve got to go. I’ll see you later, okay?”
“Yeah, totally, dude. I’ll cover you for curfew. Have fun.”
Shane leaves before he can fuck anything else up.
 

Shane stands in the hallway for a while.
He breathes.
 

“Hi, handsome! Over here!” Rose cheerfully greets Shane when he exits the arena. She doesn’t attempt to hug him.
There’s a man beside her. Peter.
He’s tall. Taller than Shane. Taller even than Rozanov. Short for a defenseman.
Peter looks a year or two younger than Rose. His hair is darker and blonder. It’s wavy too, and almost the same length. It’s styled to frame his face. His eyes are more gray than blue. His beard is thick and neatly-trimmed.
Peter’s body is impressive. Shane is tempted to ask for his routine.
Peter’s shoulders strain against his gray button-up shirt. It clings to his torso, showcasing his muscular chest. His dark jeans are less fitted. They’re cuffed to show off his casual leather boots. A brown suede jacket is draped over the crook of his arm, along with Rose’s enormous purse. Shane can see a corner of his own jersey peeking out from her bag.
The two Landrys look out of place. Like a pair of gorgeous models who wandered off the runway and into the snowy parking lot behind Little Caesars Arena.
Peter spots Shane. His reserved expression breaks into a boyish grin. He starts to step forward.
Rose catches him by the elbow. She yanks him back and lifts everything out of his arms. Then she nudges Peter forward again with the tip of her snowboot.
Yeah, Shane can definitely tell which sibling is older. He keeps his media smile in place as Peter approaches.
Peter offers his hand to Shane. “Peter Landry.”
His calloused hand engulfs Shane’s. His palm is warm and dry. His grasp is firm.
Shane counts to seven, then lets go. “Shane Hollander.”
“I know,” Peter replies. “It’s nice to finally meet you. Rose has told me a lot about you.”
Hopefully not too much. Shane merely says, “Likewise.”
Peter ducks his head. “Hopefully good things?”
“Alright, boys. My arms are about to fall off,” Rose complains. “What the hell did you run out to buy, Peter?”
Peter hurries to grab his things from Rose. He steps away holding a plastic bag that Shane hadn’t noticed earlier. Shane recognizes the pharmacy logo on it. It’s close to bursting with… ice packs?
“It’s for you, Shane. I, uh… thought you might need a few things after that hit in the third,” Peter mumbles. His cheeks are pink.
“Oh,” Shane blurts. “Thanks?”
“Very cute, Petey,” Rose coos. “But can we get out of the snow? My toes are tingling.”
“Oh! Yeah! Let’s go. My car’s right over there.” Peter leads the way. He’d driven from Chicago. His plain gray SUV is parked at the edge of the lot. Shane approves of his snow tires.
“Didn’t you grow up around here?” Shane teases Rose as she toddles across the icy ground. “Thought you’d be used to Michigan winter.”
Rose pouts. She climbs into the back seat, groaning, “I’ve been in LA for far too long! I’ve grown weak! I’m freezing!”
Shane hesitates, but climbs into the front seat. It’d be rude to leave it empty. He buckles his seatbelt.
Peter wordlessly passes him the pharmacy bag.
Shane murmurs his thanks.
The shot from the Metros’ physician is beginning to wear off. His ribs are uncomfortable. His chest twinges whenever he breathes too deeply.
Shane fishes an ice pack out of the bag. He cracks it to activate it, wraps it in his scarf, then stuffs it under his shirt. He presses it against his side. The chill immediately eases the throbbing pain.
He settles back into his seat, sighing in relief. Curious, he rummages through the rest of the pharmacy bag. There’s a sugar-free sports drink, protein bar, travel-size bottle of Advil, anti-inflammatory gel, and a ton of instant ice packs. Shane smiles at Peter’s thoughtfulness.
“Thank you,” Shane repeats, more sincerely.
Rose hums happily when Peter starts the car and cranks the heat up. “Peter’s apartment is just a few minutes away. I figured you’d rather hang out there than at a noisy bar. Especially after the game you just had.”
Shane furrows his brow. He glances at Peter. “I thought you lived in Chicago?”
Peter double-checks the rearview mirror. He twists to look behind the car as he slowly reverses out of his parking spot. He wraps his arm around Shane’s seat. Shane is momentarily distracted by his flexing bicep. Peter’s cologne smells nice. Woodsy and slightly spicy.
“I do,” Peter mutters as he peers through the foggy windshield. “But I bought a place here back when I assumed I’d be drafted to the Blackbirds. I never got around to selling it. I usually rent it out, but I’m between tenants. I’ve been using it as a studio.”
Right. Shane hadn’t realized that talks had been that far along between Peter and his prospective MLH team. He hadn’t meant to bring up any bad memories. He bites his lip.
“That’s… responsible,” Shane manages.
“Isn’t it?” Rose giggles from the back seat. “Petey’s such a good boy!”
“Rose!” Peter growls. His ears are bright red.
Shane pretends not to notice.
He changes the subject as they pull onto the main street. “So what part of Michigan does your family live in now?”
 

“What do you think of the artwork?” Rose inquires as they remove their slush-covered boots in Peter’s entryway.
Shane squints. The hallway is a gallery of black-and-white prints. Most are photographs of tall, imposing buildings. A few are zoomed-in shots of finer details, like intricate mosaics or stained glass windows. One shows a large, shiny, bean-shaped sculpture. Another appears to have been taken from the water, capturing an iconic skyline.
“Wait, is this Chicago? I recognize some of these buildings,” Shane murmurs, leaning closer. “These are great. Do you know the artist?”
Shane likes the way the shots are framed. Maybe he’ll buy a print for his apartment.
Shane had gotten more into architecture once he started to invest in real estate. He tries to take the boat tour that sails along the Chicago River whenever he’s in the city. Chicago is one of his favorite places to play.
“Thanks,” Peter says. The back of his neck is pink. “I took them all downtown.”
Shane blinks. “You took these?”
“Yeah, photography is my hobby.”
“Isn’t he talented?” Rose beams. “Come on, let me show you the ones with squirrels! They’re so cute!”
“Rose,” Peter groans, exasperated, as he hangs up all their coats. “He’s not interested in that!”
Peter is right. Shane doesn’t really want to spend the rest of his night looking at squirrels.
“Have you done any other cities?” Shane offers instead, to be polite.
“Oh! Yeah! I bring my camera along for away games.”
Ten minutes later, Shane is seated on the leather sofa with a fresh ice pack, his sports drink, and a stack of photo albums.
Rose had given Shane her promised biggest and best hug earlier. Now she’s curled up next to him with a glass of red wine. As Shane flips through pages of street photography, she points out silly quirks in the background. It’s intriguing to see the cities that Shane’s visited so many times through Peter’s eyes.
Peter is bustling about the kitchen, assembling a snack. The timing is perfect. Shane usually has his post-game meal around now. He’ll make due with whatever’s on the charcuterie board Rose had demanded.
Now that he’s seen Rose and Peter together, Shane is glad that he’s an only child. Having a sibling seems like… a lot.
Rose’s phone rings shrilly just as Peter returns with a wooden cutting board piled high with cured meats, cheeses, crackers, fruit, honey, and jams. He’d prioritized quantity over aesthetics. Shane’s grumbling stomach appreciates it. Shane thanks Peter, grabs a napkin, and helps himself to the spread.
Rose scowls at her phone. She’d silenced it, but it keeps buzzing. It’s traveled across half the coffee table. “Sorry,” she apologizes after checking to see who’s calling. “I need to take this. It’s my publicist.”
She grabs a hefty fistful of cheese and retreats to the attached bedroom.
Shane and Peter sit on opposite ends of the sofa, nibbling charcuterie.
Shane likes the crackers. There’s rosemary in them, he thinks. He likes the awkward silence less.
Shane glances around Peter’s apartment. It’s compact but clean. The exposed brick walls are covered in an assortment of framed photographs. The layout is simple, with bare floors and plain, well-worn leather furniture. More than half the living room is filled with what Shane assumes is photography equipment—various cameras, tripods, lights, and plastic bins. Peter’s handwritten labels are impossible to read.
“So, photography, huh?” Nobody has ever accused Shane of being a great conversationalist.
Peter smiles and picks up the slack. “Yeah! I got really into it in high school, after we learned the basics in art class. I stuck with it in college. Ended up majoring in Photography, actually.”
“Oh,” Shane says.
Thankfully, it doesn’t bother Peter. He carries on. “I wasn’t planning to. It just kinda happened. Photography classes were a lot easier than chemistry or economics or Shakespearian English, you know?”
“I don’t know. I didn’t go to college,” Shane admits quietly.
“Well, hockey was the only reason I made it in. Guess Boston College really wanted a d-man,” Peter chuckles as he slathers fig jam onto a slice of prosciutto. “They sure didn’t want me for my GPA. I was failing just about everything until I switched over to the art department.”
“Do you want to be a photographer after you retire?” Shane asks.
“Maybe. I thought about it, in case things didn’t work out with the AHL.” Peter sighs, long and slow. He takes a swig of beer. “Sometimes I wonder what would’ve happened if I skipped college and went straight into the draft, like I wanted to. Rose and I… Our parents are… opinionated. They pushed for all of us to go to college, no matter what. And that was fine for everybody else. My siblings are smart. They liked school. I’m… not like them. College sucked. I just wanted to play hockey.”
“Me too.” Shane knows how that feels.
He never really cared about school. He’d wanted to memorize hockey strategy, not algebraic formulas. He’s so glad that his mom had understood when he’d refused to consider the scholarship offers he’d gotten from McGill and other universities. His dad had seemed disappointed, but they never talked about it.
Shane hopes he’s made them both proud anyway.
“If I’d skipped college, I could’ve been in the MLH by now. Probably with the Blackbirds. Maybe it would’ve been me slamming you into the boards tonight.” Peter jokes, but Shane thinks his smile looks fragile.
“You still might,” Shane reassures him. “Guys get called up from the AHL all the time.”
“Not gay guys.”
Shane freezes.
“It was stupid. I was stupid. I got drunk at a frat party. I didn’t notice anyone filming. A video of me kissing and grinding with some guy went viral on social media. MLH scouts saw. And that was that. Goodbye, #3 draft pick.”
“I’m sorry that happened to you.” Shane doesn’t know what else to say. His throat is tight. He swallows hard. His sports drink crinkles from how tight he’s gripping it.
Peter shrugs and pops a grape into his mouth. “Nothing I can do about it now. It sure screwed me over, though.”
Shane doesn’t want to imagine how he’d feel if the MLH knew about him. Even the possibility of Peter knowing is nerve-wracking. He’s not sure if Rose told Peter anything… personal about Shane. “How did your team react?”
“The Eagles didn’t care. Most of the guys already knew. They just wanted to win games.” Peter takes another sip of beer. “The MLH cared. A lot, obviously. Detroit dropped me. Nobody else picked me up. I ended up in the AHL, with the Cyclones. They’re good guys. And Chicago is… friendly. It’s a nice place to live. I’m happy now.”
Shane picks at the label of his sports drink. He hears Peter’s unsaid words. “…But you weren’t?”
Peter shakes his head. “No. Not at all. Of course not! I was angry. Really fucking angry. And sad. And embarrassed. All I’ve ever wanted is to play in the MLH. I’ve always had anxiety, but it got way worse in the months leading up to the draft. I was having panic attacks, imagining something like that happening. And then it did! All I could think afterwards was—why the hell does it matter who I like to kiss, or date, or sleep with? Does that have anything to do with playing hockey?”
“It doesn’t,” Shane whispers.
“Exactly! And I wasn’t out to my family. So dealing with that wasn’t fun either.”
“Were they… good about it?” All that’s left of Shane’s sports drink is a hopelessly crumpled piece of plastic.
“Yeah!” Peter laughs. “I wasn’t the first to come out. But it still sucked to have that choice taken away from me, you know?”
Shane hopes he never has to know.
“I’m so sorry that happened to you,” Shane reiterates. And then, because the wondering is killing him, he asks, “…Did Rose tell you I’m…?”
Peter abruptly sits up, sending his napkin flying. “No! Rose didn’t say anything about you! She’d never do that! She just said you were looking to make more friends outside the MLH. And that we’d get along because of, well, hockey.”
“Then…?”
Peter rubs the back of his neck. It’s flushed, the same as his ears. “Rose is, uh… very enthusiastic about introducing me to guys. I don’t think she’s put two-and-two together yet about what that implies. I love her to death, but she can be oblivious. Subtlety is not her thing.”
“Ah,” Shane says.
Peter clears his throat. His smile is shy, and a little hopeful. “And maybe it’s just wishful thinking on my end. I don’t want to assume that you’re…”
“I am,” Shane admits.
It doesn’t even hurt. He still can’t bring himself to say gay aloud, though.
“Wow,” Peter breathes, soft and reverent. Shane doesn’t think Peter meant to do that, because he immediately turns bright red and stammers, “S-Sorry!”
Shane laughs. Actually laughs. He never could’ve imagined laughing after telling someone.
It feels good.
Really good.
“It’s okay,” Shane says, and means it.
“I… I knew there had to be other queer players,” Peter muses as he grabs a new napkin. He tops it with fruit and cheese. “I wasn’t surprised that nobody else wanted to come out, after what happened to me. I never would’ve guessed you weren’t straight though.”
Shane feels like he can breathe again. “I’m glad.”
Peter hesitates, but asks, “And… are you seeing anyone right now?”
Shane doesn’t think of Rozanov.
He doesn’t.
They aren’t anything.
Rozanov had made that very, very clear.
He doesn’t want Shane.
Shane answers, “No.”
“Wow,” Peter says again. He smiles at Shane.
Shane smiles back.




By the time Rose returns, they’ve moved on from hockey and are discussing architecture. Shane has a new ice pack and a can of sparkling water. Peter has demolished half the cheese and all the grapes.
Their debate comes to a halt when Rose flings herself down onto the sofa between them.
She grabs the rest of the cheese, sighing in aggravation. “Ashleigh’s on a rampage again.”
“Your publicist?” Peter slides the bottle of wine closer to Rose. She promptly fills her glass up to the top. “Who is it this time?”
“Yeah. TMZ, of course. It’s always fucking TMZ,” Rose mutters darkly. She sighs and sets down her wine. “I’m so sick of this! I can’t even step outside without some weirdo snapping photos of me and posting them on the Internet! I don’t know how the fuck mom deals with this all the time! Jesus Christ, I’m not even that famous yet!”
Rose squeezes her eyes shut and covers her face. She leans back and buries herself into Peter’s side.
He curls an arm around her shoulders, drawing her closer. “It’s okay, Rosie,” he murmurs, rubbing her arm. “Ashleigh will deal with it. And if she can’t, mom’ll sic her lawyers on them.”
“I wish,” Rose huffs. She puts her hands down.
Shane is relieved to see that she isn’t crying. He never knows what to do.
“Now you see why Daniel gave up theatre to do taxes,” Peter teases, giving her a gentle shake.
“Oh, fuck off! He can barely move his eyebrows! He never would’ve made it in the industry!” Rose retorts, before she sighs. “But I bet Danny never has to deal with people gossiping that he’s out having threesomes with his little brother! Jesus Christ, the things they write are so gross!”
Shane frowns as he slowly puts the pieces together. “Someone took pictures in the parking lot?”
Rose nods. “Yeah, sorry. It’s blurry because of the snow. We’re just standing next to each other. They’re having a tough time selling it, so they reached out to Ashleigh first. Those fuckers.”
Peter gives her another shake. “You and your potty mouth! Have some cheese, Rosie.”
“Shut up, Petey!” Rose grumbles, but eats.
A thought occurs to Shane. “What if you beat them to it?”
Both Landrys stare at him.
“Like… I don’t know. Post it first?” Shane tentatively suggests. He only goes on social media to dutifully post whatever his mom, agent, or sponsors want him to. He’s hardly an expert.
“Post what?” Peter asks, but Rose gets it right away.
“Post that I’m hanging out with my brother and friend, you big dummy,” she clarifies. She gives Peter an affectionate head rub that leaves his hair sticking up. Shane kindly doesn’t mention it. Rose turns to Shane. She searches his face. “Would you be okay with that, though? People might be awful to you.”
Shane shrugs. It’s not a big deal. “I barely log in. I won’t see it anyway. Post if you think it’ll help.”
“Thank you, Shane.” Rose reaches over to squeeze his hand.


Then she mercilessly elbows Peter in the side. He grunts.
Rose’s smile is wicked. “Come on, Petey, get up! Get your camera! Let’s give them something worth writing about.”





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Another extra-long chapter! I’m never putting one together in AO3 again, it erased all my formatting. ☠️

This was a difficult but necessary one to write. Fuck the MLH. 😔

Shane is taking baby steps! I’m so proud of him! 😭

shane, rose, & peter: having a deep, meaningful conversation
ilya: that entire family is flirting with my man! 🤬

Next time—back to Ilya. How does he react to Rose Landry? 👀

On another note, thank you so much for the love you’ve shown this fic. As I’ve said before, I didn’t know if people would be interested in coming on this journey with me. Thank you for all your kind, funny, and thoughtful comments! I love reading them. I can’t believe that 2k of you have left kudos! I hope you all continue to enjoy the ride. 🥹❤️
Peter Landry
	Peter Landry’s hockey photos are of Noah Hanifin. Peter’s character is not based on him in any way. I chose Hanifin because he looks like he could plausibly be related to Rose Landry. And obviously there’s photos of him playing well, which Shane would care about.
	And then because I needed more photos, I will use the male model Tom Busson (also no relation) for the other shots. I know the two don’t look alike. Let me live please. 😅



	I made Peter a defenseman who plays for the Chicago Cyclones. This is a fictional AHL counterpart to the NHL’s Carolina Hurricanes (which I picked because there are photos of Hanifin in this uniform). Apparently their official AHL name is the Chicago Wolves and they play in Chicago??? This makes zero sense to me but I guess we’re rolling with it because Chicago is closer to Detroit.

	Peter’s World Juniors uniform isn’t what would actually be worn by Team USA, but I didn’t want to Photoshop him into an entirely new uniform…

	His college team is the Boston College Eagles. I didn’t rename them because they’re not an NHL/AHL team, and not that important in this fic.

	Peter 100% dressed up to meet the Shane Hollander. 😍

	In another universe, where Ilya messes up his apology, Peter Landry is absolutely waiting there with both arms open for Shane. 😂

Other Notes
	Rose knows exactly what type of pictures interest Shane. 😏

	Finn MacLellan is a fictional player for the Detroit Blackbirds. Why was he so mad? You’ll find out soon. 🤭

	Embarrassing big sister Rose is dear to me.

	Chicago is a beautiful city. I highly recommend the architecture boat tour by the CAC! 😘

French TranslationsCapitaine - Captain
Content WarningToxic hockey culture, including racism, homophobia, and misogyny. Slurs are thrown around in the Metros’ locker room. Lots of profanity. Discussion of forced outing. Very brief mentions of mental health struggles (Peter’s), specifically severe anxiety and panic attacks. Shane continues to work through his internalized homophobia.


  


      

  












      Chapter 18: (ilya) november 27 - december 20, 2014
  



    Chapter Notes

      The Russian parts are critical in this chapter.

You can hover over the text (or click on mobile) for translations! They’re in the end notes too.

As always, translation corrections are welcome! I am using Google Translate. I can tell the Russian is weirdly formal and not quite right. 🥹

8/23 update: Huuuuuuge thank you to butterfly_cosmos for correcting the Russian translations! I appreciate your help so much! ❤️❤️❤️

9/7 update: I’ve moved Peter’s Instagram post from here to Chapter 23 to help clarify the timeline!

End Notes (continued)

I had so many notes that I had to move some up to the top... 🫠
Media Notes (spoilers for this chapter!)
	A few lines from the Boston Raiders’ group chat come from Heated Rivalry S1E4: Rose. I’ve distributed Cliff and Connors’ dialogue among other Raiders. This is the same group chat as below, just styled differently between Ilya’s Blackberry and his new iPhone. I’d love to include more Raiders but I don’t want the chat to get too hard to follow…

	Yes, Ilya got yet another new phone! He may have thrown the other one across the room… To help keep Ilya’s chats with “Jane” visually distinct, I will still use the Blackberry formatting for his texts to Shane’s old phone.

	Remember that this fic takes place earlier than the tuna meltdown in canon! Ilya hasn’t seen Shane ignore women for years. He’s not confident that Shane is gay.

	Finn MacLellan’s photo is of Anthony Stolarz. No relation. It’s one of the first shirtless NHL interviews that came up. 😅
    	I loved reading your theories about jealous MacLellan! This tweet doesn’t confirm or deny them, so feel free to keep shipping. But the main reason he acted that way during the game was because he made a huge PR booboo and was trying to cover it up by playing more aggressively against Shane. Does MacLellan have a mancrush on Shane? You decide. 😏



	Watch your back, MacLellan! You’re at the top of Ilya’s shit list. Five times. For fun, check out who Ilya has already sent to the dentist! 👊🦷 

	Rose isn’t a PR person! She did her best with that Twitter post. RIP Ilya.

	Shane films a Valencio Pocaterra commercial in the Summer 2016 montage. This cologne ad is a (fictional) previous collaboration with that brand. I hope you feel as awkward reading Shane’s #sponsored posts as I feel writing them.

	Will Hayden tell Shane about his conversation with Ilya? 🤔
    	You can thank ellanica for the idea to have Ilya reach out to Hayden! ❤️



	Svetlana and Ilya are childhood friends with benefits, like in the tv series. I love their messy but loving relationship. Svetlana is also bisexual, which is another reason that she and Ilya have a close bond.

	The Chicago Auto Show typically takes place later in the winter but I wanted a reason for Svetlana to visit…

	A few lines from Svetlana’s chat come from Heated Rivalry S1E5: I’ll Believe in Anything. She isn’t trying to be deliberately cruel to Ilya—at this point, she hasn’t figured out that Shane is Jane yet. She thinks Ilya is being weird because she wants to sleep with his “rival.”

Coding ReferencesSome of my work skin code in this chapter is inspired by and/or based on:

	AO3 Workskin: Hockey Game Scoreboard by c821118

	Google Search Suggestions Work Skin & Tutorial by BookKeep

	Hiding/showing things based on Creator's Style by MijuWrites

	iMessage Skin by Azdaema

	mm whatcha say?: Changing Text On Hover for Multilingual Fics (A Download Friendly Workskin) by mackerel_cheese

	Twitter Mobile Workskin Documentation by LittleMissGhostette

	Twitter Work Skin: Tweets & Profile (newest layout) by d33rmilk

	Work Skin - Instagram Image Post by shysonata
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Thu, Nov 27 at 11:18

                
                    	Carmy

                    	boys have you SEEN this??? 👀😱🔥

                

                	[TMZ logo.][image: TMZ logo]
                    TMZ

Rose Landry’s New Man!

tmz.com
                    

                

            

            
                
                    	Marly

                    	bro

                

                	not this again

            


            
                
                    	Carmy

                    	i’m serious!!! 💀

                

            


            
                
                    	Marly

                    	😒 ok

                

            


            
                
                    	🔨smith

                    	@Roz you gotta see this! 😂

                

            


            
                
                    	St-Vicky 🙏

                    	You’re gonna lose your shit!

                

                	It’s the real deal, man!

                	They’re holding hands and everything!

                	So cute I’m gonna hurl 😫

            


            
                
                    	Marly

                    	o shit

                

                	@Roz

            


            
                
                    	Sebbs 💪

                    	its sweet

                

            


            
                
                    	Connors²

                    	*it’s

                

                	You’re not concussed anymore, Sebbin.

                	Get it together.

            


            
                
                    	Carmy

                    	@Roz

                

            


            
                
                    	St-Vicky 🙏

                    	@Roz

                

            


            
                
                    
                        	Sebbs 💪

                        	@Roz

                    

                

            


            
                
                    	Kohn

                    	@Roz

                

            


            
                
                    	Connors²

                    	Why is everyone pinging Rozanov?

                

            


            
                
                    	🔨smith

                    	Scroll up! 🙄

                

            


            
                
                    	Ilya

                    	no

                

            


            
                
                    	Carmy

                    	bro c’mon

                

                	don’t be like that!!! 😩😩😩

            


            
                
                    	St-Vicky 🙏

                    	Damn, Hollander’s got gameeeeee!

                

                	I don’t know who that is but she’s a fucking 10 🥵💦

            


            
                
                    	Kohn

                    	Don’t be a dick

                

                	That’s rose landry

                	She’s gonna be a huge movie star

                	She’s in x-squad!

            


            
                
                    	Sebbs 💪

                    	like the comics? 😲

                

            


            
                
                    	🔨smith

                    	You’re both fucking nerds

                

                	Who cares!? 🤣

                	How the fuck did he even meet her during the season?

            


            
                
                    	Connors²

                    	It says right there.

                

                	“‘The two met at a mutual friend’s party,’ according to unnamed sources.”

                	“‘I’ve never seen Rose this happy,’ the source goes on to say.”

            


            
                
                    	St-Vicky 🙏

                    	I’d be fucking happy if I was banging Rose fucking Landry!

                

            


            
                
                    	Marly

                    	@Roz u there?

                

            


Several people are typing...
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Thu, Nov 27 at 15:41

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	i got a new phone

                    

                    !

                

                
                    	other one is broken

                    !

                


Not Delivered


            

            
                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	ah, iphone does not send texts either

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered


            

            
                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	is your phone broken too?

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered
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Twitter post:
X-Squad ☑️

@x_squad

Exciting news! Rose Landry (@roselandryofficial) has been cast as Mystique in X-Squad. Filming commences later this year in Montréal. #XSquad

[2 side-by-side photos. On the left is a promotional poster for the X-Squad movie. On the right is a black-and-white photo of Rose Landry posing in an off-the-shoulder dress with her hair pulled back.]

12:00 AM • August 16, 2014

97 replies • 375 reposts • 22.1K likes
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Fri, Nov 28 at 8:40

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	another new friend, jane?

                    

                    !

                

                
                    	she’s pretty

                    !

                

                
                    	but you’re prettier

                    !

                

                
                    	you always are.

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Sat, Nov 29 at 4:02

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	have you kissed her yet?

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Sun, Nov 30 at 23:11

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	did you like it?

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered


        

    
 

Twitter thread:
ESPN ☑️

@espn

Detroit Blackbirds’ Finn MacLellan on his upcoming game against the Montréal Metros: “I’d love to top Hollander. The rest of the league would agree.”

[A photo of a shirtless, sweaty man with dark hair and a scruffy beard giving an interview in the locker room.]

10:28 PM • December 9, 2014

274 replies • 401 reposts • 6.9K likes
Finn MacLellan ☑️

@maclellan8 • Dec 9

WTF!? I was talking about his points! Why would you quote me like that!? Take it down, my DMs are exploding 😩

69 replies • 21 reposts • 99 likes
J.J. Boiziau ☑️

@jjboizzz • Dec 9

I will fuck you tomorrow.

73 replies • 108 reposts • 1.5K likes

J.J. Boiziau ☑️

@jjboizzz • Dec 9

*fuck you up

5 replies • 33 reposts • 52 likes
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Tue, Dec 9 at 23:05

            	Sebbs 🙌

            	@🔨smith guess you’re not the only one who wants to lick hollander 😏

        


        
            	Carmy

            	bro

        

        
        
            	St-Vicky 🙏

            	Bro

        

        
        
            	Marly

            	bro

        

        
        
            	Kohn

            	Bro

        

        
        
            	Connors²

            	Bro.

        

        
        
            	🔨smith

            	Bro!!! 💀

        

        
        
            	Several people are typing...

            	




        

    
 

        

Notes


December 9, 2014 at 23:49
	send to dentist

            	
                finn maclellan
            

            	
                dallas kent
            

            	
                troy barrett
            

            	
                mathieu couillard
            

            	
                ✔gilbert comeau
            

            	
                ✔marcel houde
            

            
            	
                ✔dallas kent
            

            	
                ✔pierre gagnon
            

            	
                ✔frank zullo
            

            	
                ✔dallas kent
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MLH scoreboard:
[Scoreboard for the MLH game on December 10, 2014. It shows the Detroit Blackbirds defeating the Montréal Metros 1-0. 1 goal was scored by Finn MacLellan in overtime.]
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[image: Finn MacLellan]
Finn MacLellan (1)

DET 1 - MTL 0 (OT - 7:01)
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            Loose Cannons ⚫🔥

        


Wed, Dec 10 at 21:23

            	Carmy

            	shit bro i dont think ive ever seen hollander go flying like that before! 👀

            	[A photo of Shane Hollander flying upside-down into the boards during a hockey game.][image: A photo of Shane Hollander flying upside-down into the boards during a hockey game.]

        

        
        
            	St-Vicky 🙏

            	Look at that fucking ref! 🤣

        

        
        
            	🔨smith

            	@Roz you gonna make this your wallpaper? 😂🫵

        

        
        
            	Several people are typing...
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            Jane

        


        

Wed, Dec 10 at 21:24

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	you are okay?

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered


        

    
 

        

Notes


December 10, 2014 at 21:30
	send to dentist

            	
                finn maclellan
            

            	
                finn maclellan
            

            	
                finn maclellan
            

            	
                finn maclellan
            

            	
                finn maclellan
            

            	
                dallas kent
            

            	
                troy barrett
            

            	
                mathieu couillard
            

            	
                ✔gilbert comeau
            

            	
                ✔marcel houde
            

            
            	
                ✔dallas kent
            

            	
                ✔pierre gagnon
            

            	
                ✔frank zullo
            

            	
                ✔dallas kent
            

            	
                ✔dallas kent
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Twitter thread:
Rose Landry

@roselandryofficial

A deal’s a deal, @shanehollander. Drinks on you next time. Landrys 1, Hollander 0.

[A grid of 4 photos. The top left is Rose Landry posing to show off Shane Hollander’s hockey jersey. The top right is a distorted photo of Rose’s face taken through a shotglass. The bottom left is a tiny glimpse of Peter Landry from behind a camera. The bottom right is Rose, who’s making a funny face, leaning back against Shane, who has his arm around her.]

11:13 PM • December 10, 2014

150 replies • 881 reposts • 3.6K likes
Peter Landry

@p_landry

Round 2 in Chicago? 😛

0 replies • 0 reposts • 2 likes



        
            
                
                    [image: An artsy avatar photo of Rose Landry, posing like a model as she looks into the camera.]
                

                
                    Rose Landry [image: verified]
                    @roselandryofficial
                

            

            
                A deal’s a deal, @shanehollander. Drinks on you next time. Landrys 1, Hollander 0.
            

            
                
                    
                        [image: A photo of Rose Landry posing to show off Shane Hollander’s hockey jersey.]
                    

                    
                        [image: A photo that gives the viewer a tiny glimpse of Peter Landry from behind a camera.]
                    

                

                
                    
                        [image: A distorted photo of Rose’s face taken through a shotglass.]
                    

                    
                        [image: A photo of Rose, who’s making a funny face, leaning back against Shane, who has his arm around her.]
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                    [image: An avatar photo of Peter Landry posing in a suit with a bowtie.]
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Wed, Dec 10 at 22:12

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	are you really dating her?

                    

                    !

                

                
                    	why?

                    !

                

                
                    	do you like her?

                    !

                


Not Delivered


            

            
                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	she’s not good enough for you

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered


            

            
                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	как и я (neither am i)

                    

                    !

                

                
                    	и походу никто (no one is)

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Thu, Dec 11 at 0:08

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	she can’t give you what you want, hollander

                    

                    !

                

                
                    	she can’t fuck you like i can

                    !

                

                
                    	you fucking love it

                    !

                

                
                    	no else can make you feel the way i do

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Thu, Dec 11 at 1:26

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	you’re not the only one who can have fun

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered


        

    
 

TMZ article preview:
ILYA ROZANOV

HOT NIGHT OUT!
EXCLUSIVE

By TMZ Staff

Published December 11, 2014 2:25 AM PDT
[A blurry photo of Ilya Rozanov dancing intimately with a beautiful woman in a dimly-lit club.]
Boston Raiders’ star Ilya Rozanov spotted getting hot and heavy with yet another woman at a club in downtown Boston! Could she finally be the one?
KEEP READING

[image: TMZ logo]
ILYA ROZANOV

HOT NIGHT OUT!

EXCLUSIVE

By TMZ Staff

Published December 11, 2014 2:25 AM PDT

[image: A blurry photo of Ilya Rozanov dancing intimately with a beautiful woman in a dimly-lit club.]

Boston Raiders’ star Ilya Rozanov spotted getting hot and heavy with yet another woman at a club in downtown Boston! Could she finally be the one?

KEEP READING
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Thu, Dec 11 at 3:07

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	она нихуя не ты (she wasn’t you)

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered


        

    
 

Instagram post:
[A photo of Shane Hollander wearing a burgundy suit, partially-unbuttoned ivory silk shirt, and diamond jewelry. He’s staring pensively out the window of an opulent train car furnished with rich-toned wood and crimson velvet. There is a chess board set up in front of him. He looks incredibly handsome.]

Shane Hollander

@shanehollander

Pour Toi (For You)—the scent of timeless elegance. Thank you to @valenciopocaterra for having me! #ValencioPocaterra #cologne #sponsored

December 12

31.3K likes • 707 comments • 2.5K reposts • 11.9K shares

[image: A black-and-white avatar photo of Shane Hollander gazing over his shoulder at the camera.]

shanehollander [image: verified]
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[image: A photo of Shane Hollander wearing a burgundy suit, partially-unbuttoned ivory silk shirt, and diamond jewelry. He’s staring pensively out the window of an opulent train car furnished with rich-toned wood and crimson velvet. There is a chess board set up in front of him. He looks incredibly handsome.]
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shanehollander [image: verified] Pour Toi (For You)—the scent of timeless elegance. Thank you to  @valenciopocaterra for having me! #ValencioPocaterra #cologne #sponsored
December 12



 

Advertisement in the airport:
[A photo of Shane Hollander's Valencio Pocaterra ad on a kiosk at the airport.]

[image: A photo of Shane Hollander's Valencio Pocaterra ad on a kiosk at the airport.]
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Sun, Dec 14 at 15:35

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	in my airport?

                    

                    !

                

                
                    	really?

                    !

                

                
                    	[A photo of Shane Hollander's Valencio Pocaterra ad on a kiosk at the airport.][image: A photo of Shane Hollander's Valencio Pocaterra ad on a kiosk at the airport.]

                    !

                

                
                    	you’re impossible to forget

                    !

                


Not Delivered


        

    
 


        

        [image: An avatar photo of Hayden Pike, smiling in front of a garden.]
        
            15th best metros player

        


Wed, Dec 17 at 19:21

            	Ilya

            	pike

        

        
            	Hayden

            	Who is this?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	rozanov

            	is hollander okay?

        

        
            	Hayden

            	What?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	he won’t reply

        

        
            	Hayden

            	What did you do to him?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	let me talk to him

        

        
            	Hayden

            	Fuck you, Rozanov! 🖕

        

        
            
                	Ilya

                	please

                !

            


Not Delivered


        
            
                	Ilya

                	блять (fuck)

                !

            


Not Delivered


    
 


        

        [image: An avatar photo of Svetlana Vetrova, wearing a glamorous dress and smiling broadly.]
        
            света (sveta)

        


Sat, Dec 20 at 8:07
        

            	Svetlana

            	[A photo of Chicago’s iconic bean sculpture covered in snow.][image: A photo of Chicago’s iconic bean sculpture covered in snow.]

            	Бля, как холодно (Fuck, it’s cold) 🥶

        

        
            	Ilya

            	что ты там делаешь (why are you there)?

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Чикагский автосалон — помнишь (Chicago Auto Show, remember)?

            	Начальник меня отправил (My boss wanted me to go)

            	Тут куча богатеев, присматривающих себе шикарные тачки (Lots of rich people looking to buy fancy cars) 💸

        

        
            	Ilya

            	ah

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	«Метрос» тоже тут играют в эти выходные (The Metros are playing this weekend too)👎 by Ilya

            

            	Может быть схожу (I might go)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	насладись тем, как холландер проиграет (enjoy watching hollander lose) )

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Ну это вряд ли (He won’t) 💋

        


Sat, Dec 20 at 14:52
        

            	Svetlana

            	[A photo of a fancy red sportscar.][image: A photo of a fancy red sportscar.]

            	[A photo of a fancy dark blue luxury car.][image: A photo of a fancy dark blue luxury car.]

            	[A photo of a fancy yellow sportscar.][image: A photo of a fancy yellow sportscar.]❤️ by Ilya


            	[A photo of a fancy blue convertible car.][image: A photo of a fancy blue convertible car.]

            	[A photo of a fancy dark blue sportscar.][image: A photo of a fancy dark blue sportscar.]

            	Что-нибудь приглянулось (See any you like)?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	жёлтенькая (yellow one) )))

            	скинь мне инфу (send me info)👍 by Svetlana

            

        


Sat, Dec 20 at 23:57
        

            	Svetlana

            	Ебать-копать (Holy shit)!

            	Ты не поверишь, кто здесь (You won’t believe who’s here)!

            	[A photo of Shane Hollander from behind, wearing a white tank top, jeans, and a backwards blue baseball cap.][image: A photo of Shane Hollander from behind, wearing a white tank top, jeans, and a backwards blue baseball cap.]

        

        
            	Ilya

            	это холландер (is that hollander)?

            	в баре (in a bar)?

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Да (Yes)

            	Роуз Лэндри тоже здесь (Rose Landry is here too)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	что он там забыл (why is he there)?

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	А ты как думаешь (Why do you think)?

            	Потусить пришел (He’s here to have fun)

            	Пьет и танцует (He’s drinking and dancing)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	серьезно (seriously)?

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Да (Yes)

            	Пожелай мне удачи (Wish me luck)

            	Я сегодня с ним поебусь (I’m going to fuck him) 😘

        

        
            	Ilya

            	света (sveta)!?

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Он такой шикарный игрок (He’s an amazing player)

            	Ах, эти руки (Those hands)!

            	Такой красивый (And he’s gorgeous) ❤️

        

        
            	Ilya

            	как скажешь (if you say so)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Илюша (Ilyusha) 😒

        

        
            	Ilya

            	что (what)?

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Ты же знаешь, что он красивый (You know he’s gorgeous)

            	И знаешь, что он хорош (And you know he’s good)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	он очень хорош (he’s very good)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	И на коленях будет чудо как хорош (He’ll be very good on his knees too)

            	Я так вижу (I can tell)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	света (sveta)!

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Ой, да ладно (Oh, please)

            	Мне пофиг на ваше «соперничество» (I don’t care about your “rivalry”)

            	Захочу и буду флиртовать с Холландером (I will flirt with Hollander anyway)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	не надо (don’t)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	И Роуз Лэндри тоже (And Rose Landry too)

            	Она такая красотка (She’s so beautiful) ❤️

            	Я готова склеить любого из них (I will gladly have either)

            	Или обоих сразу (Or both)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	не надо (don’t)

            	пожалуйста, света (please, sveta)

            	его не трогай (not him)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Почему нет, Илюша (Why not, Ilyusha)? 😒

            	Назови мне хоть одну вескую причину (Give me one good reason)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	джейн – это он (he is jane)

        

        
            	Svetlana is typing...

            	




        

    





  
    Chapter End Notes

    This upcoming week is very busy at work so I probably won’t update. I don’t like writing when I’m tired and stressed. 🫠

Poor Ilya hasn’t even learned about Peter Landry yet…

Next time—back to Shane. What’s going on in Chicago? 😘
TranslationsFrench (🇫🇷) & Russian (unmarked)
как и я - neither am i
и походу никто - no one is
она нихуя не ты - she wasn’t you
🇫🇷 Pour Toi - For You
блять - fuck

Ilya & Svetlanaсвета - sveta [affectionate Russian diminutive for Svetlana]
Бля, как холодно - Fuck, it’s cold
что ты там делаешь? - why are you there?
Чикагский автосалон — помнишь? Начальник меня отправил. Тут куча богатеев, присматривающих себе шикарные тачки. - Chicago Auto Show, remember? My boss wanted me to go. Lots of rich people looking to buy fancy cars.
«Метрос» тоже тут играют в эти выходные. Может быть схожу. - The Metros are playing this weekend too. I might go.
насладись тем, как холландер проиграет - enjoy watching hollander lose
Ну это вряд ли - He won’t
Что-нибудь приглянулось? - See any you like?
жёлтенькая. скинь мне инфу. - yellow one. send me info.
Ебать-копать! Ты не поверишь, кто здесь! - Holy shit! You won’t believe who’s here!
это холландер? в баре? - is that hollander? in a bar?
Да. Роуз Лэндри тоже здесь. - Yes. Rose Landry is here too.
что он там забыл? - why is he there?
А ты как думаешь? Потусить пришел. Пьет и танцует. - Why do you think? He’s here to have fun. He’s drinking and dancing.
серьезно? - seriously?
Да. Пожелай мне удачи. Я сегодня с ним поебусь. - Yes. Wish me luck. I’m going to fuck him.
света!? - sveta!?
Он такой шикарный игрок. Ах, эти руки! Такой красивый. - He’s an amazing player. Those hands! And he’s gorgeous.
как скажешь - if you say so
Илюша - Ilyusha [affectionate Russian diminutive for Ilya]
что? - what?
Ты же знаешь, что он красивый. И знаешь, что он хорош. - You know he’s gorgeous. And you know he’s good.
он очень хорош - he’s very good
И на коленях будет чудо как хорош. Я так вижу. - He’ll be very good on his knees too. I can tell.
света! - sveta!
Ой, да ладно. Мне пофиг на ваше «соперничество». Захочу и буду флиртовать с Холландером. - Oh, please. I don’t care about your “rivalry.” I will flirt with Hollander anyway.
не надо - don’t
И Роуз Лэндри тоже. Она такая красотка. Я готова склеить любого из них. Или обоих сразу. - And Rose Landry too. She’s so beautiful. I will gladly have either. Or both.
не надо. пожалуйста, света. его не трогай. - don’t. please, sveta. not him.
Почему нет, Илюша? Назови мне хоть одну вескую причину. - Why not, Ilyusha? Give me one good reason.
джейн – это он - he is jane
Content WarningNone for this chapter.


  


      

  












      Chapter 19: (shane) the voyageur
  



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for notes
      






  December 20, 2014
Shane rides the high of victory as he dresses for dinner.
Chicago was the Metros’ last stop on a brutal series of roadies across the northern US. Half the team is flying back today to take advantage of their day off tomorrow. Other players, like Shane, are sticking around to enjoy the city.
They’d squeezed out a 3-2 win against the Chicago Redhawks earlier. Their afternoon game had gone off without a hitch. Both teams had played good hockey. Clean and fast. The only memorable chirp had come from a rookie during warm-ups.
“Nice bling, H-Hollander!” The rookie’s voice had cracked as he stuttered through a remark about Shane’s new earrings.
Shane had laughed and kept stretching. “Want to try again?”
The rookie had turned as red as his jersey and fled across the rink. His light-hearted teasing didn’t bother Shane. He’d heard worse from his own team. The guys had finally shut up when Shane explained that his simple titanium studs were for an upcoming brand deal.
It’s not untrue. The studs just aren’t the earrings he plans to wear later.
“So, you’re hanging out with Rose tonight?” Hayden inquires from across their shared hotel room. He’s flying out soon.
Hayden packs as they talk. His bed is covered in rumpled dirty laundry and an assortment of toiletries. Jackie had bought Hayden packing cubes for his last Father’s Day gift. Hayden hadn’t taken the hint. He still throws everything into the packing cubes, then dumps them haphazardly into his suitcase.
Shane generally tries not to look at Hayden’s luggage until it’s zipped up. Out of sight, out of mind.
“Yeah, and Peter too.” Shane confirms. He smooths the collar of his light blue button-up shirt. His mom had bought it for him. He likes it. The fabric has grown soft over time. It’s breathable. It doesn’t wrinkle. “We’re doing a boat tour.”
Rose is in Chicago for her new astronaut movie. She’d inadvertently spilled another secret and told Shane that she’s filming scenes over at the Adler Planetarium. Peter is around because he’s playing a home game tomorrow. The timing had worked out perfectly for the three of them to meet up and relax.
“Sounds fun, dude,” Hayden mumbles. He’s struggling to repack his shaving kit.
Hayden has been more distracted than usual over the past few days. Every now and then he’ll go quiet, before muttering a bunch of profanity under his breath. Shane caught Rozanov’s name once or twice. When Shane had asked about it, Hayden shook his head and said, “It’s nothing, buddy. Just Rozanov being a dick.”
Rozanov had been in the tabloids again recently. Shane’s best guess is that Hayden’s grudge might have something to do with that. Shane and Hayden normally confide in each other. But Shane isn’t interested in discussing all the women Rozanov fucks.
He’d let it go.
Shane speaks up now, though. He informs Hayden, “Other way. You’ve got the razor upside down.”
“Thanks, man.” Hayden fixes his shaving kit and refocuses. “A boat tour, huh? Same one? Haven’t you done that, like, five or six times already? You’re not gonna be bored?”
It’s not the same boat tour. Shane decides not to mention that. He doesn’t want to deal with a lot of questions.
Shane shakes his head. “I like looking at the architecture along the river.”
“Okay,” Hayden drawls. “Go wild, I guess.”
“Almost as wild as you watching The Little Mermaid again tonight.” Shane teases.
Hayden fights to close his bulging suitcase. He groans, “Ugh, don’t remind me! The twins are obsessed. Maybe Jackie can get them to agree to something else. Literally anything else. I’ve started dreaming about fish. I caught myself humming Under the Sea in the showers the other day. It’s gotta stop, man. Wish me luck.”
Shane had barely survived the girls’ Beauty and the Beast phase last month, and he’d only babysitted twice. He doesn’t know how Hayden and Jackie do it all the time.
“Good luck,” Shane says, entirely sincere.




Shane waits for Hayden to depart before he pulls on his tan leather jacket.
Hayden knows that Shane wears this particular jacket whenever he wants to look nice. Elevated casual, Jackie had called it once, as she gave Shane’s shoulder an affectionate pat. Shane’s favorite jacket would immediately make Hayden suspicious about his supposed boat tour.
Rose had told Shane to dress just a tiny bit fancy.
For a moment, Shane wishes he had Yumiko to tell him what to wear. But they haven’t formally agreed to work together yet.
Shane does his best without her advice. He pairs the top half of his outfit with one of his platinum watches from Rolex, dark jeans, and deep brown leather shoes. He’d brought oxfords along for his game day suit. They certainly look more sophisticated than his Reeboks.
Shane’s phone buzzes. He checks it.

        

        
            [image: An artsy avatar photo of Rose Landry, posing like a model as she looks into the camera.]
            [image: An avatar photo of Peter Landry posing in a suit with a bowtie.]

        

        
            Landry 🥪

        


Today 5:29 PM

            	Rose

            	Meet us there at 6:15! ⛴️

        


        
            	Peter

            	It’s on the north side of the riverbank

            	Take the staircase from the bridge down to the dock

            	Look for this boat:

            	[A glamous restaurant inside a boat with a glass ceiling, through which the Chicago skyline is visible.][image: A glamous restaurant inside a boat with a glass ceiling, through which the Chicago skyline is visible.]
                The Voyageur

voyageurcruises.com



            

        


        
            	Rose

            	And don’t worry!

            	We booked the whole boat so it’ll be totally private! 🙌

        


        
            	Shane

            	Thanks again for taking care of everything.❤️ by Rose

            

            	I’m looking forward to this.

        


        
            	Rose

            	It was Peter’s idea! 😘

        


        
            	Peter

            	Anytime! 😉

        

    




The Voyageur is gorgeous.
The boat has a low, sleek profile. The roof and walls are made of thick, translucent glass panes. They’re fitted into a frame made of slender metal beams. Through it all, Shane can see the city rising above the river.
The interior of the boat has been converted into a single, grand dining room. There’s a lavish bar against the back wall. The tables are outfitted with pressed white linens and elaborate place settings. They’re lit by candlelight. The dove gray chairs clustered around each table look plain but comfortable.
Bright lights from the city dance through the glass at every angle.
Beneath them, Rose’s diamond jewelry sparkles. It emphasizes the graceful curve of her neck and her slender wrists. Her copper-colored hair is twisted into an elegant updo. Her eyes appear even bigger and bluer than usual because of her smoky makeup. She’s wearing a tight black halter dress and sparkly silver heels. Her shoulders are bare.
Shane can’t help but wonder if she’s cold. Concerned, he asks, “Are you warm enough?”
Rose pouts and teases, “What? No, you look lovely tonight, Rose, huh?”
“You always look lovely,” Shane reassures her. It’s true. He might not be attracted to her, but he does have eyes. She’s absolutely stunning.
Rose smiles. She fakes a swoon. “Thank you, Shane. Take notes, Petey! That’s what women want to hear!”
Shane turns to Peter and adds, “You look very nice too, Peter.”
That’s also true. They’re alone, so Shane lets himself look.
Peter is wearing a charcoal-black turtleneck that looks decadently soft. He’s paired it with dark slacks and a gray blazer with an intriguing texture that Shane wants to touch. His muscular body is impossible to ignore. Peter’s hair is pushed back, styled to reveal more of his handsome face. His cologne is subtle but heady.
Shane abruptly realizes how long he’s been staring at Peter. He feels his cheeks heat up.
“Thanks, Shane. You look handsome as well,” Peter compliments smoothly.
Thankfully, neither Peter nor Rose mention Shane’s blush.
They step further into the dining room. Rose’s heels click against the hardwood floors as she contemplates where to sit. She selects a table along the wall, right up against the glass. She declares, “This one looks like it’ll have the best view.”
Rose takes a seat. Peter joins her.
Shane isn’t ready to sit down. He wants to wander.
As the staff removes the nearby tables, Shane explores the boat. They’re still docked, so it’s a good time to walk around.
After so many years of skating, Shane trusts his own balance implicitly. But it’s been a long time since he’s been on a boat. He doesn’t want to wobble and bump into anything. He has enough bruises from today’s game.
Shane steps out onto the bow of The Voyageur.
The deck is empty and exposed to the frigid winter air, but striking nevertheless. Shane is surrounded by one of the most beautiful cities in the world. Fat, fluffy, white snowflakes float down from the heavens. They settle in his hair and melt gently against his cheeks. When he breathes out, pale fog drifts upwards to blur the evening sky.
Shane can’t stop smiling.
He ducks back inside when he feels the boat’s engine kick on. He shivers as heat washes over him. He hears a steady, dull thrum as he walks past the captain’s cabin. The sound is muffled once he reenters the dining room. Instrumental music plays quietly in the background.
Rose and Peter are chatting over glasses of wine. They’re sitting together on one side of the table.
Peter notices Shane approaching. He stands and pulls out a chair on the opposite side.
Shane blinks, but sits. “Thanks.”
A waiter materializes a moment later. “May I offer you something to drink, sir?”
“Do you have ginger ale?” Shane checks. A lot of places don’t carry it.
As expected, the boat doesn’t either. The waiter apologizes, “I’m sorry, sir. We don’t have that available. Is there anything else you’d like?”
“Sparkling water is fine, thanks.”
The waiter nods and departs.
Rose leans in. She’s grinning from ear to ear. “So, what do you think?”
“It’s amazing,” Shane praises. “Thank you for inviting me.”
“It’ll be even better once we get deeper into the city,” Peter promises, gesturing outside.
Shane smiles again. “I can’t wait.”




Shane is shocked by how good the food is.
He’d expected a typical, mediocre boat dinner, but the Landrys had hired a private chef to come onboard for the night. Apparently, the chef had worked in several Michelin-starred restaurants before going freelance.
Shane’s diet is optimized for sheer performance on the ice. He consumes roughly 4,500 calories on game days. Most of that is protein. Shane eats protein, more protein, and even more protein until he hits the ice. He’s gotten used to shoveling it down. He doesn’t worry about how it tastes. That’s Talia’s job.
Shane doesn’t know much about fine dining. But even he can tell that dinner is incredible.
The presentation is exquisite. The plateware is unique. It complements what’s being served on it. The dishes are colorful, complex, and distinct. They feature different ingredients, accompaniments, and sauces, yet the flavors flow harmoniously from one course to the next. Shane’s dishes are even plant-based to fit his preferred post-game diet, which is a pleasant surprise.
Everything is delicious.
The only problem is that the portions are tiny. Shane is still hungry when the final dessert course is served.
The meal had passed in a blur, with Shane, Rose, and Peter talking puck for most of it.
Shane is optimistic about his chances at the Stanley Cup this year, though he refuses to admit it aloud. Hockey superstition, and whatnot. He’s determined to win. Peter feels the same way about the Calder Cup. The Chicago Cyclones are already at the top of the AHL standings. Their next few opponents are pushovers, too.
“—and I’m telling you, Peter is a shoe-in for the Eddie Shore Award,” Rose insists as she uses her spoon to swipe up the last bit of dessert. She firmly believes that her little brother is the best defenseman.
“Rose, c’mon,” Peter mumbles. His ears are bright red. “You know it’s not gonna happen. Not with the coaches, players, and media in charge. Nobody is going to vote for me.”
“We’ll see about that,” Rose replies with a haughty sniff. “They all know you’re the best. They’re going to look so stupid if they don’t vote for you. The fans will crucify them!”
Peter makes a noncommittal noise. He pushes his dessert around on his plate.
Shane honestly doesn’t know how things will play out. There’s never been an openly gay hockey player before. Not even in the AHL.
He hopes that things work out for Peter. Peter deserves to win, if the game tapes that Shane has seen show even a fraction of his skill. Peter belongs in the MLH. On the second line, at least, despite his young age.
As the staff clears the table, Rose sighs in satisfaction. She pats her mouth with a linen napkin, careful not to smudge her lipstick. “Mm, that was so good. That palate cleanser with the carbonized fruit? Ugh! Pure genius! How’d you even find this chef, Peter?”
“Oh! I asked one of the guys on my team. The chef’s actually a friend of his.” Peter explains, as he sips his dessert wine.
Each course had been accompanied by a different glass of wine. Shane had opted for a non-alcoholic beverage pairing instead. He’d been served a richly-spiced cup of chai with dessert. He savors the tea as he stares through the glass walls and watches the city pass by.
Throughout dinner, the three of them had taken breaks to appreciate Chicago’s diverse architecture. Peter had pointed out some of his favorite buildings. So had Shane. Rose had completely ignored the buildings and pointed at spots in the sky. She’d named the constellations made invisible by the city lights.
Shane is impressed by Rose’s sense of direction. He’d grown disoriented as the boat slowly sailed up and down the branches of the river. The pitch-black night hadn’t helped. He only recognizes where they’d begun the tour.
When things start to look familiar, Shane decides it’s time to politely bring up the bill. “So, how much do I owe you for tonight?”
“Nothing!” Rose proclaims cheerfully. “It’s Peter’s treat!”
“What? No way! Come on.” Shane protests. He’s aware that AHL salaries are woefully below that of a standard MLH contract. And Rose probably makes more in a single movie than Shane and Peter combined.
“Can’t hear you!” Rose says loudly.
Shane turns to look at Peter, but he’s staring determinedly out the window. The back of his neck is pink.
“No, really,” Shane tries again. “How much?”
“Can’t hear you!” Rose repeats, even louder. Peter’s neck is red now.
“Peter?” Shane tries, one final time.
Peter turns to look at Shane. His cheeks are flushed, but his voice is resolute. “I insist. It was my idea. I asked you out.”
Shane gives up. He still tussles with his parents over the bill whenever they invite him somewhere. He knows he won’t be able to convince Peter otherwise. “Fine. Next one’s on me.”
“Deal! Pinky promise?” Rose beams, offering him her littlest finger.
Shane hooks his finger around hers. They shake on it.
The captain and staff had timed dinner perfectly. The boat is approaching the dock.
But they don’t stop.
Shane blinks.
The Voyageur keeps sailing. They’re headed towards the lake’s dark horizon. The boat ducks under two more bridges and emerges beneath an open sky.
The city falls away.
“Alright, boys, get up! Time to go outside and freeze our asses off!” Rose demands, standing.
She wraps herself up in a red, floor-length puffer coat. She yanks on mittens and an oversized toque, then winds a fuzzy scarf around her face. All that Shane can see of her is her eyes.
Peter, in comparison, seems unbothered by the cold weather. He’s wearing a black wool peacoat, knitted scarf, and leather gloves.
Shane tugs on his own outerwear before they step outside.
Shane is used to harsh Canadian winters, but the wind here is something else. He shivers as he feels it slip under his down jacket. His jeans are useless. Shane’s legs are numb. He blinks away tears when a vicious gust of wind hits him in the face. The droplets crystallize on his lashes. His exposed skin burns from the bitter chill.
The view is worth it, though.
They stare at the glittering skyline for a while in awe.
Shane is freezing, but part of him wants to stand out here all night.
Rose clearly doesn’t feel the same. Her teeth chatter as she blurts in a rush, “I’m-cold-as-fuck-I’m-going-in!”
She scurries back into the boat before either of them can reply. The rapid clack-clack-clack of her heels fades away. All Shane can hear is his own breathing, the distant hum of the engine, and the lake lapping quietly at the boat.
The silence is broken when Peter chuckles. “Rose has probably told you otherwise, but she’s never been great with the cold.”
“I’d be cold too, if I didn’t have pants on,” Shane concedes. Peter laughs at his joke, like Shane intended.
The three of them had stood along the railing, gazing at the city. Rose had been between them, earlier. She’s gone now.
Peter steps in to close the gap.
“Did you have a nice time tonight?” he asks.
Shane nods. “I did. Did you?”
“I did,” Peter murmurs. He’s looking at Shane. He smiles.
Shane’s heartbeat quickens. He tears his eyes away from Peter. Shane reaches out to squeeze the icy railing with his gloved hands. The cold metal beneath his palms grounds him.
Snowflakes tumble down upon them. The winter storm has thickened since they first departed from the dock a few hours ago. The night feels soft and hazy now.
Shane licks his lips. His heart thuds rapidly in his chest. He should say something. Anything.
“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” Shane manages. He means Chicago. But he should probably say that aloud, right? How else will Peter know what Shane’s talking about? Fuck, why is he always so awkward? He opens his mouth to clarify.
“Yes,” Peter replies.
Shane hesitantly glances over.
Peter is looking at him.
Not the city.
Shane swallows hard. His cheeks are on fire.
“I’m glad you’re enjoying it,” Peter confesses. “I hoped you would.”
“O-Oh,” Shane stammers. He feels like he’s just skated a double shift. His blood is roaring in his ears. His lungs are burning. His hands tremble slightly around the railing. He clenches his fingers tighter.
He doesn’t look at Peter’s lips. He doesn’t.
But he could.
“I’m going to go back inside now,” Peter tells him. He waits for a moment.
Shane doesn’t know why.
“...Okay. I think I’ll stay,” Shane finally says.
Peter smiles again. “Alright, Shane. See you in a bit.”
He leaves.
Shane stands outside for a long, long time.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Surprise! I wrote like a madwoman on Sunday. And daydreamed about this during all my breaks today. 😅

me: suffering at work
ilya: suffering in general
shane: having fun on a boat! 💖

Is it still a date if your nosy big sister is there the whole time? Maybe. 😏

I finally added Peter Landry to the tags. He deserves it. To borrow Rose’s words: Petey’s such a good boy! 🥹

I split the Chicago events in half to try and get an update out sooner since I left you on such a cliffhanger. My writing notes for these two chapters are delightful and unhinged, with lots of keyboard smashes. Good thing I didn’t put a chapter count or I’d have to change it again… We’re looking at 40 now… 🫣

The point of this chapter (and the next) is to let Shane explore. And for that to help him realize what he wants—Ilya.

To be clear, I want Shane to choose Ilya because he loves him and wants to be with him. Not because Shane fears there is no other option. It may feel like we’re moving away from Ilya right now, but I promise this road leads to their happy ending. Their reunion is just around the corner.

Next time—the rest of Chicago. How do they end up in a bar with Svetlana? 👀
Chicago Notes
	Chicago’s Adler Planetarium was the first planetarium in the US! It’s still well-known.

	The name of The Voyageur is, yes, inspired by the Montréal Metros’ team name in the Game Changers book series. It’s not a real boat. You can, however, get dinner on a glass boat as it sails through Chicago! It’s offered by the Odyssey Chicago River. It’s very romantic, but I do not recommend the food. (It’s okayyy, but I’m a foodie. 😅)

	The Chicago River would normally be frozen solid at this time of year, but let’s close our eyes and pretend it’s a warm winter and boats can still get around. Let me have this!!!

Other Notes
	I’m back at it again with my shitty NHL team renames! May I introduce the Chicago Redhawks, replacing the Chicago Blackhawks. Red-tailed hawks are common in the Midwest. 😂

	That rookie absolutely choked when he saw Shane get bendy up close. 🤣

	Shane has earrings now! More will be explained later… 😘

	Yes, Shane saw that article about Ilya at the club from last chapter. 🥲

	Hayden decided not to tell Shane about Ilya’s message. He thinks that Rozanov did or said something hurtful to Shane and Hayden doesn’t want to bring it up. He’s trying to be a good friend. Even though it makes the rest of us scream.

	Shane’s tan jacket is 100% his date night outfit in the tv show. He’s so cute. 😊❤️

	Rose named their group chat Landry 🥪 because there are two Landrys and one Shane. Hence the sandwich. Yes, she thinks she’s hilarious.

	The Calder Cup is the AHL equivalent of the MLH/NHL’s Stanley Cup. The Eddie Shore Award is likewise the equivalent of the James Norris Memorial Trophy (best defensemen). Shane likes winners, okay? 😤

Content WarningVery brief mention of toxic hockey culture, including homophobia. Shane continues to work through his internalized homophobia.


  


      

  












      Chapter 20: (shane) roscoe’s
  



    Chapter Notes

      *pats ultra-long chapter* This bad boy sure can fit a lot…


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  The first thing that Rose announces once they’ve disembarked from The Voyageur is, “I’m still hungry.”
Shane is glad she said it first. He’s been thinking it for a while. Dinner had been wonderful, but he’s used to having a more substantial meal after playing a game. His stomach growls as they ascend the staircase to the street.
Peter laughs. He turns to check on Shane. “You hungry too?”
“I could eat,” Shane replies. It’s politer than I’m fucking starving.
“Let’s go hang out by your place, Peter,” Rose suggests. She whips out her phone to text her driver. The Magnificent Mile glitters around them. Its glamorous storefronts and hotels are decorated for the holidays. Despite the late hour, it’s bustling with tourists enjoying the festive atmosphere. Shane finds it charming, but Rose isn’t impressed. “I like your neighborhood better. The bars are so much fun!”
“Is that okay with you, Shane?” Peter asks.
Rose peers over Peter’s shoulder. She raises both eyebrows at Shane. Or so he thinks. It’s hard to tell with the scarf wrapped around her face.
Shane nods. “Yeah.”
“What do you want to eat?”
“We can get whatever.” Shane doesn’t want to be difficult. He’ll figure it out. He always does.
“Do you even have food at home?” Rose cuts in, narrowing her eyes at Peter. “Or is your fridge fucking empty except for takeout and beer?”
“Uh…” Peter stalls. It’s incriminating.
“I knew it!” Rose hisses, jabbing him with her mitten-covered finger. “You’re such a little frat boy!”
“Rose,” Peter groans.
“Peter Lawrence Landry,” she snaps right back.
“Lawrence?” Shane repeats, curious.
Peter groans again. He runs a hand down his face.
“…It was our great-grandpa’s name,” Rose explains. She sounds contrite. Peter glares at her, until she huffs and adds, “My middle name comes from our great-grandma. It’s Mildred. So you have nothing to whine about, Petey!”
“Mildred?” Shane repeats, incredulous. It’s Rose’s turn to groan.
“Can we all just pretend the last five minutes didn’t happen?” Peter sighs, staring at the sky. Strands of twinkling lights are woven throughout the trees lining the avenue. They cast a warm glow over his upturned face.
“Sure,” Shane agrees.
It makes Rose giggle for some reason. She latches onto one of Peter’s arms. She tugs stubbornly until he uncrosses them. Then she declares, “I want a big, greasy burger. I haven’t had one in months because of this movie. Can you believe they tailored the astronaut suit? Ridiculous. But I’m done filming now and I want to celebrate! No more squeezing into tight costumes!”
Peter cracks a smile. “I know exactly where to take you.”
 

Roscoe’s looks ordinary from the street.
The building is slightly lopsided. It’s made of tawny bricks, with faded stone and dark green trim around the windows. It smells like a proper diner when they step inside. It looks like one too, with its cherry red walls, black vinyl booths, and checkered floor tiles. A bar stretches across the entire room, with multiple bartenders hustling behind it.
It’s busier than Shane expected. The room thrums with a strange intensity that he can’t quite place.
He’s distracted by the people in it. Most of them look like typical bar patrons dressed for the Chicago weather. Others… don’t. Shane spots a man in tiny denim shorts, missing a shirt and covered in glitter. Another woman is dressed in head-to-toe leather that clings to her curves. Several others are dressed as if they’re about to go clubbing.
One of the bartenders is a drag queen. She glances over when the three of them approach.
“What’ll it be, dolls?” she drawls. She looks like she could bench press Shane without breaking a sweat. Her biceps are the size of his head. Her white dress is utterly pristine despite working behind the bar. Her platform heels are at least seven inches tall. Her blonde wig adds another foot of height.
Shane isn’t sure which fact he’s more impressed by.
“D-Do you have ginger ale?” he stammers. He tries not to fidget as she studies him. “And could I have a menu, please?”
“Sure thing, babycakes.” She slides a laminated menu across the counter. She reaches to grab a can of ginger ale from the cooler.
Shane is not her… babycakes? What is a babycakes? It must be some kind of slang. He’ll ask Rose later. But he isn’t bothered by being called that. He doesn’t think she means anything bad by it. He’s been called a lot of things before, in locker rooms. He can tell the difference.
Shane picks up the menu. He’s relieved to discover that it’s not sticky.
She sets the ginger ale down in front of him with a flourish, then turns to Rose. “How ‘bout you, sweetcheeks?”
Rose is unfazed. She waves off the menu when Shane offers it to her. “Hit me with a glass of chardonnay and your biggest burger!”
“Girl after my own heart!” The bartender nods before facing Peter. “And you, honeybuns?”
“Can I get a pint of the stout on tap, plus the monthly special? And a side of fries to share? Thanks, Doreen.”
The drag queen—Doreen, apparently—nods again. She swivels back to Shane. “See anything you like?”
“Um,” Shane says. He hasn’t read past the appetizers yet. “Sorry, I might need a minute…”
“No worries. Take your time, babycakes,” Doreen reassures him. “I’ll go put the rest of your order in. Grab a seat wherever. I’ll send your drinks in a sec.”
Shane follows Rose and Peter to a booth. He brings his ginger ale and the menu with him.
He tries not to stare at anyone for too long. He feels gazes lingering on him as he shrugs off his down jacket. The back of his neck prickles. Shane moves faster. He passes his coat to Peter, who hangs it on a nearby hook.
Shane scoots into the booth as fast as he can. The vinyl squeaks.
He’s grateful when Peter slides in after him. Peter’s huge, muscular frame blocks prying eyes.
Shane returns to browsing the menu. There are only a couple things that fit his performance diet. The plant-based burger is one of them. It’ll probably be fine.
As if he can read Shane’s mind, Peter leans over. He murmurs lowly in Shane’s ear, “Whatever you do, don’t get the veggie burger.”
Shane startles. He hadn’t realized Peter was so close. He whispers back, “Why not?”
“The texture’s… odd,” Peter elaborates with a grimace. “Everything else here is great, I swear! Just not that.”
“Do you come here often?” Shane asks. He doesn’t move away.
Neither does Peter. He stays pressed against Shane from shoulder to thigh. The booth is too small for two large hockey players. There isn’t much space. “Yeah, I come here with some of the guys for trivia night when we’re in town. Doreen runs it on Tuesdays. There’s a $5 wing special then, too.”
Shane blinks. “The guys? Like… the Cyclones? You come here with them?”
“Yep!”
Shane ponders. Most of his team would probably rather quit hockey than come into a bar with a rainbow flag displayed proudly in the window. “And… they’re okay with it?”
“What do you mean?” Peter’s brow furrows.
Shane considers what to say. “They… don’t mind coming here? With you? And they’re nice to Doreen? And everybody else?”
“Yeah! Of course!” Peter replies—immediately, like he has no doubt.
“Oh,” Shane says.
Peter seems to understand what that means. He asks, slowly, “Would your team… not do that, Shane?”
Shane is quiet for a while. He bites his lip. Finally, he admits, “I don’t think they would be very nice… to her.”
Or me, he thinks.
Knows.
Peter frowns.
Before Peter can respond, a server arrives with the rest of their drinks and a massive plate of fries. “Here ya go! And Doreen said to ask what babycakes wants?”
Shane clears his throat. “Uh… yeah, that’s me, I guess… Can I get the chicken pesto panini, please? With a garden salad instead of fries? Thank you.”
“Coming right up!” The server takes the menu from Shane, salutes, and leaves.
Shane can’t take it anymore. He has to know. He turns to Rose and asks, “What’s a babycakes?”
Rose spits out a mouthful of her chardonnay.
“Oh, that’s so gross, Rosie!” Peter exclaims in disgust. He tosses a fistful of napkins at her.
Rose wheezes, gesturing wildly at Shane. She snatches the napkins and starts mopping the table. Fortunately, their fries are safe.
“…Fair.” Peter accepts her unspoken excuse. He helps her clean up.
“So…?” Shane prompts. He hasn’t forgotten about his question.
“Babycakes is short for… baby pancakes, I think?” Rose muses, fearlessly taking another sip of her drink.
“What?” Shane is even more confused than before. Is this another weird American thing? Why is the bartender calling him a pancake?
“It’s affectionate!” Peter jumps in. “Doreen gives everybody a nickname. It’s just for fun. Don’t worry about it.”
Shane worries about it. “But why baby pancakes?”
“Maybe ‘cause you’re cute and totally stacked?” Rose giggles around a handful of fries. Peter’s leg shifts against Shane’s. Shane hears a muffled thump beneath the table. Rose yelps, “Ow!”
“It’s really fine,” Peter reiterates when Shane glances at him. “Trust me.”
“Okay,” Shane says. He does.
 

Shane eats his entire chicken pesto panini. He doesn’t mean to, but it’s impossible to resist once he takes a bite. The sandwich is hot, crispy, and melty. It has more cheese than he usually allows himself during the hockey season. Fuck, it’s so good.
He eats the garden salad too. It’s… fine. Salads aren’t exciting. It makes him feel better about having a second dinner, though.
Conversation pauses as they enjoy their meal. Rose is delighted with her long-awaited burger. Peter digs into his monthly special, a fried chicken sandwich drowning in ranch sauce. The two of them devour the heap of fries on the table, too. Shane wonders if loving fries is a Landry thing.
“How is this burger so good? Jesus Christ!” Rose moans as she licks her fingers. Shane wrinkles his nose. He silently slides more napkins across the table.
Peter laughs. “I know, right?”
“I’m so jealous that you live around here!”
“I come maybe a little too often,” Peter acknowledges. “I like their events.”
“Events?” Rose perks up. “What kind of events?”
“Oh, you know. Karaoke, trivia nights, brunches, parties. All sorts of things.” Peter lists a few examples, ticking them off on his fingers.
“Parties?” Rose leans in eagerly.
Shane can see where this is headed.
“I don’t think there’s a party happening tonight,” Shane ventures. He peers around. The diner is full, but it’s clearly just a regular evening.
“Actually…” Peter points to a poster behind the bar. It’s taped to the wall with shiny silver duct tape. It had been hidden by Doreen’s wig earlier, but it’s visible now that she’s on the other end of the bar.
[image: A poster for a party at Roscoe's. The top half of the poster is a dramatic black-and-white photo of Lady Gaga from her Born This Way album cover. The bottom half is bold, capitalized black text on a white background. The whole poster is held in place by silver duct tape around its edges.]

Poster:
[A poster for a party at Roscoe's. The top half of the poster is a dramatic black-and-white photo of Lady Gaga from her Born This Way album cover. The bottom half is bold, capitalized black text on a white background. The whole poster is held in place by silver duct tape around its edges.]

LADY GAGA NIGHT

ROSCOE’S

DECEMBER 20

10PM - 5AM

LADY GAGA NIGHT. The words are obvious, even from across the room.
Shane squints to read the date on the poster. DECEMBER 20.
It’s tonight. Oh no.
He squints again to see what time it ends. 5.
Shane breathes a sigh of relief. He relaxes. The party is already over. It’s a bit past 11:00pm now.
Just to make sure, he squints again. 5AM, it says. Not 5:00pm.
Fuck.
When he turns back, Rose is gazing directly at him with sparkling eyes.
Fuck.
“Please, Shane!” Rose cajoles. She clasps her hands in front of her chest. “It’ll be so much fun!”
For her, maybe.
Shane has never enjoyed parties. He’s not interested in hooking up with random women or getting blackout drunk. One or both of those things had always been the Metros’ goal whenever they managed to drag Shane out to a club. He doubts that Rose or Peter would push him to do anything like that. But the unpleasant memories still make Shane hesitate.
He clears his throat. “I don’t know…”
Rose senses weakness. She goes in for the kill. “Please! I won’t make you dance!”
“Liar!” Peter chuckles.
Rose tosses a balled-up napkin at Peter. “Not if you really don’t want to! But I’d love to dance with you, Shane. Can we please go check it out? And we’ll leave if you’re not having fun, okay? Just give it half an hour! No—fifteen minutes! That’s all!”
“I don’t want to end up on TMZ again,” Shane mumbles. He’s been in the tabloids far too often lately. He doesn’t want to fend off another interrogation from his mom. She’d been so excited about the possibility of him dating Rose. He’d felt awful for disappointing her. Again.
“The dancefloor’s in the back. It’s private. They’ve got a no-photo policy there.” Peter informs him. He lowers his voice to add, “They’re serious about making this a safe place for… people like us. I’ve seen the bouncers throw out anyone who doesn’t follow the rules.”
Shane is running out of excuses. “Um…”
“I’ll protect you!” Rose proclaims, puffing out her chest. She raises her clenched fists.
“What?” Shane blurts. He’s dumbfounded at the sight of her. Rose Landry, in her halter dress and heels, squaring up as if she’s about to go toe-to-toe with an MLH d-man on Shane’s behalf.
“You heard me!” Rose insists, defiant. “I’ll make sure you don’t have to dance with anybody you don’t want to! You’ll help too, right, Petey!?”
“Sure,” Peter agrees. His shoulders tremble from the effort of holding back laughter. “I’ll make sure Rosie doesn’t punch anyone on the dancefloor.”
“That might be a full-time job,” Shane jokes.
Rose gasps in delight, so loudly that half the bar looks over. “So you’ll go!?”
Against his better judgment, Shane says, “Yes.”
 

Once Shane settles their bill, it’s time. They slide out of the booth, gather their coats, and walk to the back of Roscoe’s.
Doreen winks and blows them a kiss as they pass. She coos, “Have fun, dolls! Make good choices!”
Shane pauses before the plain black door leading to the dancefloor. He takes a deep breath before stepping through it.
It opens into a vacant hallway. The walls are painted the same shade of red as the rest of the diner. The corridor is peppered with more black doors—some labeled as bathrooms, others unmarked. There’s a single door waiting at the very end. There’s only one way forward.
As Shane moves down the hall, the air thickens. It grows hotter. The heat licks at his skin. The music is muffled by the closed door, but he feels the bass pounding in his chest.
“Hold up,” Peter calls. “Give me your coats. I’ll drop them off at the coat check.”
Peter gestures towards a door on the left. Someone has scribbled COAT ROOM on a piece of notebook paper and duct taped it to the wall.
It doesn’t look particularly secure, but Shane is too hot to care. He stuffs his winter gloves into his down jacket. He comes across the New York Yankees baseball cap that Carter bought for him. Shane had worn the hat to the airport, but took it off while rushing through the security line. He’d stuffed it into his pocket and forgotten about it.
Shane pulls the hat out. He puts it on backwards. Hopefully, it’ll keep his hair out of his face.
He hands Peter his coat. He peels off his leather jacket, too. Then his button-up shirt. Shane had worn an undershirt beneath it. His white tank top will be fine for the dancefloor. He’s not looking to impress anyone.
He pats his jeans to make sure his phone and wallet are there. All good.
Peter is holding a sizeable pile of outerwear in his arms by the time Rose and Shane finish passing him things. He smiles and urges them to keep going without him. “Go ahead. There’s usually a line. I’ll catch up with you in a bit.”
Peter strides into the coat check without a backwards glance. He probably realizes that Shane is a flight risk.
“Well, well. Look who’s the frat boy now,” Rose teases once Peter has left.
“What?”
“Mm, nothing! You’re just making my job even harder, is all.” Rose hooks her arm around his. She tugs him towards the end of the hall.
“Phones.”
They both jump as an enormous man emerges from another open doorway. He steps into their path. He’s wearing all black, with an earpiece in one ear. The top of Shane’s head barely reaches the center of this man’s chest. His muscles makes Doreen look petite. He must be a bouncer.
Shane hands over his phone.
The bouncer takes out a sheet of dot stickers. He applies them to the front and back cameras of Shane’s phone. He does the same to Rose’s phone when she offers it to him. “Keep these on,” he instructs firmly. “The whole time. No photos or videos. Or else.”
He doesn’t explain what the else is.
Shane isn’t keen to find out. Rose’s grip tightens on his arm. They both nod.
Satisfied, the bouncer lets them pass.
They enter.
 

Contrary to popular belief, Shane doesn't hate clubs.
Yes, they’re crowded, and usually sweltering because of it. They smell nauseating. The music is deafening. The lights are bright. Clubs are intense, but so are hockey arenas. Both have quiet spaces that Shane can duck into whenever he needs a break. He knows his limits.
It’s going out with the Metros that causes issues for Shane.
The unrelenting pressure to drink. The bitter complaints when he doesn’t give in. The jokes when he does. The stares. The way they make such a big deal anytime Shane so much as glances at the dancefloor. How they shove women at him. Women he doesn’t know or want. Women who touch Shane like they own him, rubbing their hands all over his body.
None of that happens now.
The first thing Rose asks when they walk through the door is, “Is this okay?”
Under the flashing lights, Rose’s eyes are big and earnest. She’s still holding onto Shane, as if she’s worried he’ll float away. Or run. The familiar pressure of her hand on his elbow feels steadying, rather than demanding.
Shane gives up on counting. He can barely think.
The dancefloor is hot, loud, and uncomfortable. It’s filled with people of every size and shape—all dancing, laughing, kissing, drinking, or shouting the lyrics to the music. Some of them are dripping in luxury, wearing expensive outfits and jewelry that glints under the strobe lights. Others are in t-shirts and gym shorts. Most of the men are shirtless.
The room smells like stale sweat, perfume, and spilled beer. The floor feels sticky beneath his feet.
The bass throbs. It vibrates through Shane’s entire body. His heartbeat accelerates, synchronizing with the music. Adrenaline floods his veins. He feels like he’s stepping out onto the ice at the Bell Centre, with the home crowd screaming his name.
Everyone looks like they’re having fun.
Nobody looks twice at him for standing on the edge of the dancefloor. Nobody knows who he is. Nobody cares.
Shane could be anyone here.
“Yeah.” Shane smiles. “It’s fine.”
“You’re smiling!” Rose beams at him. Shane isn’t embarrassed by her remark. He knows that Rose is just happy for him. She’s excited, too. She squeezes his arm and asks, “Dance with me?”
“Okay,” Shane agrees. He hesitates when Rose drags him towards the dancefloor. “Shouldn’t we wait? Won’t it be hard for Peter to find us?”
Rose laughs. She shakes her head. “I wasn’t kidding earlier, when I called him a frat boy. Peter was one, in college. He’ll be fine. He won’t have trouble finding you later.”
Shane quits resisting.
They step into the crowd. It swallows them whole.
The feel of it surges over Shane’s skin, hot and electric. Rose weaves through everyone, quick and graceful. She makes it seem simple. Shane follows clumsily behind her. He mutters apologies as he bumps shoulders, elbows, and hips with people writhing on the dancefloor. Hands trail over him as he passes.
Rose stops in the middle of the room. They’re far enough from the blaring speakers that Shane can hear her shout, “How about here?”
“Sure,” Shane says. It doesn’t really matter to him.
Rose drapes her arms around his neck. She tugs him close, swaying to the music. She smiles and sings along to the lyrics.
Shane doesn’t know the words. He stands there at first. Then he rests his hands lightly on her waist. It’s what he’s supposed to do.
She gives him a wicked grin. “Oh, come on! I know you can flex those hips! I’ve seen you stretch on the ice, remember?”
Shane laughs when Rose twirls him. She nearly knocks his hat off because she’s so much shorter than him. Rose being silly helps, though. Shane loosens up a little. He lets the music wash over him. He twirls her in turn when the beat drops. She giggles, so he does it again.
Rose is so beautiful that no other women dare to flirt with Shane while she’s next to him. It’s great.
Men aren’t deterred by Rose, though. And it isn’t her that they approach.
Shane is shocked the first time a masculine arm reaches around his waist and yanks him backwards. He freezes.
“Hands off!” Rose actually snarls. She wraps both arms around Shane and stands on tip-toe to glare over his shoulder. The stranger lets go and backs off. Rose releases Shane with a petulant huff. It’s over in a matter of seconds.
Shane’s faith in Rose’s ability to defend him grows. “Uh… thanks?”
“He was so fucking rude!” Rose hisses, incensed. “What kind of man doesn’t even ask to dance with you! Just grabs onto you and…!”
She imitates the man and grabs onto Shane’s hips with her tiny hands. She tugs him back and forth by his belt loops. It tickles.
“It’s fine, Rose.” Shane chuckles. Women do it to him all the time in clubs. He doesn’t like it, but he’s pretty used to it. He just hadn’t expected a man to do that to him in public.
“Jesus Christ, Shane! Have some standards!” Rose scolds him. She’s so upset on his behalf that he can’t help but feel touched.
“Okay, okay,” Shane placates her. “I will. Let’s just dance, yeah?”
“Only if you promise me you’ll pick someone better than that!” Rose demands, unwilling to let it go.
“Sure,” Shane says. It’s an easy promise to make. He’s not looking to meet someone tonight. He doesn’t need to leave with a woman.
He doesn’t need to pretend.
Rose sniffs, appeased for now. Her protective stance softens as the song changes. It’s something fast-paced, with a catchy beat that Shane vaguely recognizes. He usually only listens to music when he’s working out. The Metros blast the radio in the gym during dryland training.
“I love this song!” Rose cries. As expected, she knows the lyrics to this one too. She throws her head back and shouts them out, like the rest of the crowd. Her carefree enthusiasm makes Shane smile.
Men and women continue to approach them both.
Most of them ask before touching, which Shane appreciates. Rose only has to slap a few wandering hands away from Shane’s ass.
Shane still freezes when men outright ask him to dance. Not as bad as the first time it happened—and he’s getting better about it. By the fifth man that asks, he just shakes his head. By the eleventh, he even manages a smile with his no thanks.
At least everyone takes rejection well. Nobody pushes for more once Shane turns them down. They shrug and find someone new to dance with. The dancefloor is full of couples coming together and drifting apart as the night continues.
Men and women. Women and women. Men and men.
Nobody has a problem with it.
It’s… nice. Shane doesn’t know what to think about it. Not entirely.
He’s just some guy here. Dancing with a woman. But if he were to dance with another guy… Nobody would look twice.
Maybe, Shane thinks. Maybe.
“Jesus Christ, you’re like catnip to the gays!” Rose shouts over the music. She’s grinning from ear to ear. Her updo has come loose from dancing. Her wavy hair tumbles down to her shoulders.
“I don’t think you’re supposed to say that!” Shane yells back.
Rose shrugs, unbothered. “You know what I mean! And I can’t blame them! I swear, that fucking tank top! Shane! Your waist looks so slutty!”
“Rose!” Shane is scandalized. His waist is not…! It’s not! He’s not!
He definitely hasn’t ever fantasized about Rozanov whispering, low and filthy—such a perfect slut for me, Hollander—as Shane falls to his knees to suck Rozanov’s cock.
He hasn’t.
Rose cackles at Shane’s expression. “This was such a good idea! I’m a genius!”
“Modest as always, Rosie.” A familiar voice calls from behind Shane.
“You get lost in the coat check?” Shane teases as he turns around. “That took a while.”
“It sure did.” Peter is still wearing his black turtleneck. Just looking at him makes Shane feel feverish.
Because of the turtleneck, of course.
It’s too fucking hot in here. It only gets worse when Peter steps closer and asks, “Want to dance?”
“Yeah,” Shane admits. He swallows hard when Peter smiles at him.
Peter reaches for his hand. He gives Shane a quick twirl, like his sister had. It feels very, very different.
It’s effortless. Peter is strong. He’s significantly taller than Shane. When Peter raises his arm above their heads, Shane’s back arches. He spins Shane quickly. The dancefloor blurs. Shane blinks, and he’s facing Rose.
“Have fun!” Rose beams up at him. She places her hands on his shoulders and winks. “Peter knows how to dance.”
Peter comes closer.
He’s just out of reach. They aren’t touching yet. Shane feels the searing heat of Peter’s body, tantalizingly near.
Peter leans in. His breath fans over the nape of Shane’s neck. His huge hands curl around Shane’s hips. He murmurs, “Can I hold you…?”
Shane’s eyes flutter shut. “Yes.”
Peter’s grasp tightens. He doesn’t hesitate. He steps in and presses his chest flush against Shane’s back. His turtleneck is as soft as Shane had imagined. It feels like sin against his bare skin. And underneath it, Shane can feel Peter.
Peter is taller than Rozanov. He’s slightly broader, and more muscular. They don’t fit together in the same way. It’s still good.
“Can I?” Peter asks again. His grasp tightens on Shane’s hips.
“Yes,” Shane sighs.
“Follow my lead,” Peter orders. Then he moves.
Dancing with Rose had been… fun. Friendly. Platonic, in every sense of the word.
Dancing with Peter is like fucking on the dancefloor.
Rose fades away. Shane still feels her hands, raking gently down his chest. Feels her hair brush against his face as she tosses her head back and forth. Feels her singing the lyrics. She feels far, far away.
Peter is undeniable.
His hands guide Shane, coaxing him wherever Peter pleases. He pulls Shane back into him. Grinds their hips together. Rolls their bodies, slow and easy, to the beat. Shane bites back a moan at the feel of him, pressed so close, taking what he wants.
The bass thrums through Shane. The heat of the dancefloor is nothing compared to Peter’s touch.
“Can I…?” Peter asks again. Shane feels the shape of the words against his jaw, where Peter’s lips are pressed. His beard chafes against the side of Shane’s neck. Shane doesn’t remember tipping his head back, but his throat is bared.
“Yes,” Shane pleads. He doesn’t even know what Peter wants.
Peter abruptly steps back.
Shane shivers. He opens his eyes.
When he glances over his shoulder, Peter is stripping off his turtleneck.
“Criss (Fuck),” Shane breathes. He can’t look away.
Peter’s body is fucking insane. He runs a hand through his hair, pushing the damp strands off his face. It’s mesmerizing. His skin glistens under the strobe lights. Shane traces a droplet of sweat from the hollow of Peter’s collarbone, watching it slide down, down, down—until it disappears into the waistband of his slacks. Shane licks his lips.
“And that’s my cue to leave!” Rose pipes up. Shane hardly hears her. He might’ve forgotten she was there. “Give me your sweater, Peter. I’ll go drop it off in the coat check.”
Peter hands it to her wordlessly. He doesn’t look away from Shane.
Shane stares back.
Rose leaves.
Peter pulls Shane in. They’re facing each other, this time.
Shane tentatively wraps his arms around Peter’s neck. Peter smiles. He bends down.
Shane closes his eyes.
He waits for a kiss.
“Not here,” Peter murmurs. His lips brush, featherlight, across Shane’s cheek. They’re soft. “Later, if you still want.”
Shane wants.
 

Shane loses track of time.
Thirst drags him out of the haze of desire and back into reality. Shane has no idea how long he’s been dancing with Peter. He doesn’t know where Rose is. The thought worries him.
He squeezes Peter’s hand and pulls away. Peter releases him at once.
“Rose?” Shane croaks. It’s the only word he can get out, with how parched his throat is.
“Probably at the bar,” Peter guesses. He gazes into Shane’s eyes, then asks, “You want to go find her?”
Shane feels something slipping through his fingers.
He nods anyway.
 

The feeling persists as they leave the dancefloor.
Peter lets go of his hand before they step into the hallway. They aren’t touching anymore. They aren’t even close.
It’s what needs to happen. It still hurts.
Peter stops once they reach the coat check. “I’ll grab our things. Go ahead.”
“Thank you,” Shane whispers. His throat is tight.
He leaves.
He doesn’t look back.
 

The first thing that Shane hears upon entering the bar is Rose’s melodious laughter.
The hopelessly-tangled knot in Shane’s chest eases. He spots her across the room. She’s perched on a barstool. There’s a martini glass in her hand. Rose is speaking with someone.
A woman. Shane doesn’t recognize her. She’s facing the other direction.
He walks over. “Rose—”
“Hello, Shane Hollander.” The woman interrupts him.
Shane turns to look at her.
She’s stunning. Auburn curls frame her gorgeous face. She’s wearing a little black dress that shimmers when it catches the light. Her bold red lipstick accentuates the knowing curve of her smile. Her hazel eyes are keen.
“My name is Svetlana. May I buy you a drink?”
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  Shane freezes.
Svetlana knows who he is. What else does she know?
Has she seen…?
“Oh, I, uh…” Shane stammers, “I-I’m… ah…”
Svetlana’s interest doesn’t waver. It sharpens. Her smile deepens as she crosses her legs. She doesn’t speak.
Rose does. “Excuse us for just a minute!”
Rose has never looked more beautiful than she does now. She sets down her martini, slides off her barstool, and strides briskly towards Shane to rescue him. There’s no doubt in Shane’s mind that that’s what this is—a rescue. On another night, he might’ve felt mortified about being rescued from his own social ineptitude.
Tonight is not that night. Shane is pathetically grateful for Rose’s help.
It’s been a long night. A good one, yes, but Shane can feel himself starting to fray around the edges.
Svetlana has left him reeling. Hearing her say his full name had been jarring. Shane hadn’t expected to be recognized here. Not in this diner, with its rainbow flag and Doreen pouring a beer and men wearing glitter and Peter Landry on the other side of the plain black door—
Shane isn’t ready to be Hollander right now. Not yet. Not while he can still feel Peter’s arms wrapped around him.
He’s Shane.
“Come with me,” Rose demands. She grabs his clammy hand and squeezes. She drags him over to the other side of the bar. It’s far enough to have a private conversation if they speak quietly, but close enough that Shane can still see Svetlana. She’s texting on her phone.
Shane’s jaw clenches. Who is she texting? What is she texting?
Rose interrupts his spiraling thoughts. She spins them around so Shane is facing her, and not Svetlana.
Shane breathes. Holds for four. Exhales. Repeats.
“Alright. One thing at a time.” Rose raises her voice and calls, “Doreen! Can I get a water please?”
“Sure thing, sweetcheeks!”
Shane blinks. He finds himself holding a glass of water. He tightens his grasp so it doesn’t slip between his trembling hands.
“Drink that,” Rose orders firmly. Shane drinks. She nods in approval. “Good, keep going while I talk. You don’t have to say anything. Just nod or shake your head, okay?”
Shane nods. He takes another sip of water. It’s ice cold. He’s even thirstier than he thought.
“Are you okay?”
Shane doesn’t know whether to nod or shake his head. He stands still.
“Did something happen on the dancefloor?”
Shane looks at her. How is he supposed to answer that?
Rose scrunches her face and rephrases. “Are you okay with everything that happened on the dancefloor?”
Shane nods.
“Is Peter okay?”
Shane nods. He thinks so, anyway. He rasps, “He’s getting our coats.”
“Good. Keep drinking. You sound dehydrated as fuck.” Rose ponders for a moment. “Is it Svetlana, then?”
Shane hesitates, but nods. He drinks.
“Because she knows who you are?” Rose asks, perceptive as ever. She searches his face with her big, blue eyes.
“Yes,” Shane admits. His glass is half-empty.
“Svetlana’s been with me the whole time,” Rose reassures him. “She walked in while I was chatting with Doreen. Sat down at the bar next to me. Hasn’t left since I hit on her. And she’s been flirting back, so she’s at least a little bit queer. The way she’s been staring at my tits definitely isn’t straight.”
“Rose!” Shane wrinkles his nose. Rose’s monologue helps, though. Some of the tension seeps from his shoulders.
“What? You might not like looking at tits, but some people do! People like me.” Rose continues, undeterred.
“Rose!” Shane groans, but he’s smiling now. He takes another sip of water.
“Maybe she just likes hockey?” Rose muses. “Or maybe she saw your ad with the wet t-shirt?”
Shane sighs. “I’m never going to live that down, am I?”
“Never!” Rose reaches for his hand again. “Do you want to go back over while we wait for Peter? Or if you don’t want to, we can leave right now. We’ll… I don’t know, make a run for it! Run across the street. Run across town, if we have to. Find a Starbucks. Get a nice cappuccino. We’ll text Peter, and wait for him there, so we aren’t freezing our asses off in the snow.”
“…Is Starbucks open at midnight? How are you going to run in your heels?” Shane asks, skeptical of her plan.
“Shane! Focus! The point is, we’ll run away together, and leave this drop-dead gorgeous woman sitting here, alone and confused. Which I will, admittedly, be the tiniest bit regretful about, but I’ll do it! Just say the word, and we’ll go.”
Shane stares at her. Rose is completely serious, as far as he can tell. It makes something in his chest ache.
“Thank you,” he whispers. ”We can stay. But can you… um… distract her a bit? Keep her busy?”
“Say no more!” Rose declares. She steps back and tugs at her bra. She pinches it through the fabric of her black halter dress and shimmies. It does… something. Shane is hardly an expert. But Rose’s breasts are difficult to ignore now. She runs her fingers through her hair and tucks a few strands behind her ear. “How do I look?”
“Beautiful,” Shane says, truthfully.
“Thanks. Drink your water. I’ve got this.” Rose smirks and saunters back towards Svetlana.
Shane follows.




“Hi!” Rose greets Svetlana with a dazzling smile.
Shane admires Rose’s ability to pretend she hasn’t just spent the last ten minutes talking to Shane across the bar. She looks perfectly calm. Shane, on the other hand, fidgets behind her. Shane guesses that’s why she’s the Hollywood actress, and not him.
“Hello again.” Svetlana acknowledges their return. She doesn’t smile.
She shoves her phone back into her clutch. It continues to buzz. She fishes it out of her purse and silences it with a few decisive taps. There’s a subtle stiffness in her posture that wasn’t there before.
Shane understands. He’d be upset too if someone walked away mid-conversation, ignored him for ten minutes, and then came back like nothing happened. “Sorry,” he apologizes. “Rose was helping me with… something.”
He’s not a very good liar, but he is sorry. He hopes his sincerity comes across.
It must, because the harsh line of Svetlana’s mouth softens. Her lips curve faintly upwards. “You’re forgiven. I don’t blame Rose for wanting to keep you to herself. Now, about that drink?”
Svetlana is the precisely type of woman that Shane would have gone home with—before. Direct, confident, and self-assured. A gorgeous woman who knows what she wants. Rozanov isn’t the only person that Shane’s been on his knees for. But he’s the only one that Shane has enjoyed being with.
Shane doesn’t need to force himself anymore. He turns her down. “Sorry, I’m here with my friends tonight.”
“Mm, yes, we’ve already met.” Svetlana is still smiling. Maybe Shane was wrong about her intentions? He’s not sure how to read her expression. Svetlana continues, “I already bought Rose a drink. What’s one more?”
“Uh, okay,” Shane mutters. He doesn’t have any better ideas. Rose doesn’t seem concerned, so it’s probably fine.
“Come here,” Svetlana purrs. “I won’t bite. Not unless you ask nicely.”
Shane steps closer. He isn’t a coward.
Svetlana signals for the bartender.
“What’ll it be, sweetiepie?” Doreen asks Svetlana when she arrives. Her white dress is as immaculate as earlier. Her wig hasn’t budged.
Svetlana doesn’t look like a sweetiepie to Shane. She’s far too composed. Then again, most people probably don’t look at Shane and think ah, yes, that’s babycakes. Doreen’s mind is a mystery to him.
“Another gimlet for me, please. And one of whatever he’s been drinking tonight. Thank you.” Svetlana orders with poise. There’s something familiar about her voice. Not her voice itself, but the way it curls around consonants and vowels as she speaks. Shane has heard that cadence before, though he’s having trouble recalling where or when.
“Another ginger ale, babycakes?” Doreen turns to Shane to check.
It had been fine for Rose and Peter to hear that nickname. It’s different with Svetlana. Shane clears his throat. He pushes past the awkwardness. “Yes, please.”
“Be back in a jiffy.” Doreen departs.
Shane is left standing between Svetlana and Rose, who’s climbed back onto her barstool. He shifts his weight from foot to foot.
Svetlana watches him. She sips her cocktail and waits. She gives him a chance to settle. He doesn’t.
Then she sets her drink down and commands, with finality, “Stop.”
Shane stills.
Svetlana reaches out. She strokes his cheek once, gently, with the back of her fingers. She pulls away seconds later. The ghost of her touch lingers. “You’re beautiful,” she murmurs, “but not meant to be mine. I’m not trying to take you. Relax.”
Shane doesn’t like when strangers touch him. Especially when he isn’t expecting it. But Svetlana’s touch hadn’t bothered him. It had simply been there and gone, before Shane ever thought to count. It hadn’t demanded anything from him. Paired with her words, it had almost felt… comforting. He’s not sure why.
“Um…” Shane shuffles closer to Rose, whose gaze has turned contemplative.
“You came for the Chicago Auto Show, right? That’s pretty far. What brings you to this part of town?” Rose interrupts. She plays with the garnish on the rim of her martini glass. Shane realizes that she’s picking up the thread of her prior conversation with Svetlana. He’s glad that he doesn’t need to respond.
“Mm, yes. I’m here for work. I sell cars that are very, very expensive. But I’m finished for the night. I wanted some company.” Svetlana takes a sip of her cocktail, then licks her lips. “This bar is… welcoming. No matter who I dance with.”
“Oh,” Shane sighs. It’s a relief to hear Svetlana imply that she isn’t entirely straight. Both women turn to look at him. He snaps his mouth shut. He hadn’t meant to say anything at all.
“Here you go!” Doreen places a can of ginger ale in front of Shane, and a new drink in front of Svetlana.
“Thank you,” Shane tells Doreen first. Then he repeats to Svetlana, “Thank you.”
Svetlana smiles. “You’re welcome, Shane Hollander.”
Shane wrinkles his nose. “Can you please stop saying my full name? It’s weird.”
“I’m Russian. It’s normal, until you’ve given me permission otherwise. What should I call you instead?” Svetlana’s gaze is unfathomable. Her hazel eyes gleam with something he can’t place.
Svetlana being Russian explains why she seems inexplicably familiar. Now that she’s said so, Shane hears it in her voice. The way she pronounces words reminds him of Rozanov. Shane used to love hearing him talk—though Rozanov obviously hadn’t felt the same about listening to Shane.
Shane abruptly realizes that he hasn’t answered Svetlana’s question. He doesn’t want to be called Shane Hollander or even Hollander tonight. He tells her, “Shane.”
“Very well, Shane. I am Svetlana Vetrova. You may call me Svetlana.” Svetlana offers him her manicured hand. She looks him in the eyes. “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you.”
It seems rather late for introductions, but Shane shakes her hand anyway. His parents hadn’t raised him to be rude. Svetlana’s hand feels delicate in Shane’s calloused palm. Then her words sink in. “Wait. Vetrova… Like the famous Raiders’ goalie from the ‘90s?”
Her smile deepens. “Yes.”
Shane has studied those tapes with the nearly same level of scrutiny he affords Rozanov’s gameplay. Sergei Vetrov was a remarkable goaltender. His place in the MLH Hall of Fame is well-deserved. The only active player who comes remotely close is Eric Bennett from the Admirals. Shane asks, “Are you related?”
“He’s my father,” Svetlana reveals, much to Shane’s delight. He straightens up.
“Now you’ve done it!” Rose chuckles, sensing Shane’s newfound enthusiasm. She smiles fondly as she sips her martini.
A thought occurs to Shane. “Do you follow hockey? Are you still a fan of the Raiders? Is that why you recognized me?”
Svetlana hums, “Mm, something like that. I’m a fan of excellent hockey, and you’re the best player.”
“Thank you.” Shane smiles, suddenly a bit shy. He agrees, of course, but it’s still nice to hear genuine praise. She doesn’t seem like the sort of woman who bothers with flattery.
He’s right. The next thing Svetlana says is, “But you could be better. I have thoughts about your penalty kill unit.”
Shane cracks open his can of ginger ale. He leans in. “Yeah? Let’s hear it.”




Svetlana is four minutes into a scathing critique of Wilson’s positioning on Shane’s wing when Peter returns.
“I’m back.”
Shane’s concentration breaks. He’d been mulling over plays from this afternoon’s game, trying to verify the weaknesses Svetlana pointed out. Peter’s voice brings him back to the present. Shane blinks and turns around.
Peter is holding Shane’s clothes, along with his own peacoat and Rose’s enormous puffer coat. He’s dressed in his black turtleneck again, though he hasn’t put his gray blazer back on.
“Thank you, Peter.” Shane immediately takes his blue shirt, tan leather jacket, and coat from Peter’s arms. He’s still too hot to wear any of it, but the least he can do is hold his own outerwear. Peter has been taking care of Rose and Shane all night.
“Anytime.” Peter smiles.
“And who might you be?” Svetlana asks. She takes a leisurely sip of her cocktail. Her keen gaze rakes over Peter.
Peter offers her a handshake. “Hi. Peter Landry.”
“Svetlana Vetrova. I take it you’re Rose’s brother, then?” She takes Peter’s hand and gives it a firm squeeze. Their handshake lasts much longer than Shane and Svetlana’s had.
“That’s right.”
“And you are Shane’s… friend?” Svetlana inquires. She takes another sip.
“Yes,” Peter replies without hesitation.
Svetlana smiles. “You look familiar.”
“Do I?” Peter smiles back, with teeth.
“Yes, you do. You play for the Cyclones.” Svetlana seems certain.
Peter pauses. “Yes.”
“You’re very good. You deserve the Eddie Shore,” Svetlana compliments him. She stares into his eyes as she takes the final sip of her drink. Her empty glass clinks when she sets it down on the bar. “Good luck, Peter Landry.”
“Thanks,” Peter growls. He doesn’t sound very thankful.
Shane is missing something. But it’s late. He’s tired. It probably doesn’t matter.
Shane touches Peter’s elbow. “Are you ready to leave?”
Shane definitely is. He glances at Rose and hopes she can tell.
Rose can. She fakes a yawn and scoots off her barstool. “Yeah, I’m beat! Let’s call it a night! It was nice to meet you, Svetlana. If you’re planning to stay a couple more days, I’d love to get your number.”
“That can be arranged,” Svetlana replies. She stands and reaches into her purse to take out her phone. Shane catches a glimpse of her screen. It’s covered with silenced notifications. She smoothly swipes them away.
Once she exchanges numbers with Rose, Svetlana turns to Shane. “May I have your number as well, Shane?”
Peter stiffens.
Svetlana adds, “I have a few suggestions on how to improve your power play conversion rate.”
“Oh, yeah, of course!” Shane quickly agrees. Their brief discussion has already proved more useful than most of his sessions with Montréal’s coaching staff. It would be foolish not to listen to Svetlana’s other insights. He unlocks his phone, creates a new contact, and passes it to her. “Here.”
“Thank you.” Svetlana enters her number.
Svetlana Vetrova 🏒, his phone reads when she hands it back.
Rose and Peter have already pulled their coats on. Shane redresses while Svetlana approaches Rose. Svetlana hugs her lightly and gives her a kiss on the cheek. Rose returns it.
“Goodbye,” Svetlana says to Peter.
Then Svetlana turns to Shane. She draws him into an embrace. She guides him down with a hand on the nape of his neck. Once his face is close to hers, she leans in and kisses his cheek. Her lips press, soft as silk, against his freckles.
“До свидания (Until we meet again),” she whispers into his ear.
Shane had learned some basic Russian for the Olympics in Sochi. He recognizes this phrase as a farewell.
Svetlana lets go and steps back.
Her smile haunts him until they leave.




“Can we take some photos?” Rose asks as they shiver their way back to Peter’s apartment.
“Now?” Shane frowns. It’s even colder outside now that it’s past midnight. The snow is pretty, but he doesn’t want to stand around in it.
“Of course not!” Rose huffs, rolling her eyes. She complains, “It’s way too cold for that! I can’t feel my face! And I need to fix my hair and makeup first. I’m all sweaty from dancing. Ugh. We’ll wait until we get back to Peter’s place.”
Peter lives less than ten minutes away from the bar. Snow gradually builds upon their heads as they trudge through wet slush. It makes the walk seem twice as long. Shane feels sorry for Rose in her sparkly heels. The squelching feels gross even with his closed-toe shoes. The frigid air makes his nose run. He sniffles. “What do you need pictures for?”
“For fun! And ‘cause we look hot as fuck,” Rose insists. The miserable weather hasn’t dampened her spirits. “Don’t you take photos when you hang out with your friends?”
Shane tries to imagine Hayden or J.J. demanding a spontaneous photoshoot. He laughs. “No! I usually just hang out with other players. They’re not interested in that stuff.”
Rose pouts. “Well, that’s super boring!”
Boring.
The word sends a pang through Shane.
Rozanov calls him boring all the time.
Shane doesn’t think that Rose means it like Rozanov does, though. She actually likes him.
“Yeah,” Shane says quietly. “That’s me. Super boring.”
Peter nudges his shoulder. “Hey. I don’t think you’re boring. Neither does Rose, really. She’s just being Rose.”
Shane glances up at Peter. He bites his lip. “Thanks.”
Peter smiles at him. He keeps their shoulders pressed together as they walk. Shane’s hands are tucked into his pockets, but their elbows brush every now and then.
Shane feels warm. It’s not just because Peter is blocking the wind for him.




Peter’s apartment in Chicago is nicer than the one in Detroit. Neither are as fancy or expensive as Shane’s place in Montréal, but that’s to be expected. Peter isn’t making MLH money like Shane.
Shane likes Peter’s apartment anyway. It feels cozy and inviting.
It’s a modest one-bedroom apartment on a high floor. The layout makes it feel spacious. There’s a tiny balcony with a distant but stunning view of the lakefront. When Shane ducks into the bathroom to wash his hands and face, the fixtures are modern.
Peter clearly likes exposed brick, because there’s a lot of it here, too. There are fewer photographs on the walls, but the ones Peter has on display are oversized and lovely. Shane doesn’t recognize the cities this time.
Peter’s fridge might be empty, but his apartment is clean. Shane appreciates that. He doesn’t hesitate to take a seat on the leather sofa.
Peter brings over a pair of water bottles. He hands one to Shane and settles in beside him with a sigh. He lounges with his arms along the back of the sofa. Shane doesn’t mind. Despite their time on the dancefloor, Peter still smells nice. His cologne has faded. Shane can only smell it now because they’re sitting so close.
Rose is taking forever to freshen up in the bathroom. Peter turns on his massive, flat-screen tv. He flicks through the sports channels until he finds a hockey game. They watch while they wait. Shane relaxes into the cushions. Peter’s sofa is very comfortable.
Shane is fighting sleep when Rose finally emerges from the bathroom. He doesn’t notice a difference, except that her hair is in a neat up-do again. He knows better than to say so. Rose seems pleased. “How’s the game?”
Shane can’t remember which teams are playing. “Oh. Um. It’s a good one.”
He glances at the screen.
0-0. It’s definitely not a good game.
Peter shuts the tv off. He sits up and takes a swig of his water bottle. “Finally done, Rosie?”
“Yep!” Rose narrows her eyes at Shane. “You’re not wearing that, are you?”
Shane looks down. It’s the same outfit he’d worn to dinner. His brow furrows. Had it been terrible? Why hadn’t she said anything sooner? “Yeah? I didn’t bring any other clothes. What else am I supposed to wear?”
“Your slutty tank top!”
It’s Peter’s turn to choke on his water. “Rose!?”
Shane tries valiantly not to blush. He fails.
“What?” Rose waves a hand. She flings herself onto the sofa. She drapes her arm over her eyes and adds, melodramatically, “We all have eyes! You know how fucking hot you are, Shane! The rest of the world deserves to know too! I refuse to suffer alone!”
Rose is unapologetically ridiculous. She’s so unlike everyone else Shane hangs out with. He really does love spending time with her. Looking silly on social media is worth it to enjoy her company.
“Fine.” Shane gets up. He strips off his jacket. Then his shirt. He folds them neatly, and lays them across the back of the sofa. He even gives her a little twirl so she can see his outfit. “Happy?”
“Very!” Rose beams. “Now let’s take some photos!”




Rose does a better job directing Shane than most professional photographers.
“Of course I do!” Rose proclaims when he mentions it. “I’ve been in so many films! I wouldn’t be a very good actress if I didn’t know how to pose for the camera, now would I? Angles are everything!”
That makes sense. Shane and Peter follow along as she prowls through Peter’s apartment.
Rose models first, using the bathroom wall as her backdrop. That wouldn’t have been Shane’s first choice, but she makes it work. She picks a couple shots she’s happy with—one of her gazing intently into the camera, and another with a cheeky pose in the corner.
Then it’s Peter’s turn. Rose forces him to model too, and not just take pictures. Peter gets talked into putting his coat back on. She makes him stand out on the snowy balcony. Thankfully, Rose knows better than to ask Shane to take photos. She does it herself.
She gets an artistic shot of Peter staring into the camera, with his reflection faintly visible in the glass door beside him. Even Peter approves. He finally escapes his photoshoot because he shows her a handful of pictures he took earlier in the night. She picks one of him on the streets of Chicago.
Rose saves Shane for last. She picks the laundry room for him.
“Here? Really? Because I fold my clothes?” Shane deadpans.
“No!” Rose denies it. “It’s got a grungy vibe! It’ll go perfectly with that shirt. Peter will take a few photos, and you’ll see what I mean. Sit down!”
The laundry room is tidy, but it looks unfinished compared to the rest of Peter’s apartment. Paint is peeling off the walls. The floor is bare concrete. The florescent light flickers overhead.
Peter coughs. “You don’t have to.”
“Please!” Rose begs at the same time.
Shane sits. His clothes are, ironically, going into the wash later. It’s fine if they get messy.
Rose continues to direct him. “Scoot over to that other wall. Lean back on your elbow. No, not that far! Sit up more. Wait, stop, that’s perfect! Stay there. Stretch your legs out. Good. Reach up like you’re trying to grab the brim of your hat. Look to your left. Now look at Peter. Imagine you’re back on the dancefloor. Oh, Jesus Christ! I’m a fucking genius! Maybe I should be behind the camera instead…”
Shane tries not to laugh at her.
Peter snaps photos whenever Rose yanks the hem of his turtleneck. He looks like he’s trying not to laugh, too.
Rose crouches down. She shows Shane the photos on Peter’s camera. “Fucking hot, right?”
Shane thinks he looks like he’s sitting on the floor of a laundry room. “Sure,” he lies.
Rose sees straight through him. Unimpressed, she crosses her arms and raises an eyebrow. Without looking away from Shane, she calls over her shoulder. “What do you think, Peter?”
“You look very ni—”
“Peter Lawrence Landry, if you’re about to call the sexiest man you’ve ever laid hands on very nice, I swear I’m gonna—”
“—handsome,” Peter amends, before Rose’s scolding escalates.
Shane can’t help it anymore. He loses it.
He laughs, and laughs, and laughs.




Shane can’t remember the last time he laughed so hard.
He’s still smiling now, sandwiched between Peter and Rose on the sofa.
There’s a case of beer on the coffee table, along with a heap of junk food that Rose scavenged from Peter’s kitchen cabinets. A hockey game plays softly in the background. For once, Shane is the person who cares the least about it. The Detroit Blackbirds are on the ice, so Peter and Rose are paying rapt attention.
Their cheering and backseat coaching jostles Shane, but he doesn’t really mind. He leans drowsily against the sofa.
It’s way past Shane’s bedtime, but he doesn’t want to leave. This is the most relaxed he’s felt in years.
Shane’s eyes ache. His head feels so heavy. He’s exhausted.
Peter’s shoulder is right there. It’s the perfect height.
Shane could… close his eyes. Rest them for a little bit. Then he’ll watch the rest of the game.
Shane shuts his eyes.
Just for a minute, he tells himself.
Everything will be okay.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Are you screaming at me for ending it there? I am!!! 😭

I am, once again, cursing myself for splitting the chapter. I’m sorry. I thought it would be better to update sooner. 🫠

What do you think Svetlana will report back to Ilya about the bar? 👀

Next time—we’re still in Chicago. 😘
Svetlana Vetrova	My Svetlana is mainly based upon the tv show version of her character, where she and Ilya are childhood friends. They trust each other deeply. They have a casual friends-with-benefits relationship at this point in time.
    	For further context, Svetlana was born in the US. She spent her time equally between Russia and the US, so she understands the reality of being queer in Russia.

    	She is fluent in Russian and follows Russian etiquette in more formal situations, because of her father’s political position.

    	She also shares many American ideals and is freer about her sexuality than Ilya because of her US citizenship.



	Svetlana is bisexual. She is aware of Ilya’s bisexuality. It’s another commonality that brings them closer.

	Svetlana knows about Jane, but she didn’t know who Jane is before this chapter. This takes place a few years earlier than the canon reveal. She hasn’t figured it out yet.

	Before anybody gets angry at Svetlana for using Shane’s full name when they meet, see Other Notes for more information on Russian forms of address!

	And remember! Svetlana doesn’t know that Shane is Jane. She has no idea that he’s queer, or how he feels about that. She’s just a queer woman, flirting with a beautiful woman in a queer-friendly bar, when gorgeous Shane Hollander walks up to them. Svetlana has a direct personality and goes after what she wants. Of course she’s going to shoot her shot. She’s flirting, not trying to hurt or out Shane.

	To be clear, Svetlana took one photo in the bar (where there isn’t a no-photo policy), while Shane and Rose were speaking. She hadn’t seen Shane drinking or dancing when she texted Ilya. She assumed he was because Shane walked in from the dancefloor looking hot and sweaty.

	For anyone wondering why Svetlana didn’t push harder or bring Ilya up—she and Shane aren’t friends (yet). They’ve only just met. She just got the Jane bomb dropped on her and is still processing that, too. She’s missing too much context to act on that knowledge. She’s knows there’s a lot Ilya hasn’t told her.

	Svetlana is very intelligent, and she approaches things more cautiously than other characters might.

Other Notes
	Shane’s freckles are irresistible to gorgeous, bisexual Russians. I say so. 🙏

	In Russian, it’s common to refer to people by their first name and patronymic when first meeting them, or interacting in a more formal setting. For example, Svetlana would be called Svetlana Sergeevna. She’s trying to be polite and respectful with Shane by calling him his full name.
    	Svetlana’s greetings to Shane are a blend of Russian and American customs. The first time is mostly American, where she casually says hello and gives her first name only. The second time, when she understands his importance to Ilya and isn’t flirting, feels more Russian. She introduces herself more formally, offers a firm handshake with direct eye contact, and says it’s nice to meet Shane.



	Svetlana and Peter do not get along! 🤭

	Svetlana’s single cheek kiss and hug is typically done as a Russian greeting between female friends. She does this deliberately to provoke Peter. Much like Ilya, Svetlana can be a little shit too. 😂

	How much Russian does Shane know? You’ll just have to wait and see… 😏

	Yes, the photos Rose insisted on taking are the ones in Peter’s Instagram post from Chapter 18. And okay, the one of Peter on the street definitely isn’t taken in Chicago, but shhh…

Russian TranslationsДо свидания. - Until we meet again. [Goodbye.]
Content WarningMentions of toxic hockey culture, including racism, misogyny, and homophobia. Shane continues to work through his internalized homophobia. Very brief, vague mention of Shane having sex with women, if that bothers you.


  


      

  












      Chapter 22: (shane) chicago [part two]
  



    Chapter Notes

      Hello, please mind the content warning (in the end notes)!

Buckle up, baby! Maybe bring tissues. 🫣


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  “—Shane… Wake up, Shane. I want to say goodnight before I head out.”
Someone is stroking his hair.
It feels really nice. But where did his hat go? He’s not sure.
Shane opens his eyes.
Everything is fuzzy. Sometimes he needs his glasses for things besides reading, if he doesn’t get enough rest the night before. Shane doesn’t remember going to sleep. He squints. It doesn’t help. “…What time is it?”
It’s quiet. The room is dim. It’s illuminated only by the glow of the muted tv and a few lamps. Outside, the sky is dark and still. Powdery white snow drifts across the balcony. Shane can’t see the stars.
There’s a blanket tucked around him. It’s soft. It slips off Shane’s shoulders when he shifts on the sofa.
“A little past 3,” Rose tells him. She pets his hair once more, then stops.
Shane feels a little disappointed.
3:00am. Shit. Luckily, Shane’s flight isn’t until the afternoon. He can go back to his hotel and catch up on sleep first. Otherwise, he’ll be a wreck at the airport. He doesn’t like having his morning routine disrupted on travel days.
“Sorry for dozing off,” Shane mutters. The whole world is tilted slightly to the right. His cheek is pressed against something firm. It smells nice, like Peter’s cologne. It’s pleasantly warm. It’s also rising and falling, which is annoying. Shane wishes his pillow would hold still. Then it’d be absolutely perfect.
After a very long moment of contemplation, Shane puts two-and-two together. He realizes he’s leaning on Peter’s shoulder.
Shane quickly sits up. “Fuck, sorry for crushing you, dude! You could’ve shoved me off.”
“It’s fine,” Peter shrugs. He stands and stretches. With a grin, he teases, “Barely felt it. At least you didn’t drool.”
Shane hadn’t even thought of that. He rubs his hands over his face to wake himself up. And maybe to subtly check his mouth. His lips are dry. His surroundings are a little less blurry when he opens his eyes again.
Peter is walking around, gathering outerwear that Rose had strewn around his apartment. Rose is tidying the mess on the coffee table. Shane gets up to help. He sticks the remaining beers back into Peter’s fridge to chill. Rose follows him into the kitchen to stuff leftover junk food back into the cabinets. Shane catches her sneaking a candy bar into her purse. She winks at him. “Plane snacks!”
Shane understands. None of the airplane food fits his performance diet. There’s far too much sodium. It tastes awful, too. He usually eats a handful of protein bars instead, and doubles his next meal. “When are you flying back to LA?”
“Oh, in about…” Rose checks her phone. “Two hours!”
“What?” Shane’s jaw drops. His heart stutters on her behalf. Why isn’t Rose at the airport already? She’s still wearing her outfit from last night. She hasn’t showered yet. She doesn’t even have her luggage with her!
Rose is utterly nonchalant. She laughs, waving her hand. “It’s fine! I’ve got plenty of time! My assistant picked my stuff up from the hotel. She’s headed over with my driver. I’ll just freshen up in the airport lounge. No big deal!”
Shane’s skin crawls at the thought of showering in the airport. He supposes it’s better than nothing. He’s planning to shower as soon as he gets back to his hotel room. And again later, once he’s home in his Montréal apartment. He should be there by dinner.
“When’s your flight?” Rose asks, pulling Shane into the present.
“3:45pm,” Shane recalls. Since the incident in Las Vegas, he’s made sure to memorize his flight itinerary. Just in case.
“Wow. Very specific.”
Shane furrows his brow. “That’s when the plane takes off. Isn’t that what you wanted to know?”
“I guess. Are you going to head out now, too?”
“I probably should,” Shane mumbles. He peers into the living room. Peter is folding the blanket that had been wrapped around Shane.
“Only if you want to,” Peter calls out. He glances over with a smile. “It’s up to you. Morning skate’s optional. I don’t have to be at the rink until a couple hours before the game.”
“Oh,” Shane says.
Peter is just being nice. This is probably another one of those unspoken social rules that Shane is awful at—like when people need to spend thirty minutes standing at the door, chatting back and forth, before they’re actually allowed to say goodbye and leave. Shane hates that rule.
Shane should go. He doesn’t want to overstay his welcome.
He still remembers the last time he had, with Rozanov.
Rose hums. “Well, I’ve got to run. My photoshoot got moved up to this afternoon so I better be on this plane, or my agent will kill me. My makeup artist might murder me too for these eye bags if I don’t apply some moisturizer in the lounge. Fuck, I hope they still have those mini waffles at 4:00am!”
“I’ll walk you out.” Shane offers. He tugs on his blue shirt and tan jacket. He finds his hat wedged between the sofa cushions.
“You really don’t have to,” Rose assures him. “Peter’s neighborhood is pretty safe. And I know Muay Thai.”
It’s late. Or is it early? Either way, Shane doesn’t want Rose standing around alone in the dark. Not even if she apparently knows martial arts. He jokes, “You can protect me, then.”
“Sure thing, babycakes! I’ll be your knight in shining armor!” Rose banters. She laughs and bats her eyelashes at him. They stroll over to the entryway to put on their winter coats. As he bundles up, Shane crams his baseball cap into the pocket of his down jacket.
Peter chuckles, approaching the door. “Want me to come downstairs with you, too?”
Shane shakes his head. He doesn’t want to impose. “No, that’s okay. You don’t have to.”
“Alright.” Peter agrees easily.
There. Shane knew it. He did the right thing, after all. Finally.
“Bye-bye, Petey!” Rose gives Peter an affectionate hug at the door. Then she darts out of his apartment. Her puffer coat floats behind her as she sprints down the hallway. “I’ll go call the elevator!”
Shane blinks.
It’s just him and Peter now.
Shane has already danced with Peter tonight. A farewell hug is nothing compared to what they did on the dancefloor.
Shane reaches up to embrace Peter. He closes his eyes and slowly counts to thirty. Peter wraps his arms around Shane. He squeezes tight. It feels so, so nice. Shane lets himself sigh and sink into the feeling.
“Goodnight, Shane,” Peter murmurs.
“Goodnight, Peter,” Shane whispers.
He lets go.
He steps back.
He leaves.




Shane waves goodbye as Rose’s car pulls away from the curb.
He stands out in the dark.
He breathes.
He waits on the slushy sidewalk for a while. Then a while longer. Finally, Shane realizes that he never even called a ride for himself.
Fuck.
Shane is an idiot.
Or Peter is. Why did he let Shane just… leave?
Maybe they’re both stupid.
Fuck.
Shane turns around.
He goes back into Peter’s apartment building. He marches over to the elevator. He impatiently taps the call button until it arrives in the lobby with a ding.
He steps inside. He presses the button for Peter’s floor. Once, twice, three times.
He rides the elevator up. It takes forever. Maybe two forevers. It dings when he reaches the right floor.
He gets out. He strides briskly to Peter’s door.
He knocks. Politely at first, then more insistently. He doesn’t stop. Shane isn’t going to leave until—
Peter opens the door. He looks shocked to see Shane. “Uh, hi?”
Fuck.
“Hi. Can I kiss you?” Shane blurts.
Peter stares at him. “What?”
It’s not a good start. Fuck it. He’ll ask again anyway. Shane repeats, breathlessly, “Can I kiss you?”
“What?” Peter asks, incredulous. “Like, here? In the hallway?”
“Yes, please.” Shane might die if they don’t kiss right now. It had taken all of his courage to come back upstairs. His heart pounds in his chest. He can’t tell if it’s from fear or excitement. “Um. That is, if you still want—”
Peter kisses him.
It’s quick. There and gone in a heartbeat. His lips are soft.
Shane blinks up at Peter. That’s all?
“Do you want to come in?” Peter opens the door wider.
Shane wants.
He goes.




“…So, what brought that on? Did Rose… say something to you?” Peter inquires as he shuts the door behind Shane. They stand in the entryway, looking at each other.
“No, you did,” Shane reminds Peter. His heart has quieted now, though his throat is still tight. “On the dancefloor, remember? You said later. If I still wanted to… kiss.”
“Oh.”
Fuck. Did Peter not mean it? Does he think that Shane is desperate and pathetic because he came back? Was Shane not supposed to do that? Was it too much? Is Shane too much?
He’s been too much before.
I’m tired, Rozanov had said, when he ended things.
Shane hesitates. “Did you… change your mind? Do you want me to go…?”
“No!” Peter interrupts. He reaches for Shane’s hand. Shane lets him. “I’m glad you came back! I want you here. Really. I’m just, uh… a little surprised. I kind of… thought you weren’t interested.”
Shane blinks. “No, I am. I… really like spending time with you, Peter.”
“I like you too, Shane,” Peter confesses.
For some reason, that doesn’t make Shane’s heart beat faster.
Shane ignores it. He clears his throat. “Should I… come in?”
“Oh! Yeah! Of course! Sorry, let me take your coat…” Peter springs into action as Shane removes his winterwear. He steps aside to hang Shane’s down jacket on a coat hook.
Shane takes his shoes off. He carefully lines them up along the wall. He makes sure they’re precisely perpendicular, and neatly aligned with the rest of Peter’s boots and sneakers. Once he’s done stalling, he glances up at Peter. Peter is smiling at him.
Shane blushes when Peter takes his hand again.
Peter’s palm is warm and calloused, like Shane’s. His hand is slightly larger. He brings Shane into his apartment.
Shane swallows hard. He keeps walking. Out of the entryway, through the kitchen, past the sofa. He refuses to stop. He leads Peter towards the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the balcony. Peter follows.
Shane stops.
There’s nowhere else to go.
He gazes out into the night. It’s still dark and quiet.
“I’d like to kiss you now,” Peter murmurs. “Can I?”
Peter raises his other hand to cup Shane’s cheek. He strokes it once, gently, with his thumb. He turns Shane’s face towards him.
Shane goes. He tips his head back.
Peter closes the gap between them. He steps in—until their bodies are pressed flush together.
Shane’s back brushes the glass. It’s ice cold. He gasps at the sensation. His lips part. “Yes.”
Peter kisses him.
It’s slow, and sweet. Deep. Peter knows what he’s doing. He takes his time.
Shane closes his eyes. He tries not to think.
He tries to feel—the scorching heat of Peter’s chest against his. His racing heartbeat. His big hand, cradling Shane’s face and pulling him in. Their interlaced fingers. His silky-soft black turtleneck. His heady cologne. His beard. His lips. His tongue.
Shane thinks. He thinks, and thinks, and thinks. He thinks about how Peter is taller, broader. How he actually likes Shane. How everything about Peter should be better.
Shane has spent the last six months waiting for a kiss.
This a good kiss.
But it’s not the one he wants.
Shane pulls away.
Everything is blurry. His heart aches.
When he closes his eyes, he’s back in Penthouse 1. Las Vegas glitters outside. Rozanov sits in an armchair at the edge of the bed, sipping a glass of vodka. He watches Shane try to please him. He looks bored. He’s tired of this.
And yet Shane still wishes. He still fucking wishes—
Shane opens his eyes. He blinks, hard, until the world comes into focus.
He’s not in Las Vegas.
Rozanov isn’t here.
Peter is.
“Hey, what’s wrong?” Peter moves back, but continues to hold Shane’s hand.
“I’m… sorry. G-Give me a second, and I’ll…” Shane chokes out. He bites his lip before he can say anything else.
Shane is a fucking wreck. He needs to pull himself together. He’ll be good. He’ll kiss back properly, or get on his knees, and then maybe—maybe this time, someone will want to keep him.
“No.” Peter refuses. Shane wants to cry.
Peter squeezes Shane’s hand. He takes a step back. “Let’s stop. It’s okay, Shane.”
Shane feels so fucking cold. He’s trembling. “But—”
“It’s okay,” Peter repeats firmly.
“I can—”
“Shane. No.”
Peter guides Shane away from the window and onto the sofa. He grabs the blanket from the arm of the sofa. He drapes it around Shane. After a brief pause, Peter sits down. Near, but not touching him. Peter stares down at his clenched fists in his lap. His hands are shaking too. Shane struggles to read his expression, but he doesn’t think that Peter is angry.
Silence stretches between them.
Finally, Peter speaks. In a tight voice, he asks, “Did I do something to scare you? Or make you feel like you couldn’t say no to me?”
Shane shakes his head. “No, of course not. I’m not scared.”
He’s not. Peter has been nothing but perfect. It’s Shane who’s fucking broken.
At least Shane has stopped shivering. He’s just really fucking embarrassed. He sinks further into the blanket. He reassures Peter, “It’s not anything you did. I’ll be fine. This has happened before. After… you know.”
Peter whips his head around. He stares at Shane. “What!? After you were with someone? After sex?”
Shane nods. “Yeah.”
“With a guy?”
More quietly, Shane admits, “Yes.”
“And he helped you?”
After a moment, Shane whispers, “No.”
Now Peter looks enraged. He stands and snarls, “What the fuck!?”
Shane flinches. Peter sits down immediately. He makes himself smaller. “Sorry! I’m sorry, Shane. Sorry. I’m just so fucking angry. Who the fuck ignored you when he saw you panicking?”
“He didn’t, really,” Shane tries. “I left.”
Peter looks murderous now. “He let you leave like that?”
Shane decides it’s best not to mention that Rozanov asked him to go. He tells Peter, “I wanted to go.”
It’s not untrue. Shane hadn’t wanted to spend another second in Rozanov’s penthouse. Rozanov wasn’t cruel to him. The truth had just hurt.
Peter searches his face. “Fuck. Can I… Can I give you a hug?”
Shane considers it. “Okay.”
Peter is there at once. He draws Shane close, tucking him into his chest. He wraps his arms around Shane and squeezes tight. It feels even better than before. The deep pressure is incredible. It’s calming. Peter is crushing Shane’s ribs, but Shane feels like he can finally breathe.
“Oh,” Shane exhales.
“Is that okay?” Peter checks. “This usually helps when I’m having a panic attack.”
“I’m not having a panic attack.” Shane doesn’t know what this is, exactly, but it’s definitely not that. He’s had panic attacks before. He’d had them often when he was younger, and figuring out how to fit into a world that was too loud, too bright, too much. They’re rare now.
“Okay. But it still feels nice, right?”
“Yeah... Can you squeeze harder? Please?” Shane begs. Peter does. Shane melts, burying his face in Peter’s turtleneck. “Thank you, Peter.”
“Anytime,” Peter promises.
The silence is comfortable now. Peter scoots back so he’s reclining against the arm of the sofa. Shane squeezes himself into the tiny gap between the cushions and Peter’s body. Peter tucks the blanket tighter around him. It’s heavenly.
Eventually, Peter asks, “Do you want to talk about it?”
“No,” Shane grumbles into Peter’s shoulder. He’s dying of embarrassment. But he owes Peter an explanation. “…Maybe.”
“We don’t have to.”
Shane sighs. “I think we do. I freaked out on you. You freaked out too.”
Peter grimaces. “You noticed, huh? Sorry.”
Shane blinks up at him. “You’re sorry? I’m sorry! It was my fault!”
“Can we just agree that what happened is nobody’s fault?”
“Fine.” Shane wrinkles his nose. He shoves his face into the blanket again. This will be easier if he doesn’t have to look at Peter while he talks. “Are you… mad? At me?”
“You?” Peter sounds surprised. “No, of course not. Why would I be mad?”
“I asked to kiss you, and then…” Shane can’t bring himself to say it.
“…And then you wanted to stop?” Peter suggests. Shane nods. He keeps his face hidden. Peter continues, “No! Of course not! I could never be mad about that. Never. Shane, you should always be able to say no. Whenever. Wherever. For whatever reason you want. The only thing I’m angry about is the fucker who made you feel like you couldn’t do that.”
“Oh,” Shane mumbles. He knows he shouldn’t ask, not anymore, but he can’t help it. He needs to know. “…But don’t you like me?”
“Shane. Look at me.”
Shane waits. Maybe Peter will change his mind. Maybe he’ll realize that it’s not a good idea. Maybe Shane will stop crying first.
Maybe, maybe, maybe.
“Please, Shane.”
Shane looks up. Everything is blurry.
“Yeah, I like you, Shane.” Peter admits. He reaches over to touch Shane’s face. He gently wipes away the tears dripping down Shane’s cheeks. “But more importantly, I like you. You’re my friend. I’ll still care about you, even if we never, ever kiss again, okay? I promise. I just want you to be happy.”
Shane wants to be happy, too.
That only makes him sob harder.




A while later, Shane sniffles. “I’m sorry I cried all over your fucking turtleneck. It’s really nice.”
“What?” Peter laughs wetly. He scrubs his face with a corner of the blanket. He’d wept, too. “It’s from the thrift store.”
“Well, fuck,” Shane sighs. “I wanted to buy one.”
Peter stares at him.
Shane stares back.
Somehow, they end up laughing. It feels good to laugh.
Afterwards, Shane leans against Peter’s chest. It’s damp now, from his tears, but still comfortable under his cheek. Peter’s arm curls loosely around his back, keeping Shane from rolling off the sofa.
Shane feels exhausted, but more awake than earlier. His eyes are sore. “Sorry,” he whispers again.
“There’s nothing to be sorry for.”
“…Do you think Rose will be upset?”
“Oh, for sure!” Peter declares. Before Shane can worry, he adds, “She’ll straight up murder that guy if you ever decide to tell her about him. Give me a heads up first, so I can come up with an alibi for her, okay?”
Shane clears his throat. “I don’t think you’re supposed to tell me about it. That kind of defeats the purpose.”
Peter hums. “Well, I’m going to need all the help I can get. Trust me.”
Shane smiles. “Okay... but seriously. I think Rose wants us to get together.”
“You think?” Peter teases.
“I’m pretty sure,” Shane confirms. He’s usually hopeless at noticing when people want things from him. But Rose hadn’t exactly been subtle, when she ran down the hallway to give them a moment alone.
“She’ll be fine with it,” Peter reassures him. “Aren’t you still friends with her, too?”
“Oh, fuck, she told you about the party?”
Peter raises both eyebrows. “No… she just said you weren’t interested in her. She didn’t mention a party. But now I kind of want to ask.”
Shane chuckles. It’s been long enough that he finds it funny now. “We were… flirting, I guess. Sort of. I’m not very good at that. She asked if I’d like kissing her. I said sure. Pretty unconvincingly. And that’s how she figured out that I’m gay.”
Peter throws his head back and laughs. He laughs hard enough to jostle Shane off his chest and send him tumbling into the sofa cushions.
Shane abruptly realizes what he’d admitted aloud.
I’m gay.
And it had been fine. Good, even.
He smiles.
“Sorry, I’m not laughing at you,” Peter apologizes as he sits up. Shane knew that, but he appreciates Peter saying so. “It’s just—Rosie’s had so many gay boyfriends. Like, eight or nine of them. It’d probably be more, but she swore off men entirely for a while. She’s always had better luck with women, anyway.”
“Wish I could say the same,” Shane deadpans.
“Me too,” Peter chuckles.
“Have you always known you… liked men?” Shane asks.
Peter shakes his head. “Not until I was older, actually. I dated a bunch of girls in high school. It was whatever. Then once I hit college, I partied a lot. Joined a frat. Ended up with a huge crush on one of my frat brothers. He was on the Eagles, too. I didn’t want to make things weird, so I went out and… fooled around. And, well, you know how that story ends.”
Shane winces. “Sorry... I, uh, really don’t know how you do it. Everyone knowing about me is my actual fucking nightmare.”
“It was mine, too. Then it happened.” Peter shrugs. “And yeah, what the MLH did to me was awful. But life went on. Things got better. Like my relationship with my family. I don’t have to hide from them, or anyone else, anymore. Rose convinced me to start therapy. That sucked too, at first. But having someone to talk to really does help.”
Shane tries to imagine telling a complete stranger his secrets. He frowns. “I don’t know if I could…”
“Talking to your friends helps, too. I’m here if you need someone to listen.”
Shane imagines talking to Peter instead. He’s much less frightening than some faceless therapist. Peter has already kissed Shane, and seen him cry. In the same night, even. And he’s still here, talking to Shane.
Peter is so brave.
Maybe Shane can be, too.
“I’m scared,” Shane admits, “of something like that happening to me. It’s bad enough now, being the only half-Asian player in the MLH. The things some of the guys do or say to me…”
Peter gives him a reassuring squeeze, but doesn’t speak.
Shane takes a deep, shuddering breath. He lowers his voice. He hasn’t talked about this with anyone. “Even my own fucking team. It’d be so much worse if they knew about me. Who I am. What I like. Who I like. You’re so fucking strong, Peter. I don’t think I could do what you did. Hockey is everything to me. I can’t lose it. I can’t.”
Peter smiles. It’s not a happy smile. “I didn’t have a choice, Shane. You still do.”
“…Do you regret it?” Shane whispers. “Letting yourself like men?”
Peter thinks about it. His hand stills. Shane hadn’t even noticed that Peter had been stroking his back until he stopped.
After some time, Peter answers, “No. I don’t regret it. I regret what happened, but I can’t waste my whole life wishing I could undo it. I won’t apologize for who I am. I don’t want to live like that. I want to be free.”
I want to be free.
Shane does too.
Maybe someday, he thinks.
Shane hugs Peter first. He winds his arms around Peter and holds him tight. “Thank you for telling me, Peter. I want you to be happy, too.”
Peter doesn’t reply. He squeezes back.
They stay like that for a long, long time.




The sky turns a deep, beautiful shade of blue. The horizon is aflame with light before Shane opens his mouth again. “You asked me if I was seeing anyone. I’m not. Not anymore.”
“Hmm?” Peter stirs beneath him on the sofa. He’d drifted off during the night. Shane hadn’t.
Shane continues to speak. If he doesn’t say this now, he might not ever. “There was… someone. A guy. Though we weren’t anything.”
“What do you mean?” Peter’s voice is rough with sleep. His heart beats, slow and steady, under Shane’s cheek.
“That’s what he told me. We are not anything.”
Rozanov’s words from Sochi still echo in his head, even now. He hadn’t looked at Shane as he said them. Go sit down, he’d said, glaring at the ice rink below. Go away, Hollander, he’d said. Please go.
Rozanov was probably tired of him then, too.
Shane murmurs, “The last time we were… together, we didn’t even kiss.”
“Well, he sounds like a fucking idiot,” Peter growls. He’s fully awake now. “You still want him?”
“I’ve tried so hard not to,” Shane admits. His voice breaks. “But I can’t.”
Peter’s arms tighten around him. “How long were you two…?”
“Almost five years,” Shane breathes. The weight of their secret is suffocating him.
“…Is he the one who hurt you?”
“What? No!” Shane denies it vehemently. He struggles to sit up. “He’d never do that!”
“I think he already did,” Peter tells him, gently. “You don’t need fists to hurt someone. Pain isn’t always physical.”
Shane’s lower lip wobbles.
I’m tired, Rozanov had said.
He waited until after they fucked.
It hurt.
Shane whispers, “It’s not his fault he doesn’t feel the way I do.”
Peter gazes into Shane’s eyes. He looks sad. “He doesn’t deserve you.”
“I know,” Shane says. Maybe he’ll eventually believe it.
“Will you see him again?”
“Yes.”
The Metros play the Raiders on December 27. Next week. Rozanov will be there. They’ll face off at center ice, like always. Of course Shane will see him again. And again, and again, and again.
“But will you see him again?” Peter asks.
Will I? Shane wonders. He’s not sure.
He shouldn’t. He really shouldn’t. Shane said it himself, before they kissed for the first time. This is such a bad idea.
He did it anyway.
“Maybe,” Shane sighs. “We need to talk. He might not want to, but… I’ve got to try.”
“Are you sure?”
No. Not at all. Shane is fucking terrified of what Rozanov will say to him. He’s already broken Shane’s heart, without even trying to.
Shane doesn’t want to do this. But he needs to.
He will.
“Yes,” Shane decides. “I’m sure.”





  
    Chapter End Notes

    me: i’ll write a cute, hot kiss!
my brain: but what if you made yourself cry instead? ✨

I’m sorry. I hurt myself so much with this chapter. I really don’t know how I’m going to survive writing the reunion. 😭💔

This part was heavy, but so, so necessary for character growth. Shane made a very important decision! It may not seem like it, but we’re getting closer to the happy ending!!! 🙌

Everybody light a candle for Peter if Ilya ever finds out about this… And light a whole bunch of candles for Ilya if Peter or Rose ever find out what he did to Shane… 🕯️🕯️🕯️

Next time—finally back to Ilya! How did Svetlana react to the Jane reveal!? What does she say about the bar? 👀

If you are sad after this chapter, please go look at some baby animals! I am about to! 🥲
❗ A question about fic tagging—Do you feel that Peter and Shane are romantically involved enough to need a tag? /genuine

Honestly, I didn’t. I thought of them as covered by the “Minor or Background Relationship(s)” tag. Peter and Shane flirt, dance, and kiss twice, which immediately helps Shane realize the depth of his feelings for Ilya. From then on, Peter and Shane have a strictly platonic friendship.

Ilya/Shane is the only romantic relationship I’ve tagged in this fic. I haven’t tagged any others—like Carter/Gloria, Gloria/Rose, Shane/Rose, Shane/Jessica, Shane/hookups, Ilya/Svetlana, Ilya/hookups, etc. because they aren’t the focus.

But I feel it’s a fair question to pose to y’all as readers. If people feel strongly that I should add a tag for Peter/Shane, I will.

So please let me know what you think. Thank you! 🙏
Peter Landry
	Yes, on paper, Peter is the perfect man for Shane. He would be a wonderful partner. But he’s not who Shane wants. And Shane finally realized it. They will stay friends. 🥹

	For anyone worried about Peter—he’ll be fine! He’s disappointed that things didn’t work out romantically with Shane, but remember! All that’s happened so far is a bit of flirting, one sort-of-date, and two kisses. He’s okay with being friends.

	Peter is one of the more emotionally-mature characters despite being young. He experimented in college, and he went through a lot when he was outed. Therapy helps. ✨

	Peter isn’t experienced with BDSM. He doesn’t realize that Shane is experiencing subdrop. He just sees Shane freaking out, and views it through his own history of anxiety and panic attacks. He tries to comfort Shane accordingly.

	Many of you have asked about a happy ending for Peter. I have a lot of thoughts and a storyline in mind, but I’m not sure how much of that will make it into this fic. I want the focus to stay on Shane and Ilya’s romance once they reconcile. We’ll see.
    	Peter’s happy ending involves the frat brother he used to have a crush on. He’s another MLH player… 😘



Other Notes
	Remember that Shane is an unreliable narrator…

	Shane’s come so far since the last “only if you want to.” 🥹

	Briefly lived my romcom fantasy in this chapter before we dove deeply back into angst! RIP me. 💅✨

	When the Shane Hollander asks you for a kiss, you shut up and give it to him!!! Unless your name is Ilya Rozanov, I guess. *shakes fist* (But trust me, Ilya will never make that mistake again… 😏)

	Fun game: compare the way Shane describes intimacy with Ilya vs. Peter throughout this fic. 🥵🔥

	Ilya’s dialogue in Sochi comes from Heated Rivalry S1E2: Olympians.

	me: trying to write emotional dialogue

my pet: throws her water bowl

me: baby, please—


Content WarningShane and Peter kiss twice—it’s essential for the plot. Shane briefly experiences subdrop, but receives comfort from Peter. Peter worries that he forced Shane into something he didn’t want; Shane reassures him. Brief mention of mental health struggles (anxiety and panic attacks). Mentions of toxic hockey culture, including racism and homophobia. Shane continues to work through his internalized homophobia.
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    Chapter Notes

      Please point out any issues you encounter with viewing this chapter so that I can fix them! Thank you! ❤️

As usual, hover over the text (or click on mobile) for translations, or refer to the very bottom of this chapter. The translations are from Google Translate. Any and all help is welcome for improving them! 🙏

Note: I’ve moved Peter’s Instagram post from Chapter 18 to here to help clarify the timeline!

9/7 update: Thank you so much to olliegrimm for correcting the Russian translations! I really appreciate your help! 🙏❤️

End Notes (continued)
TaggingThank you for your feedback on tagging Peter/Shane! Most people were either indifferent or voted not to tag it (see below), so I will leave the tags as-is. I will compromise by adding a brief spoiler to the prologue end notes with more details about the “Minor or Background Relationship(s)” tag.

	N = 115 commenters total

	79.13% didn’t vote

	13.91% voted not to tag the relationship

	6.09% voted to tag it

	0.87% weren’t sure

Coding ProcessFeel free to ask if you have questions! For anyone curious, my coding process is:

	Decide on the content - what do I want to make? (pick format, write text)

	Decide on the design - how should it look? (look at references [if based on existing thing], define layout and text styling, find images, edit images, upload to image hosting site)

	Check if the code already exists - see if anyone on AO3 has already made a similar work skin, and if so, do I want to use any of that code? (if yes, I will add it to my list of references and use it as base code or inspiration)

	Try to code it - be stupid and wait to do this late at night when my eyes are tired, use HTML Online Viewer to preview code, eventually give up and say “that looks okay, right?”

	Fix it - wake up the next morning and go “oh no, that looks terrible,” frantically Google and reference more HTML/CSS documentation (I love you, W3Schools), fix code

	Make it more accessible - create text-based version for when work skin is disabled, add image descriptions, make sure it’s mobile-responsive, etc.

	Fix it (again) - post the chapter and inevitably find errors, come back every now and then to clean up code when a better idea occurs to me

Coding ReferencesSome of my work skin code in this chapter is inspired by and/or based on:

	AO3 Workskin: iOS Lock screen and notification by c821118

	Google Search Suggestions Work Skin & Tutorial by BookKeep

	Hiding/showing things based on Creator's Style by MijuWrites

	iMessage Skin by Azdaema

	mm whatcha say?: Changing Text On Hover for Multilingual Fics (A Download Friendly Workskin) by mackerel_cheese

	Newspaper Article by lordvoldemortsskin

	Twitter Mobile Workskin Documentation by LittleMissGhostette

	Twitter Work Skin: Tweets & Profile (newest layout) by d33rmilk

	Work Skin - Instagram Image Post by shysonata



      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  
        

        [image: An avatar photo of Svetlana Vetrova, wearing a glamorous dress and smiling broadly.]
        
            света (sveta)

        


Sun, Dec 21 at 0:01

            	Ilya

            	джейн – это он (he is jane)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Немедленно удали это (Delete that immediately)

            	Это для тебя небезопасно (It’s not safe for you)

            	Или Джейн (Or Jane)

            	На тебя не похоже — забывать (It’s not like you to forget )

            	Это тоже удали (Delete this too)

            	Я не могу сейчас позвонить (I can’t call right now)

            	Я в общественном месте (I’m in public)

            	Но мы обязательно поговорим позже (But we WILL speak later)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	блять (fuck)

            	у меня в голове каша (my head is a mess)

            	я схожу с ума (i’m going insane)

            	мне жаль (i’m sorry)

            	я это удалил (i deleted it)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Я тоже всё удалила (I’ve deleted everything too)

            	Извиняться нужно не передо мной (It’s not me you need to apologize to)

            	Что бы ты почувствовал, если бы Джейн рассказала кому-нибудь о тебе, не спросив разрешения (How would you feel if Jane told someone about you without asking)?

            	Кому-то, с кем ты никогда не встречался (Someone you’ve never met)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	блять (fuck)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Больше никогда так не делай (Never do that again)

            	Ни со мной (Not to me)

            	Ни с кем-то ещё (Not to anyone)

            	Это не только твой секрет (This isn’t just your secret)

            	Это опасно (It’s dangerous)

            	И поступать так — недобро (And unkind to do that)

            	Ты понимаешь, Илья (Do you understand, Ilya)?

            	Пообещай мне, что больше никогда так не сделаешь (Promise me you will never do that again)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	да, света (yes, sveta)

            	я и за это тоже перед джейн извинюсь (i’ll apologize to jane for that as well)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Тоже (As well)?

            	Что ещё ты сделал (What else did you do)?

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Илья (Ilya)?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	я плохо обращался с джейн (i was not good to jane)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Что ты имеешь в виду (What do you mean)?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	мы переспали, и теперь (we fucked, and now)…

            	я не знаю (i don’t know)

            	джейн больше не отвечает мне (jane won’t reply to me anymore)

            	это на неё не похоже (that’s not like her)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Что случилось (What happened)?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	я, блядь, не знаю (i don’t fucking know)

            	секс был невероятным (the sex was incredible)

            	как это всегда бывает (like it always is)

            	мы после этого почти не разговаривали (we barely even talked afterwards)

            	она всё спрашивала о россии, о доме (she kept asking about russia, about home)

            	я, блядь, не мог ответить (i couldn’t fucking answer)

            	я заставил её уйти (i made her go)

            	снова (again)

            	может быть, поэтому (maybe that’s why)

            	может быть, Джейн думает, что я не хочу с ней разговаривать (maybe jane thinks i don’t want to talk to her)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	А ты хочешь (But you do)?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	все время (all the time)

            	чертовски сильно (too fucking much)

            	это меня убивает, света (it’s killing me, sveta)

            	блять (fuck)!

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Ох, Илюша (Oh, Ilyusha)…

            	Черт, они возвращаются (Fuck, they’re coming back)

            	Я напишу тебе позже (I’ll text you after)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	они (they)?


Delivered


        
            	Ilya

            	что ты имеешь в виду, света (what do you mean, sveta)?


Delivered


        
            	Ilya

            	кто возвращается (who is coming back)?

            	кто с джейн (who is with jane)?


Delivered


        
            	Ilya

            	света, ответь мне (sveta, answer me)


Delivered


        
            	Ilya

            	пожалуйста (please) (


Delivered


        
            	Svetlana

            	Я вернулась (I’m back)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	наконец-то (finally)! (

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Не прошло и 15 минут (It hasn’t even been 15 minutes) 😒

        

        
            	Ilya

            	почему ты так долго (what took you so long)?

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Я была занята тем, что брала номер Джейн (I was busy getting Jane’s number)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	света (sveta)? (((

            	ты клеилась к джейн (you touched jane)?

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	На полшишечки (Only a little bit)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	света (sveta)! ((((((

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Успокойся, Илюша (Calm down, Ilyusha)

            	Не так (Not like that)

            	Джейн великолепна, но я бы никогда так с тобой не поступила (Jane is gorgeous, but I would never do that to you)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	джейн просто дала тебе свой номер (jane just gave you her number)?

            	у меня ушли годы, чтобы его получить (it took me years to get it)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Ну, а ты пробовал попросить (Well, did you ask for it)?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	……в конце концов (eventually)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Я так и подумала (That’s what I thought) 😒

            	Джейн — милая (Jane is sweet)

            	И горячая (And hot)

            	Пиздец какая горячая (So fucking hot)! 🔥😩💦

        

        
            	Ilya

            	перестань пялиться (stop looking)!

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Она к тому же умная (She’s smart, too)

            	Она может поддержать разговор, когда я говорю о хоккее (She can keep up when I talk puck)

            	Я хочу быть её другом (I want to be her friend)

            	 Не проеби это, Илюша (Do not fuck this up, Ilyusha)

            	Для нас обоих (For either of us)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	я пытаюсь все исправить (i’m trying to fix it)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Шевелись быстрее (Move faster)

            	У тебя появились конкуренты (You’ve got competition)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	ты видела джейн с роуз лэндри (you saw jane with rose landry)?

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Не Роуз (Not Rose)

            	Её брат (Her brother)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	что (what)
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            света (sveta)

        


Sun, Dec 21 at 0:37
        

            	Ilya

            	у неё трое братьев (she has three brothers)!?

            	какой именно (which one is it)?

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Питер (Peter)
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Google search results for “who is peter landry?”:
ESPN • Serving Sports Fans. Anytime. Anywhere.

Chicago Cyclones sign controversial defenseman Peter Landry

Interview with GM... Read more
Instagram • p_landry • 15K+ followers

Peter Landry (@p_landry)

I’m always up for an adventure. 🏒 + 📸 Read more
TMZ • Celebrity News | Entertainment News

Peter Landry Caught Kissing a Man!

Top MLH prospect Peter Landry spotted getting hot and heavy at a frat party last night! Read more
The Heights • The News Site of Boston College

Looking Ahead with Landry

A brief glimpse into the life of an elite MLH draft prospect... Read more
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Peter Landry (@p_landry)

I’m always up for an adventure. 🏒 + 📸 Read more
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Peter Landry Caught Kissing a Man!

Top MLH prospect Peter Landry spotted getting hot and heavy at a frat party last night! Read more
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Looking Ahead with Landry

A brief glimpse into the life of an elite MLH draft prospect... Read more


 
The Heights article preview:
The Heights

Looking Ahead with Landry

A brief glimpse into the life of an elite MLH draft prospect

June 1, 2014
[A photo of Peter Landry skating on the ice, wearing his red, white, and gold Boston Eagles hockey uniform.]
Heading into the MLH Draft later this month, Boston College’s Peter Landry is the top-ranked defenseman—and third overall prospect in North America. We sat down with the Boston Eagles’ alternate captain to discuss hockey, senior year, and his plans for the future.
Read More

The Heights
Looking Ahead with Landry
A brief glimpse into the life of an elite MLH draft prospect
June 1, 2014

[image: A photo of Peter Landry skating on the ice, wearing his red, white, and gold Boston Eagles hockey uniform.]

Heading into the MLH Draft later this month, Boston College’s Peter Landry is the top-ranked defenseman—and third overall prospect in North America. We sat down with the Boston Eagles’ alternate captain to discuss hockey, senior year, and his plans for the future.
Read More




 
TMZ article preview:
PETER LANDRY

CAUGHT KISSING A MAN!
EXCLUSIVE

By TMZ Staff

Published June 17, 2014 7:45 AM PDT
[A dark, blurry photo of Peter Landry kissing a man on a dancefloor.]
Top MLH prospect Peter Landry spotted getting hot and heavy at a frat party last night! Is he the first gay hockey player?
KEEP READING
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PETER LANDRY

CAUGHT KISSING A MAN!

EXCLUSIVE

By TMZ Staff

Published June 17, 2014 7:45 AM PDT

[image: A dark, blurry photo of Peter Landry kissing a man on a dancefloor.]

Top MLH prospect Peter Landry spotted getting hot and heavy at a frat party last night! Is he the first gay hockey player?

KEEP READING


ESPN article preview:
[A photo of Peter Landry in his Chicago Cyclones hockey uniform, waiting on the bench with his teammates.]

Chicago Cyclones sign controversial defenseman Peter Landry

Interview with GM

June 29, 2014 • ESPN Staff
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[image: A photo of Peter Landry in his Chicago Cyclones hockey uniform, waiting on the bench with his teammates.]

Chicago Cyclones sign controversial defenseman Peter Landry

Interview with GM

June 29, 2014 • ESPN Staff
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Instagram profile:
Peter Landry

p_landry

220 posts • 15K followers • 69 following

I’m always up for an adventure.

🏒 + 📸

[An Instagram profile filled with photographs and videos of Peter Landry smiling, modeling, and traveling the world.]



p_landry
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[image: An avatar photo of Peter Landry posing in a suit with a bowtie.]

Peter Landry

220

posts

15K

followers

69

following




Artist

I’m always up for an adventure.

🏒 + 📸
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Message
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[image: A photo of Peter Landry posing on a brightly lit street.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry posing in front of his van in a quaint town.]

[image: A photo of a beautiful city on the edge of a lake.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry posing in a tuxedo.]

[image: A black-and-white photo of Peter Landry in front of a textured stone wall.]


[image: A black-and-white close-up photo of Peter Landry.]

[image: A black-and-white photo of Peter Landry wearing his black peacoat.]

[image: A black-and-white photo of Peter Landry sitting in a car.]

[image: A black-and-white photo of Peter Landry sitting on a motorcycle.]

[image: A sultry black-and-white shirtless photo of Peter Landry.]


[image: An artistic aerial photo of an arctic ship.]

[image: A photo of a lively tropical beach.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry with wet hair.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry posing in swim trunks.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry posing with his surfboard.]


[image: A photo of Peter Landry shirtless, from behind.]

[image: A photo of a city at nighttime, reflected on a river.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry with his camera.]

[image: Another photo of Peter Landry with his camera.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry wearing gold-rimmed wire glasses.]


[image: A photo of a castle on a hill surrounded by trees.]

[image: An artistic photo of Peter Landry shirtless in a beam of sunlight.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry lying in the grass.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry wearing a sherpa fleece jacket.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry diving into the ocean at sunset.]


[image: A photo of Peter Landry in a sunny cabana.]

[image: A black-and-white photo of Peter Landry wearing a backwards cap.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry wearing a cheerful yellow polo.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry in a tank top standing in front of an intricate tiled wall.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry shirtless and smiling.]


[image: A photo of Peter Landry coming out of the ocean with his towel.]

[image: A photo of a seaside village.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry taking a picture of a chubby seal.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry in funky sunglasses taking a picture of a penguin.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry sipping wine with his camera on the table.]


[image: A photo of Peter Landry leaning out the window of his van.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry standing in front of his van beside a beautiful cliffside view.]

[image: A photo of a van in front of a scenic oceanside vista.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry relaxing on a balcony above a city.]

[image: A photo of Peter Landry walking down stairs, looking fashionable.]




Instagram post:
[A rotating sequence of 6 photographs. The first is Peter Landry in a denim jacket sitting on a busy urban street. The second is an artistic close-up of Peter gazing into the camera. The third is Rose Landry wearing a black halter dress and posing against a tiled wall. The fourth is a black-and-white photo of Rose posing in a corner of the same backdrop. The fifth and sixth photos are slightly different angles of Shane reclining on the floor in jeans, a white tank top, and a backwards baseball cap.]

p_landry

Fun night with some of my favorite people. 📸 @roselandryofficial @shanehollander

December 21

2.1K likes • 42 comments • 90 reposts • 1.8K shares

[image: An avatar photo of Peter Landry posing in a suit with a bowtie.]

p_landry
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[image: A rotating sequence of 6 photographs. The first is Peter Landry in a denim jacket sitting on a busy urban street. The second is an artistic close-up of Peter gazing into the camera. The third is Rose Landry wearing a black halter dress and posing against a tiled wall. The fourth is a black-and-white photo of Rose posing in a corner of the same backdrop. The fifth and sixth photos are slightly different angles of Shane reclining on the floor in jeans, a white tank top, and a backwards baseball cap.]
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p_landry Fun night with some of my favorite people. 📸 @roselandryofficial @shanehollander
December 21



Ilya reporting an Instagram post:
[An image of Peter Landry, shirtless and glistening, with only a white towel wrapped around his lower body. His long hair is damp and pushed back off his back. His body is extremely muscular and toned.]

p_landry

Enjoying the new sauna at the gym! 🔥

March 14

1.4K likes • 189 comments • 247 reposts • 807 shares
❗ Report

[image: An avatar photo of Peter Landry posing in a suit with a bowtie.]

p_landry
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[image: An image of Peter Landry, shirtless and glistening, with only a white towel wrapped around his lower body. His long hair is damp and pushed back off his back. His body is extremely muscular and toned.]
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p_landry Enjoying the new sauna at the gym! 🔥
March 14
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            Notes


December 21, 2014 at 4:03
	send to dentist

            	
                peter landry???
            

            	
                finn maclellan
            

            	
                finn maclellan
            

            	
                finn maclellan
            

            	
                finn maclellan
            

            
            	
                dallas kent
            

            	
                troy barrett
            

            	
                mathieu couillard
            

            	
                ✔finn maclellan
            

            	
                ✔gilbert comeau
            

            	
                ✔marcel houde
            

            
            	
                ✔dallas kent
            

            	
                ✔pierre gagnon
            

            	
                ✔frank zullo
            

            	
                ✔dallas kent
            

            	
                ✔dallas kent
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            J

            Jane

        


        

Sun, Dec 21 at 4:17

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	have you moved on, jane?

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered


            
            

            
            
                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	am i too late?

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered


        

    
 

Instagram post:
[A photo of Ilya Rozanov lounging casually on a sofa in a soft-looking tank top and white shorts. The pose shows off his handsome face, curly hair, and muscular arms.]

Ilya Rozanov

@ilyarozanov81

relaxing at home

December 22

2.4K likes • 81 comments • 907 reposts • 1.9K shares

[image: An avatar photo of Ilya Rozanov from behind, wearing his hockey gear and jersey.]

ilyarozanov81 [image: verified]
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[image: A photo of Ilya Rozanov lounging casually on a sofa in a soft-looking tank top and white shorts. The pose shows off his handsome face, curly hair, and muscular arms.]
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ilyarozanov81 [image: verified] relaxing at home
December 22




        

        [image: An avatar photo of Svetlana Vetrova, wearing a glamorous dress and smiling broadly.]
        
            света (sveta)

        


Mon, Dec 22 at 18:29

            	Svetlana

            	Серьёзно, Илюша (Really, Ilyusha)? 😒

            	Это твой план (That’s your plan)?

            	Приманка для возбуждения (A thirst trap)?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	джейн нравится моё тело (jane likes my body)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Мужчины (Men)! 🙄

        

        
            	Ilya

            	?

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Ты серьезен насчет Джейн (Are you serious about Jane)?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	мы не можем быть никем (we can’t be anything).

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Я не об этом спрашивала (That’s not what I asked)

            	Отвечай на мой вопрос (Answer my question)

        

        
            	Ilya

            	это не имеет значения (it doesn’t matter)

            	мы не можем быть никем (we can’t be anything).

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Это имеет значение (It matters)

            	Твоё счастье важно, Илюша (Your happiness matters, Ilyusha)

            	Счастье Джейн имеет значение (Jane’s happiness matters)

        

         
            	Ilya

            	я не делаю джейн счастливой (i don’t make jane happy)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Джейн тебе это сказала (Did Jane tell you that)?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	нет (no)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Тогда, может быть, не стоит исходить из того, что она именно так себя чувствует (Then maybe you shouldn’t assume that’s how she feels)

            	Ты хочешь быть с Джейн (Do you want to be with Jane)?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	конечно, я хочу быть с джейн (of course i want to be with jane)

            	блять (fuck)!

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Хорошо (Good)

            	Итак, какой у тебя план, чтобы вернуть её (So what’s your plan to win her back)?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	что ты имеешь в виду (what do you mean)?

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Ты пытался поговорить с Джейн, верно (You’ve been trying to talk to Jane, right)?

            	Что ты ей скажешь (What are you going to say to her)?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	скоро будет игра (there’s a game soon)

            	сначала я поговорю о хоккее (i’ll talk about hockey first)

            	джейн всегда хочет поговорить о хоккее (jane always wants to talk about hockey) )

            	я не хочу пугать её излишней серьёзностью (i don’t want to scare her by being too serious)

            	мы не такие (we aren’t like that)

            	я сделаю так, чтобы она пригласила меня к себе — извиниться (i’ll get her to invite me over to apologize)

            	я извинюсь (i’ll say sorry)

            	а потом я хочу посмотреть, как она себя чувствует (and then i want to see how she feels)

            	я скажу ей, что с ней всё иначе, чем с другими женщинами, с которыми я сплю (i’ll tell her how things are different with her than the other women i fuck)

            	может быть, я расскажу ей о тебе (maybe i’ll tell her about you)

            	я спрошу, встречается ли она с кем-то еще (i’ll ask if she’s seeing anyone else)

            	в последнее время она всё время в окружении красивых женщин (she’s always with beautiful women nowadays) (

            	я хочу знать, трахается ли она с роуз, питером или кем-то еще из лэндри (i want to know if she’s fucking rose or peter or any other landry)

            	и довольна ли она ими (and if she’s happy with them)

            	а если нет, то, может быть, я спрошу, не хочет ли она вместо этого быть только со мной (if not, then maybe i’ll ask if she wants to be with only me instead) )

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Охуеть смешно (Very funny) 😂

            	А теперь, каков твой реальный план (Now what’s your actual plan)?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	что ты имеешь в виду (what do you mean)?

            	это и есть план (that is the plan)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Ты, блядь, издеваешься (Are you fucking kidding me)?

            	Ты собираешься сказать Джейн, что трахаешь девушек в каждом городе (Your plan is to tell Jane that you fuck girls in every city)?

            	Что ты трахаешь МЕНЯ (That you fuck ME)?

            	Это самый дерьмовый план, о котором я когда-либо слышала (This is the shittiest plan I’ve ever heard)

            	Я тебя люблю, но ты ёбаный идиот, Илюша (I love you but you’re a fucking idiot, Ilyusha)

            	Как ты думаешь, Джейн обрадуется, когда услышит это (Do you think Jane will be happy to hear that)?

            	Чего ты этим хочешь добиться (What do you expect to happen)!?

        

        
            	Ilya

            	если посмотреть на это с такой стороны (when you put it that way)…

            	может быть, мне нужен новый план (maybe i need a new plan)

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Ты думаешь (You think)? 😒

            	Подними трубку (Answer your phone)

        

    
[Incoming call from света (sveta). The background is a black-and-white photo of Svetlana smiling.]
12:21
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света (sveta)

mobile

[image: answer phone]
slide to answer






 


        [image: back]
            J

            Jane

        


        

Thu, Dec 25 at 00:12

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	merry christmas, jane

                    

                    !

                

                
                    	see you soon.

                    !

                


Not Delivered



            
                я скучаю по тебе (i miss you) |

                [image: send]

            

        

    
 

Lock screen notifications on Ilya’s phone:
[The background of Ilya’s lock screen is a Jane magnolia tree with bright pink blossoms.]
⚠️ EMERGENCY ALERT • 1h ago

National Weather Service: BLIZZARD WARNING has been issued for your area. These conditions are expected to last until 11:00 PM EST, Saturday, December 27. Prepare. Avoid travel. Check media.
TIME SENSITIVE • 43m ago

Air Canada

We’re sorry, but your Air Canada flight from Boston to Montréal has been cancelled due to dangerous weather conditions…
MAIL • 27m ago

Coach LeClaire

BOS-MTL Game Cancelled

Team, tomorrow’s game is cancelled. Stay safe and get some rest.
MESSAGES • now

Loose Cannons ⚫️🔥

Carmy: boys have you seen coach’s email? 👀

NYD Wifi

[image: signal][image: wifi][image: battery]


Friday, December 26

14:10

Notification Center

✕


⚠️

Emergency Alert

1h ago


National Weather Service

BLIZZARD WARNING has been issued for your area. These conditions are expected to last until 11:00 PM EST, Saturday, December 27. Prepare. Avoid travel. Check media.
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Time Sensitive

43m ago


Air Canada

We’re sorry, but your Air Canada flight from Boston to Montréal has been cancelled due to dangerous weather conditions…
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Email

27m ago


Coach LeClaire

BOS-MTL Game Cancelled

Team, tomorrow’s game is cancelled. Stay safe and get some rest.



[image: iMessage icon]

51

Messages

now


Loose Cannons ⚫️🔥

Carmy: boys have you seen coach’s email? 👀







Twitter timeline post:
#1 Raiders Fan

@steponme_roz • Dec 26

man, fuck this weather. fuck it to death! i was looking forward to the bos-mtl game 😫💔

18 replies • 42 reposts • 520 likes

Liked by Ilya Rozanov and 881 others


        
            

            Ilya Rozanov and 519 others liked
        

        
            
                [image: An avatar photo of a hockey stick and puck on the ice.]
            

            
                
                    #1 Raiders Fan
                    @steponme_roz
                    Dec 26
                

                
                    man, fuck this weather. fuck it to death! i was looking forward to the bos-mtl game 😫💔
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    Russian TranslationsIlya & Svetlana #1 - he is janeджейн – это он - he is jane

Немедленно удали это. Это для тебя небезопасно. Или Джейн. На тебя не похоже — забывать. Это тоже удали. Я не могу сейчас позвонить. Я в общественном месте. Но мы обязательно поговорим позже. - Delete that immediately. It’s not safe for you. Or Jane. It’s not like you to forget. Delete this too. I can’t call right now. I’m in public. But we WILL speak later.

блять. у меня в голове каша. я схожу с ума. мне жаль. я это удалил. - fuck. my head is a mess. i’m going insane. i’m sorry. i deleted it.

Я тоже всё удалила. Извиняться нужно не передо мной. Что бы ты почувствовал, если бы Джейн рассказала кому-нибудь о тебе, не спросив разрешения? Кому-то, с кем ты никогда не встречался. - I’ve deleted everything, too. It’s not me you need to apologize to. How would you feel if Jane told someone about you without asking? Someone you’ve never met.

блять - fuck

Больше никогда так не делай. Ни со мной, ни с кем-то ещё. Это не только твой секрет. Это опасно. И поступать так — недобро. Ты понимаешь, Илья? Пообещай мне, что больше никогда так не сделаешь. - Never do that again. Not to me. Not to anyone. This isn’t just your secret. It’s dangerous. And unkind to do that. Do you understand, Ilya? Promise me you will never do that again.

да, света. я и за это тоже перед джейн извинюсь. - yes, sveta. i’ll apologize to jane for that as well.

Тоже? Что ещё ты сделал? Илья? - As well? What else did you do? Ilya?

я плохо обращался с джейн - i was not good to jane

Что ты имеешь в виду? - What do you mean?

мы переспали, и теперь… я не знаю. джейн больше не отвечает мне. это на неё не похоже. - we fucked, and now… i don’t know. jane won’t reply to me anymore. that’s not like her.

Что случилось? - What happened?

я, блядь, не знаю. секс был невероятным. как это всегда бывает. мы после этого почти не разговаривали. она всё спрашивала о россии, о доме. я, блядь, не мог ответить. я заставил её уйти. снова. может быть, поэтому. может быть, Джейн думает, что я не хочу с ней разговаривать. - i don’t fucking know. the sex was incredible. like it always is. we barely even talked afterwards. she kept asking about russia, about home. i couldn’t fucking answer. i made her go. again. maybe that’s why. maybe jane thinks i don’t want to talk to her.

А ты хочешь? - But you do?

все время. чертовски сильно. это меня убивает, света. блять! - all the time. too fucking much. it’s killing me, sveta. fuck!

Ох, Илюша… Черт, они возвращаются. Я напишу тебе позже. - Oh, Ilyusha… Fuck, they’re coming back. I’ll text you after.

они? что ты имеешь в виду, света? кто возвращается? кто с джейн? света, ответь мне. пожалуйста. - they? what do you mean, sveta? who is coming back? who is with jane? sveta, answer me. please.

Я вернулась - I’m back

наконец-то! - finally!

Не прошло и 15 минут - It hasn’t even been 15 minutes

почему ты так долго? - what took you so long?

Я была занята тем, что брала номер Джейн - I was busy getting Jane’s number

света? ты клеилась к джейн? - sveta? you touched jane?

На полшишечки - Only a little bit

света! - sveta!

Успокойся, Илюша. Не так.Джейн великолепна, но я бы никогда так с тобой не поступила. - Calm down, Ilyusha. Not like that. Jane is gorgeous, but I would never do that to you.

джейн просто дала тебе свой номер? у меня ушли годы, чтобы его получить. - jane just gave you her number? it took me years to get it.

Ну, а ты пробовал попросить? - Well, did you ask for it?

……в конце концов - …….eventually

Я так и подумала. Джейн — милая. И горячая. Пиздец какая горячая! - That’s what I thought. Jane is sweet. And hot. So fucking hot!

перестань пялиться! - stop looking!

Она к тому же умная. Она может поддержать разговор, когда я говорю о хоккее. Я хочу быть её другом. Не проеби это, Илюша. Для нас обоих. - She’s smart, too. She can keep up when I talk puck. I want to be her friend. Do not fuck this up, Ilyusha. For either of us.

я пытаюсь все исправить - i’m trying to fix it

Шевелись быстрее. У тебя появились конкуренты. - Move faster. You’ve got competition.

ты видела джейн с роуз лэндри? - you saw jane with rose landry?

Не Роуз. Её брат. - Not Rose. Her brother.

что - what
Ilya & Svetlana #2 - which one?у неё трое братьев!? какой именно? - she has three brothers!? which one is it?

Питер - Peter
Ilya & Svetlana #3 - the planСерьёзно, Илюша? Это твой план? Приманка для возбуждения? - Really, Ilyusha? That’s your plan? A thirst trap?

джейн нравится моё тело - jane likes my body

Мужчины! - Men! 🙄

Ты серьезен насчет Джейн? - Are you serious about Jane?

мы не можем быть никем. - we can’t be anything.

Я не об этом спрашивала. Отвечай на мой вопрос. - That’s not what I asked. Answer my question.

это не имеет значения. мы не можем быть никем. - it doesn’t matter. we can’t be anything.

Это имеет значение. Твоё счастье важно, Илюша. Счастье Джейн имеет значение. - It matters. Your happiness matters, Ilyusha. Jane’s happiness matters.

я не делаю джейн счастливой - i don’t make jane happy

Джейн тебе это сказала? - Did Jane tell you that?

нет - no

Тогда, может быть, не стоит исходить из того, что она именно так себя чувствует. Ты хочешь быть с Джейн? - Then maybe you shouldn’t assume that’s how she feels. Do you want to be with Jane?

конечно, я хочу быть с джейн. блять! - of course i want to be with jane. fuck!

Хорошо. Итак, какой у тебя план, чтобы вернуть её? - Good. So what’s your plan to win her back?

что ты имеешь в виду? - what do you mean?

Ты пытался поговорить с Джейн, верно? Что ты ей скажешь? - You’ve been trying to talk to Jane, right? What are you going to say to her?

скоро будет игра. сначала я поговорю о хоккее. джейн всегда хочет поговорить о хоккее. я не хочу пугать её излишней серьёзностью. мы не такие. я сделаю так, чтобы она пригласила меня к себе — извиниться. я извинюсь. а потом я хочу посмотреть, как она себя чувствует. я скажу ей, что с ней всё иначе, чем с другими женщинами, с которыми я сплю. может быть, я расскажу ей о тебе. я спрошу, встречается ли она с кем-то еще. в последнее время она всё время в окружении красивых женщин. я хочу знать, трахается ли она с роуз, питером или кем-то еще из лэндри. и довольна ли она ими. а если нет, то, может быть, я спрошу, не хочет ли она вместо этого быть только со мной. - there’s a game soon. i’ll talk about hockey first. jane always wants to talk about hockey. i don’t want to scare her by being too serious. we aren’t like that. i’ll get her to invite me over to apologize. i’ll say sorry. and then i want to see how she feels. i’ll tell her how things are different with her than the other women i fuck. maybe i’ll tell her about you. i’ll ask if she’s seeing anyone else. she’s always with beautiful women nowadays. i want to know if she’s fucking rose or peter or any other landry. and if she’s happy with them. if not, then maybe i’ll ask if she wants to be with only me instead.

Охуеть смешно. А теперь, каков твой реальный план? - Very funny. Now what’s your actual plan?

что ты имеешь в виду? это и есть план. - what do you mean? that is the plan.

Ты, блядь, издеваешься? Ты собираешься сказать Джейн, что трахаешь девушек в каждом городе? Что ты трахаешь МЕНЯ? Это самый дерьмовый план, о котором я когда-либо слышала. Я тебя люблю, но ты ёбаный идиот, Илюша. Как ты думаешь, Джейн обрадуется, когда услышит это? Чего ты этим хочешь добиться!? - Are you fucking kidding me? Your plan is to tell Jane that you fuck girls in every city? That you fuck ME? This is the shittiest plan I’ve ever heard. I love you but you’re a fucking idiot, Ilyusha. Do you think Jane will be happy to hear that? What do you expect to happen!?

если посмотреть на это с такой стороны… может быть, мне нужен новый план. - when you put it that way… maybe i need a new plan.

Ты думаешь? Подними трубку. - You think? Answer your phone.
я скучаю по тебе - i miss you





  
    Chapter End Notes

    This fic has nearly reached 105k hits, 4k kudos, and 1.5k comment threads, which is crazy! It feels like yesterday that I bought pastries to celebrate reaching 300 kudos... Thank you so much for the love you’ve shown my little story! I hope you enjoyed this very long-awaited Ilya chapter. 🥹🥐❤️

me, to myself: why the fuck did you decide to code so many difficult things!? 😩

Ilya has acquired a powerful new ally! Svetlana is truly the brains of the operation. Everyone thank Svetlana for singlehandedly averting the tuna meltdown! 🙏🧠❤️

Next time—you didn’t think I forgot about the Golden Globes, right? It’s finally time for sexy Shane. 🥵🔥
Media Notes (spoilers for this chapter!)
	In all written conversations between Ilya and Svetlana, Shane will be referred to as Jane, with female pronouns. This is for safety reasons (because of Russia).

	In this fic, Ilya is experienced with sex, but not BDSM. Both he and Shane are new to their dynamic, and will make mistakes. Ilya didn’t intend to hurt Shane in Las Vegas, and he still hasn’t fully realized how badly he fucked up. He currently thinks Shane is angry and upset because Ilya kept pushing him away.

	Ilya: it took forever to get jane’s number!

Svetlana: well did you ask for it?

Ilya: shocked pikachu.jpg

	I hope you enjoy even more of Ilya’s unhinged Google searches! 🤣

	The Heights is Boston College’s independent student newspaper. Unfortunately, while looking this up, I discovered that they don’t have fraternities there. I’m dead. We’ll pretend they do for this fic… 😩

	Let’s not discuss how many photos of “Peter” are on my computer. Or how long it took to make his Instagram page. All of the photos are from the account of the model, Tom Busson. He is a talented photographer! And I’ve never seen a man pull off so many different hairstyles, wow.
    	Same as before, any hockey photos of Peter are Noah Hanifin. Don’t look too close. 😂

    	No, the Instagram UI isn’t correct for 2014, but I only have the 2026 version to reference. *waves hands*



	me making peter’s instagram post: i genuinely can’t decide who’s the hottest 🥵

	Ilya’s reason for reporting Peter’s shirtless post: I don’t like this. 😒
    	If Ilya could add a comment to his report, it would say: jane must not see this.



	Yes, Ilya has sent MacLellan to the dentist once already (when Boston played Detroit)! He’s not sure if Peter needs a trip or not yet, hence the question marks. 🤭🦷

	How Ilya plans to win back the Shane Hollander, love of his life:
    	Plan A: a thirst trap. 📸🥵💦

    	Plan B: rude and confusing dialogue that led to the tuna meltdown in canon (Heated Rivalry S1E4: Rose). 🥪

    	Plan C (thanks to Svetlana): communicating like an adult. 🙏



	RIP Shane and Ilya’s plan to talk at the December 27 game! Bad weather strikes again! 🥲

	The background of Ilya’s lock screen is a Jane magnolia tree.

	The “fuck it to death” tweet is a reference to Hudson Williams’ quote about AI. No AI is involved in my writing, coding, graphics, etc. Please don’t feed my work to AI either. 😤

Russian TranslationsRefer to the very end of the chapter. (They didn’t fit into the notes... 🫠)
Content WarningNone for this chapter.
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            Svetlana Vetrova 🏒

        


Sat, Dec 27 at 4:34 PM

            	Svetlana

            	Pity about tonight! 😔

            	I was excited for your game against Boston

        

        
            	Shane

            	Me too.

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Oh?

        

        
            	Shane

            	They’re the second-best team, after all.👎 by Svetlana

            

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Keep telling yourself that! 😂

            	Guess this gives you more time to clean up your sloppy d-man

            	Or else Marleau will snap him in half and eat him for breakfast

        

        
            	Shane

            	Marleau should be chasing after the puck, not my defenseman.

            	And Gagnon weighs almost 250.

            	He’ll be fine.

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Ah, but you knew exactly who I meant, didn’t you? 😏

        

        
            	Shane

            	No comment.

        

    
 

January 10, 2015
“Don’t move.”
Shane doesn’t. He holds still as Yumiko approaches with determination and a set of very sharp pins.
Yumiko’s dark eyes are narrowed in concentration. Her gold-rimmed glasses gleam beneath the boutique’s bright lights. Her hands move steadily, smoothing fabric across Shane’s torso. Her touch is firm but fleeting. She pauses now and then to pull pins from the cushion strapped to her wrist. She weaves them into his suit without hesitation.
Slowly, his jacket tightens.
Yumiko had requested a larger size to fit Shane’s broad shoulders and muscular arms. She hadn’t been satisfied with the silhouette when Shane tried it on. “Unflattering,” she’d denounced, with a curl of her lip. “Stand there.”
So Shane stands—up on a small, circular platform within the Giorgio Armani showroom on Rodeo Drive. The luxury store looms around him. Like the rest of Los Angeles, it glitters in the fading sunlight. Everything inside is harsh and angular, except for the clothes. The whole place smells expensive. Nothing has a price tag, which tells Shane all he needs to know about how much the items cost.
Yumiko doesn’t care. She walks through the store like she owns it.
Yumiko had spoken to a smartly-dressed saleswoman, who rushed to fetch a two-piece evening suit from the back. She’d escorted Yumiko and Shane to a secluded space. She poured them glasses of champagne before retreating.
The furniture is more opulent upstairs. There are fewer clothes, and far more mirrors. And, of course, a pedestal in the center of the room.
“Arms up,” Yumiko orders.
Shane complies.
Yumiko had arrived with a measuring tape draped around her neck. She gathers it and pulls it taut across Shane’s shoulders. Then down each arm. Then snugly around his chest, hips, and waist.
She hums, and whips out her little black notebook to write in it. “Arms down. Relax.”
She’d taken Shane’s measurements months ago, in her atelier. After his last checkup with the Metros’ doctor, Shane had warned Yumiko that his numbers have probably changed. His hockey season has been grueling. He’s lost muscle despite upping his protein intake.
Judging by her frown, Shane had been right.
“Do I need to wear something else?” Shane asks. He doesn’t mind.
Yumiko stares at him. “This is a cream-colored Giorgio Armani dinner jacket. It’s cut in a classic style, from an ultra-lightweight, textured silk blend. The jacket is single-breasted with peak lapels, a welt pocket, and four pearlescent buttons on each cuff. It’s trimmed in grosgrain and lined in silk. It’s designed to move and breathe with you. It complements your silk shirt and black, straight-legged trousers. You’ll look utterly impeccable with your matching cummerbund, patent leather shoes, and the jewelry we’ve agreed upon.”
“…Never mind.” Shane has never heard Yumiko speak so many words.
“I was once a tailor,” Yumiko informs him. She snaps her notebook shut. “We have twenty-seven hours until the red carpet. I’ve done more with less.”
“Can I… help?” Shane has no idea how he’d help, but he should at least offer. Maybe she’ll need him to model again?
Yumiko shakes her head. “No. I’ll handle this. Now remove your jacket.”
Shane does.
 

Yumiko deftly pins Shane’s silk shirt and trousers.
Afterwards, she reaches into her briefcase and takes out a black, velvet-lined jewelry box. She opens it to reveal a selection of familiar pieces. They’d picked them out together over a month ago, when Shane had visited New York City to squeeze in another sponsorship meeting.
The process hadn’t been as awful as Shane had feared. Yumiko had borrowed jewelry from Bulgari. Watches, rings, bracelets, necklaces, earrings—she’d asked Shane to try them all on. He had.
Shane has worn plenty of jewelry when shooting ads. Campaign directors love to dress him up. Shane doesn’t mind. He doesn’t often like the clothes and accessories that brands put him in, but he’s paid to sit there quietly and look nice. His mom always makes sure the money is worthwhile.
Yumiko had cared what Shane thought. She’d asked specific questions, which made it easier for Shane to have an opinion. He hadn’t even realized that he had opinions on jewelry until she’d interrogated him about texture, weight, and color.
That made more sense to Shane than previous talks he’d had with Rolex about precious metals, carats of gem inlays, and thicknesses in millimeters. Shane cares about precision when it applies to controlling a puck on the ice. He couldn’t care less about the finer details of his watch, as long as it works well.
Yumiko had given Shane options. She’d asked him to try a lot of jewelry on, and explain what he liked or disliked about each piece. Once she’d understood his preferences, she brought out more from Bulgari’s archives.
It had taken a while, but Shane genuinely likes what they’d selected in the end.
Yumiko offers the box to Shane. “Let’s see.”
He reaches for the first piece.
After their last consultation, Shane had agreed to get his ears pierced. He’d gone that same day to a tattoo and piercing studio that Yumiko recommended. He’d followed their aftercare instructions meticulously, despite his teammates’ chirps. Six weeks later, his earlobes have healed enough to swap his plain titanium studs for the diamond-studded, gold hoop earrings.
The weight of the jewelry feels pleasant in his ears. The earrings aren’t too large or heavy. The yellow gold catches the light and draws attention to the masculine curve of his jaw. The diamonds make the hoops look elegant and sophisticated. Two things Shane has never associated with himself.
He reaches for the necklace next.
It’s much less subtle. A statement piece, Yumiko had called it, when she first showed it to him.
It’s a slender serpent with a golden body. Its tiny head is adorned with diamonds. Its eyes are pure black onyx. When fastened around Shane’s throat, the serpent appears to bite itself. The end of its tail nestles between his collarbones. The necklace looks sensual, but not too feminine for his taste. The metal feels cool and smooth against his skin.
This piece isn’t something that Shane would’ve ever chosen on his own. He’d felt compelled to say yes when he saw it with the rest of the outfit Yumiko assembled. It was perfect.
Shane reaches for the rings last. Three different gold rings, of varying thickness and textures. All with some element of spirals, scales, or diamonds to mimic his serpentine necklace. The rings fit well on his fingers. They aren’t distracting.
Shane hadn’t been interested in any of the bracelets that Yumiko brought for him. He’d found it irritating when they slid up and down his wrists. The sensation reminded him of an improperly-secured hockey glove, which was simply unacceptable.
Watches, however, are fine. Shane keeps them flush against his skin. He’s used to wearing them, after years of campaigns for Rolex.
“Show me the watch,” Yumiko demands. She’s been taking notes.
They’d been forced to compromise there. Shane’s mom would murder him if he got photographed on the red carpet in anything but a Rolex.
Fortunately, Rolex had been thrilled to hear that Shane was attending the 71st Golden Globe Awards. The brand had sent him a brand new gold watch that met Yumiko’s specifications. It’s more slender and less gaudy than other things they’d given him in the past, much to Shane’s relief. The textured band matches one of his rings.
Yumiko nods in approval. “Fine. What do you think?”
Shane studies his reflection in the mirror.
“I like it,” he decides. “It’s… comfortable.”
Yumiko smiles. “Good. Now let’s discuss styling.”
 

“Your skin is very good,” Yumiko tells him. “No makeup, unless you want it.”
“No, that’s okay!” Shane replies quickly. He’s been dreading wearing makeup on the red carpet. The thought of not having to suffocate in it all night is euphoric. “I’d rather not wear any.”
“Fine. Put this on later, for at least thirty minutes. Refrigerate first.” Yumiko pulls a pale pink jar out of her briefcase. She hands it to him. Hydrating mask, it says, followed by a microscopic list of ingredients. He has no chance of reading them without his glasses. He recognizes the luxury brand, but he hasn’t used this particular product.
Shane breaks the seal. He squints at the translucent gel inside the jar. It jiggles.
He sniffs it. The gel smells nice, like peaches. Hopefully, he won’t smell like peaches. He prefers unscented skincare.
He dabs a little bit on the inside of his wrist. He needs to make sure he isn’t allergic. He’ll leave the gel on for a while before he slathers any on his face. He’d learned that lesson the hard way.
Yumiko ignores him. “We’ll borrow Ms. Grey’s hairstylist tomorrow. She’s competent.”
Shane supposes that competent is high praise indeed from Yumiko.
They spend a few minutes discussing how to style Shane’s hair for the red carpet. Shane doesn’t really care how he looks, as long as his hair is out of his eyes. He hasn’t had time for a haircut. His hair is getting unruly, and has a slight wave to it now. It covers the nape of his neck. He’s perpetually shoving his bangs off his forehead when they aren’t flattened under his helmet.
Yumiko huffs, but seems pleased by his trust. She promises, “I’ll take care of it. Goodnight.”
The efficient saleswoman returns to guide Shane downstairs and out of the showroom. Her smile never wavers. Yumiko stays behind.
Shane wanders back to his hotel in a daze. It’s not even dinnertime, but he’s ready for the day to be over.
Once he reaches his room, Shane showers again. He flops onto his bed in a bathrobe, then picks up the landline to order an early dinner. He gets his usual—salmon with brown rice and mixed vegetables—from room service. He’s not in the mood to make choices. Shane doesn’t even want to put on clothes. Venturing out into Los Angeles to search for a restaurant that won’t break his performance diet would be miserable.
Things might be different if Rose were here, but she’s busy with X-Squad reshoots in Montréal. She’d been far more excited than Shane was to learn that he’d be attending the award show with Gloria. Text me your outfit!!! she’d typed.
Shane plans on sending Rose a photo tomorrow evening, after he’s been dressed and styled. He’s getting ready in Gloria’s penthouse suite. There’s plenty of space for stylists there, unlike his own modest hotel room. They’ll depart for the red carpet together.
Shane sighs. He’s in for another long day.
He drags himself off the bed. He fetches Yumiko’s product from the mini-fridge under the hotel desk. His wrist hasn’t reacted, so he has no excuse for avoiding it. It’s better than wearing makeup on the red carpet.
Sighing again, he heads into the bathroom.
Shane stares at himself in the mirror. He tries not to squirm as he applies the jar’s contents. His face feels uncomfortable. His skin tingles. The translucent gel clings to him. It’s cold, thick, and strangely slimy.
Shane decides then and there that he won’t look up the ingredients. There are some things that he’s better off not knowing. He tries to pretend that it’s just a new step in his nightly skincare regimen.
Shane takes a deep breath. Holds for four. Exhales. Repeats.
Thirty minutes, Yumiko had commanded. He finishes applying the mask, sets a timer on his phone, and goes back to bed.
Shane crawls under the covers. He folds his hands over his stomach and stares straight up. His hotel room has one of those vintage popcorn ceilings. The clumps will form patterns if he stares hard enough. He tries to. He gazes intently, until he sees hockey plays.
His eyes start to ache. Blinking doesn’t help. He closes them.
He’s desperate for a distraction.
Shane has spent the past two weeks worrying about Rozanov—and feeling stupid for doing so.
Rozanov certainly isn’t upset that their game had been cancelled. He isn’t out there somewhere, staring listlessly at a hotel ceiling, stressing over what to say to Shane the next time they meet. He doesn’t care.
And neither should Shane.
But Shane does.
Too much.
We need to talk, Shane had said. He might not want to, but… I’ve got to try.
It had been easy to say the words to Peter. It’s difficult to imagine reality playing out.
Shane has the highest hockey IQ in the MLH. Everyone says so. Shane agrees. He’s renowned for his ability to see plays unfold on the ice seconds before anyone decides what to do. It’s so simple to him, so obvious. But it’s impossible to explain. No matter how hard he tries.
He wishes he could do the same outside the rink. He can’t. He struggles to read people the way he can read the puck. He wonders if that’s how other players feel when they’re on the ice with him—like they’re a step or two behind. Forever skating after him, but unable to catch up. Embarrassed. Ashamed.
Part of him hopes not. The rest of him thinks, Good. They should know how it feels.
He’s not proud of it. But Shane had spent his childhood as that weird kid. Then that hockey kid. Then the MLH prospect. Then the #2 draft pick. Then the first Asian player. Now he’s the Montréal Metros’ Captain. He’d wanted to retire like that.
People want Hollander. They like what he can do for them. How useful he can be. How obedient. How representative.
They don’t want Shane.
Even Rozanov. He likes fucking Hollander. That’s all.
It had taken a while for Shane to understand that, but he does now. How could he not?
But Shane’s heart is stubborn. It refuses to understand what his head had ages ago.
Shane still likes Rozanov. It’s inconvenient. And infuriating. What is Shane supposed to do about it? They can’t be anything. And even if they could, Rozanov wouldn’t want to.
Whenever Shane imagines this play unfolding, it doesn’t end well.
Maybe that’s what he needs to finally move on. It’s happened before. He’d been okay, eventually.
This isn’t working, Jessica had said.
We’re not really meant to fit, Rose had said.
Let’s stop, Peter had said.
I’m tired, Rozanov had said. It hadn’t been enough.
What will Rozanov say this time?
Shane wonders.
 

January 11, 2015
“Hi, Shane! I’m so glad you’re here!”
Gloria beams as he enters her penthouse suite the following afternoon. She doesn’t move to hug him. She’s standing in the center of the room, with stylists circling her like a pack of bloodthirsty sharks.
Gloria is already wearing her outfit. It’s a silver, floor-length dress and a set of gloves that come up to her elbows. Her gloves and the top half of her dress are covered in a dazzling, geometric pattern of pearls and crystals. Her lower half is an explosion of white feathers. Shane knows better than to say that aloud. Women’s fashion is a mystery to him.
“You look beautiful, Gloria.” Shane compliments her. She looks gorgeous, feathers or not.
“Oh, stop it, you charmer! I haven’t even gotten my hair and makeup done yet!” Gloria teases, but smiles even wider.
Shane smiles back. “You already look so fancy.”
“Well, one of my shows is nominated for Best Television Series - Musical or Comedy.” Gloria explains. She says the award title as if she’s been dreaming about it, but rushes to add, “It’s unlikely that we’ll win, but I want to be ready just in case!”
“Wow…” Shane feels like a terrible friend for not already knowing this. He doesn’t really keep up with tv shows, because of all the traveling he does. Movies are much easier to watch. He secretly vows to do better going forward, if Gloria or Rose are involved. “That’s incredible. Congratulations!”
“Thank you.”
After a moment, Shane clears his throat. “I’m sorry that Carter couldn’t be here with you instead.”
Gloria’s smile softens. “It’s not his fault that there’s a game tonight. Carter is where he needs to be—with his team. Kicking Pittsburgh’s sorry ass! He’s flying out on a redeye afterwards. Who knows, he might even arrive while we’re out partying!”
Shane frowns. Partying? Does she expect him to come along?
Gloria immediately guesses what he’s thinking. She laughs. “Don’t worry, Gabriel and Sean are in town, too! They love a good afterparty. They’ll join me later. You can leave whenever you want. I know you like an early bedtime!”
“Sorry,” Shane mumbles.
“No need to be sorry. We’ll have you back in bed before you turn into a pumpkin!” Gloria reassures him, with a cheeky wink. Shane has watched Cinderella enough times with the Pike twins to get the reference. She means midnight. That’s not so bad.
“I’ll think about it,” he says. A thought occurs to him. “Neither of them wanted to attend with you?”
Gloria laughs and shakes her head. “Oh, no! Never! Gabriel gets stage fright, and Sean would sooner die than give up his sweatpants for a three-piece suit!”
“Sorry to disappoint,” Shane chuckles, “but I won’t be wearing one either.”
Gloria’s eyes sparkle. “Show me!”
Yumiko approaches with a rolling garment rack. She’d been chatting off to the side with another woman, who steps forward too. Yumiko introduces her. “Mr. Hollander, this is H.D. She’ll do your hair.”
“HD? Like a tv?” Shane asks, confused. He immediately wants to kick himself. That was rude.
The woman throws her head back and laughs. “You got it! It’s short for Harper Davis, but that’s way too boring for this industry. H.D.’s catchier, don’tcha think?”
It’s… memorable. Shane shrugs. “Sure.”
H.D. is a petite woman with wild, curly brown hair. Her smile is kind. There’s a slight gap between her front teeth. She’s wearing a tailored black blazer over jeans and a tank top. She has sparkly silver rings on every finger, but they don’t slow her down. With enviable speed, she pinches a few strands of Shane’s hair between her index finger and thumb.
“Ask first!” Yumiko snaps.
H.D. pouts and lets go. Her hand hovers in the air. “Sorry! I got a little excited. Your hair’s really pretty! Can I take a closer look? Please?”
“Uh, okay,” Shane agrees.
H.D. stands on tip-toe to examine his hair. Her touch is professional, but Shane finds himself counting anyway. Before he reaches thirty, she hums and moves back. “Nice texture,” she mutters to herself. “Very thick. Itty bitty wave. Some split ends. I’ve got just the thing for that…”
H.D. glances at Yumiko. She gives her two thumbs up. “This’ll work well for what you had in mind. I’ll bring out the waves. Make it look artfully tousled. Leave a couple strands loose to frame his face.”
H.D. turns back to Shane. Her eyes crinkle from her wide, cheerful grin. “And what a face! You’ll look so handsome tonight! I swear!”
Yumiko passes Shane his suit. “Go put this on.”
Shane does.
 

Shane emerges from the second bedroom.
Yumiko is waiting in the attached lounge area. She stands near the windows, holding the jewelry box. She beckons him over.
Shane realizes that she’s wearing the same clothes as last night. Yumiko is in another all-black outfit. Her blackwork tattoo sleeves peek out from her off-shoulder top. There are a few bits of thread clinging to it that she must’ve missed. Her trousers aren’t neatly pressed, for once. Her long, black hair is pulled back into a high ponytail that matches her silver pendant earrings. Her glasses are smudged.
If Yumiko were anyone else, Shane would say that she looks… tired.
Twenty-seven hours, she’d announced yesterday, matter-of-fact. I’ve done more with less.
She hadn’t said it would be easy.
“Thank you, Yumiko,” Shane says as he walks over.
She looks at him.
“You worked really hard on this.” Shane runs a hand down his outfit. It fits perfectly.
The suit flows along his body, subtly emphasizing his muscles. It has pockets. It’s breathable. It doesn’t restrict his movement. Shane had gazed into the mirror for a few minutes before stepping out of the bathroom. He’s worn a lot of different clothes. He’s never seen himself like this. He doesn’t look like a burly hockey player squeezed into formalwear.
He looks good. Really good. Strong, yet soft. Sleek. Expensive. Handsome.
“Thank you,” Shane repeats. He’s never been great with words, but he owes it to Yumiko to try. She’d thought of everything. From the cut of his clothes to the color to the fabric—every last detail is tailored to his preferences. Even the smallest things, like the collar of his shirt. It’s raised, so that the silk prevents his jacket from chafing against his neck.
“I love it. I’ve never felt this comfortable in a suit before,” Shane tells her. “I’d like to hire you as my stylist. For afterwards. If you want.”
Yumiko’s expression is impossible to read. “Don’t you want to see what the press says first?”
Shane shakes his head. “I don’t care. I like it. And I like working with you.”
Yumiko’s mouth twitches. “Very well. Come put on the rest.”
As Shane fastens the necklace around his throat, he catches sight of Yumiko’s reflection in the windows. She quickly wipes beneath her eye with the corner of her sleeve. He pretends not to notice.
“How do I look?” he asks, once he’s added his earrings, rings, and watch.
“Undo two more buttons,” Yumiko instructs. He does. Then, with a faint smile, she declares, “Perfect.”
 

Gloria gasps when Shane walks back into the main suite. “Oh, wow, Shane! You look so handsome! Wow, Yumiko! Just wow! I feel like a broken record, but really—wow, wow, wow!”
Her reaction boosts Shane’s confidence. He smiles. “Can you take a picture for me, please? I promised I’d send one to Rose.”
Gloria giggles. She reaches for her phone. “Let me send it in our group chat! She’s going to lose her mind. I can’t wait!”
“Not so fast!” H.D. cries. She flings herself between them. “Let me do his hair first! Pleeeeeease!”
 


        

        
            [image: An avatar photo of Gloria Grey wearing a black dress and smiling playfully.]
            [image: An artsy avatar photo of Rose Landry, posing like a model as she looks into the camera.]
        

        
            Too Hot for Hollywood 🔥🎥🏒 

        


Today 5:48 PM

            	Gloria

            	[A photo of Shane Hollander in his red carpet outfit, getting hairspray applied on a hotel balcony.][image: A photo of Shane Hollander in his red carpet outfit, getting hairspray applied on a hotel balcony.]
                ❤️ by Rose

            

            	[A photo of Shane Hollander in his red carpet outfit, getting his hair styled on a hotel balcony.][image: A photo of Shane Hollander in his red carpet outfit, getting his hair styled on a hotel balcony.]🔥 by Rose


            	Look who it is!

            	🕺🏻

        


        
            	Rose

            	Shane Hollander!

            	Is that you!?!?!? 🤯

            	[A playful photo of Rose Landry peering through a magnifying glass.][image: A playful photo of Rose Landry peering through a magnifying glass.]
                🤣 by Gloria

            

            	I am looking respectfully… 👀

        


        
            	Shane

            	Where did you even get that?

        


        
            	Rose

            	Peter and I are having a watch party at my place!

            	I had to be prepared!!!

            	He says you look “very nice,” by the way.

            	Men! 🙄

        

        
        
            	Gloria

            	😂

        

        
        
            	Rose

            	And what about your dress, Gloria??? 👀

            	Which one did you end up choosing?

        

        
        
            	Gloria

            	You’ll just have to wait and find out on the red carpet!

            	😉

        

        
        
            	Rose

            	Boo! 🍅🍅🍅

        

    
 

Shane ducks into the second bedroom to call his parents while Gloria gets her makeup done.
“Hi, mom and dad.” He greets them when his FaceTime call finally connects.
At first, all Shane can see is his dad’s nose. His mom takes the phone from him. She adjusts the angle until they’re both visible.
Once Shane can see them clearly, he repeats himself. “Hi, mom and dad.”
“Hi, Shane,” his dad replies. “How’s LA?”
“Oh, you look so handsome!” His mom exclaims. She puts on her glasses. Her face gets larger as she moves closer to the screen. “We’re so proud of you for putting yourself out there. Send me a picture, please. おばあさん (Grandmother) will want to see this! I’ll email it to her right away.”
Shane’s maternal grandmother is a very fashionable woman. When Shane had been a child, she’d sewn her own clothes—and tiny outfits for him, too. She’d moved back to Japan with his grandfather after they retired.
She still sends him handmade items sometimes, but he’s too shy to wear them outside his apartment. The media has plenty to say about his Japanese heritage without Shane walking around downtown Montréal in a yukata.
Shane’s grandmother is his favorite relative on his mom’s side of the family. It’s an easy promise to make.
“Thanks. The weather here is nice.” Shane answers. “And yeah, I’ll send some photos.”

        

        
            [image: An avatar photo of Yuna Hollander, smiling while wearing a white shirt and blue jeans.]
            [image: An avatar photo of David Hollander, smiling while wearing a dark blue long-sleeved shirt.]
        

        
            The Hollanders

        


Today 6:01 PM

            	Shane

            	[A photo of Shane Hollander in his red carpet outfit, posing on the hotel balcony. He squints in the sunlight.][image: A photo of Shane Hollander in his red carpet outfit, posing on the hotel balcony. He squints in the sunlight.]

            	[A black-and-white photo of Shane Hollander in his red carpet outfit, posing with a serious expression in his hotel room.][image: A black-and-white photo of Shane Hollander in his red carpet outfit, posing with a serious expression in his hotel room.]

        

        
        
            	Yuna

            	Why is the second photo in black and white?

            	Do you have any that show your whole outfit?

            	How about one that’s less serious?

            	And is that a Rolex?

        


        
            	Shane

            	Yes, mom.👍 by Yuna

            

            	[A photo of Shane Hollander in his red carpet outfit, squinting and smiling at the camera while posing on the hotel balcony.][image: A photo of Shane Hollander in his red carpet outfit, squinting and smiling at the camera while posing on the hotel balcony.]❤️ by Yuna


        

        
                
            	David

            	These are great. Thanks, son. I’ll go help your mom write that email. Good luck on the red carpet tonight. Break a leg!

        

        
            	Yuna is typing...

            	
                

                

                

            

        

    
 

“All good?” Gloria asks when Shane returns.
She lounges, very carefully, on the sofa. He gingerly takes a seat on the other side.
“Just wanted to check in with my parents.” Shane glances around the penthouse suite. It’s empty except for the two of them. “Where did everybody go?”
“Yumiko stepped out to take a call. The rest of them are grabbing dinner for us.” Gloria grimaces. “Sandwiches, I’m afraid. We can’t eat anything too heavy or messy.”
Shane looks down at his white jacket. “Uh, I guess so… Wouldn’t want to stain this.”
Gloria laughs and teases, “I think you can afford it.”
Shane shrugs. “Maybe. But this one’s special.”
“Yeah?” Gloria smiles.
“Yeah.” Shane smiles back. “Thanks for inviting me. Again.”
“You’re welcome. I’m happy you decided to come. This’ll be so much more fun with a friend! I hope you enjoy yourself tonight, too.” Gloria beams at him. She looks like a glamorous pile of feathers with toned arms. It’s ridiculous. She doesn’t care at all. She sounds completely sincere when she calls him her friend.
Shane opens his mouth to reply. A confession tumbles out instead. “I’m gay.”
“Oh,” Gloria says. She blinks, then recovers. “Thank you for telling me, Shane.”
Shane doesn’t know what else to do. He stares down at his clenched fists in his lap. His knuckles are white.
“Can I give you a hug? Very, very gently, though! Our stylists might kill us if we ruin these outfits.” Shane glances up. Gloria is smiling at him. Her smile isn’t any different than it was a minute ago.
“Okay,” Shane whispers.
A moment later, he’s enveloped in feathers when Gloria hugs him. It’s odd. But it’s okay, because it’s Gloria underneath them. She gives really good hugs. Shane hugs back, then lets go.
He glances up.
Yumiko is standing in front of the open balcony door.
Shane freezes.
Yumiko steps inside. She shuts the door behind her.
“Did you hear…?” Shane chokes out. Gloria’s hand closes over his. She squeezes.
“Yes,” Yumiko confirms. “Does being gay change your measurements?”
That’s not what Shane expected to happen.
He blinks. “What? No.”
“Then I don’t care.”
Shane waits for her to continue. She doesn’t. Hesitantly, he asks, “…Are you going to tell anyone?”
Yumiko scoffs. “I wouldn’t get far in this line of work without discretion.”
“So… no?”
“Your secret is safe with me,” Yumiko vows. “Now sit up. You’re wrinkling your cummerbund. And breathe. I’ll get water.”
Shane believes her. He sits up. He breathes.
Yumiko brings him a glass of water. She passes it to him.
Shane takes a sip. Then another. The glass is half-full by the time his breathing evens out. He belatedly realizes that Gloria has been patting his back the entire time, murmuring reassurances.
Yumiko takes the glass out of his hand. She sets it aside, then turns to him. Her voice is calm and steady, as it always is. “I say what I mean, Mr. Hollander. I said it earlier. I meant it. You’re perfect the way you are.”
Shane blinks, hard. The blurriness recedes. His throat is still tight. “…Thanks.”
“You’re welcome. Now get up. It’s time to practice your walk.”
Shane pulls himself together.
He stands.
He practices.
 

“Ready?” Gloria asks, later that night.
“Yes,” Shane answers. He takes a deep breath. Holds for four. Exhales.
He steps onto the red carpet.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Did I enjoy dressing Shane up? I sure did. Maybe too much. I am obsessed with this outfit. As I was writing this chapter, more photos dropped! It was meant to be! 😍🕺

This chapter was a (mostly) fun one to write! It just kept getting longer and longer… ❤️

me: yay, men’s fashion! it’ll just be fluff!
my brain: but what if you had shane think about ilya in the middle? ✨

Next time—an Ilya chapter! We pick up right where we left off. ❄️
Shane’s Autism
	My Shane falls somewhere between book, show, and fanon interpretation when it comes to his autism. My take is that it’s simply another facet of his character—much like being half-Japanese or gay. It’s important to who he is, but not all he is. I want to show his autism clearly on the page, but not have it be the focus of his story.
    	For the purposes of this fic, the most significant impact of his autism is his tendency to take things literally and miss subtext. He also sometimes struggles to interpret the emotions of others.

    	Shane is not formally diagnosed (nor will he be in this fic).

    	He knows he thinks and acts differently than his peers. He’s developed effective coping strategies and is perfectly capable of functioning as an elite professional hockey player.

    	He is socially awkward with people who are impatient or not genuinely interested in getting to know him. He’s often slow to trust and open up.

    	Always remember that Shane is an unreliable narrator, and very, very loved. ❤️



Other Notes
	Yes, Shane and Svetlana kept in touch! They talk puck.

	Rodeo Drive is a famous luxury shopping location in Beverly Hills (Los Angeles, CA) with flagship stores for many high-end fashion brands, including Giorgio Armani and Bulgari.

	It’s unlikely that Yumiko would do her fitting and adjustments directly in a brand’s luxury store, but this is my fic, so…

	The watch in Hudson Williams’ original outfit isn’t a Rolex, but we’ll pretend otherwise. Don’t squint too hard at the images.

	Why isn’t Rose invited to the 71st Golden Globes? She’s not famous enough yet. She’s just about to make her big break with X-Squad, but is a B or C-list star now.

	We were very overdue for more Hollanders! 🥰
	Yuna absolutely wanted more photos. David to the rescue! 😂



	A yukata is a more casual, lightweight summer kimono. This traditional Japanese clothing is worn by both men and women. It’s a popular choice for festivals and summer events. Men’s yukata are typically minimalist and made in masculine colors, like deep blue or black, with subtle accents.
	It would be unusual for Shane to walk around downtown Montréal wearing a yukata.



	Yumiko only cares about clothes. She isn’t the slightest bit interested in celebrity gossip. 🤭


Japanese Translationsおばあさん - grandmother [polite]
Content WarningVery brief mention of toxic hockey culture, including racism. Brief mention of Shane’s struggles as someone with (undiagnosed) autism. Shane’s private confession is overheard, but the situation is quickly resolved.


  


      

  












      Chapter 25: (ilya) january 1 - 23, 2015
  



    Chapter Notes

      Please let me know if you run into issues with viewing this chapter so that I can fix them! Thank you! ❤️
Quick reminder that you can hover over the text (or click on mobile) for translations, or refer to the end notes. The translations are from Google Translate. Help is very welcome for improving them! 🙏
9/12 update: Thank you again to olliegrimm for correcting the Russian translations! 🥰❤️
End Notes (continued)
Media Notes (spoilers for this chapter!)
	The Russian New Years’ greeting is something Ilya’s mother used to say to him. This isn’t canon (as far as I know). I just chose emotional violence today. 🥲

	The Boston Raiders group chat is back! I missed my favorite himbos. 😘

	Ilya has acquired a new ally! Cliff might not be as smart as Svetlana, but he’s got a lot of heart. ❤️

	January 7, 2015 is Russian Orthodox Christmas. Ilya and Svetlana are celebrating together.

	Ilya and Svetlana almost figured out the phone situation… So close, yet so far!

	Shane looked so beautiful that Ilya was almost speechless! But that didn’t prevent him from doing more unhinged Googling. 😂

	Some of you may have been hoping for a huge public crashout from Ilya, but remember! Neither he nor Shane are out. They aren’t even in a relationship (yet). Ilya is concerned about staying safe from Russia. Svetlana also recently rebuked him for outing Shane to her. Ilya is going to be very, very cautious about what he posts online, even if he’s secretly losing his shit.

	Speaking of which, I wonder who lily1410 is… 🤣
    	Their avatar photo is of “Forever Susan” Asiatic lilies, which have deep red petals that fade to a golden yellow. They have small spots in the center that look like freckles. 😘



	I tried to show that Ilya saved Shane’s photo to a hidden, password-protected album on his phone. Let me know if that’s not clear enough… It’s hard to do without AO3 allowing scripts for animations. 🫠

	For this fic, imagine that their first International Prospect Cup happened on December 27, 2008.

	I couldn’t find photos of the selfies that Ilya took during the 2014 MLH Awards, so I used screenshots from the broadcast. Just imagine that the photos are his selfies of the two of them together instead!

	I used the same MLH All-Stars theme as their rookie year. I thought it was fitting. ❤️

Coding ReferencesSome of my work skin code in this chapter is inspired by and/or based on:

	Google Search Suggestions Work Skin & Tutorial by BookKeep

	Hiding/showing things based on Creator's Style by MijuWrites

	iMessage Skin by Azdaema

	mm whatcha say?: Changing Text On Hover for Multilingual Fics (A Download Friendly Workskin) by mackerel_cheese

	Twitter Mobile Workskin Documentation by LittleMissGhostette

	Twitter Work Skin: Tweets & Profile (newest layout) by d33rmilk

	Work Skin - Instagram Image Post by shysonata



      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  
        [image: back]
            J

            Jane

        


        

Thu, Jan 1 at 0:00

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	happy new year )

                    

                    !

                

                
                    	пусть все твои мечты сбудутся (may all your dreams come true)

                    !

                

                
                    	как сказала бы мама (as mama would say)

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Thu, Jan 1 at 1:07

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	what did you want to ask me?

                    

                    !

                

                
                    	that night in las vegas

                    !

                

                
                    	i can’t stop thinking about it

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Thu, Jan 1 at 2:21

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	мне не следовало тебя отталкивать (i shouldn’t have pushed you away)

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Calling Jane... (2)


Call could not be completed.

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	мне жаль (i’m sorry)

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Calling Jane...


Call could not be completed.


Thu, Jan 1 at 3:59

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	are yuo comng to allstrs?

                    

                    !

                

                
                    	ill b thre

                    !

                

                
                    	i hpe yuo wll to

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Calling Jane...


Call could not be completed.

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	я скучаю по тебе (i miss you)

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered


        

    
 


        

        [image: Boston Raiders logo]
        
            Loose Cannons ⚫🔥

        


Mon, Jan 5 at 23:40

            	Connors²

            	I can’t take it anymore.

            	Look.

            	[A photo of Ilya Rozanov sitting in a club, staring morosely at his phone.][image: A photo of Ilya Rozanov sitting in a club, staring morosely at his phone.]

            	Why did he even drag us out if he’s going to spend the entire night on his phone!?

        


        
            	Sebbs 🍻

            	be nice

            	i think they broke up 😢

        


        
            	🔨smith

            	Montreal Jane fucked him upppppp 😩💔

        

        
        
            	St-Vicky 🙏

            	Pour 1 out for Cap! 🍺

        

        
        
            	Carmy

            	🍺

        

        
            	Sebbs 🍻

            	🍺

        

        
            	Kohn

            	🍺

        

        
            	Connors²

            	🍺

        

        
            	🔨smith

            	🍺🍺🍺

        

        
        
            	Marly

            	bro

            	this is the team chat

            	u better delete b4 roz asks coach 4 bag skates

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	too late.

        

        
        
            	Marly

            	fuck

        

        
            	Kohn

            	Fuck

        

        
            	Sebbs 🍻

            	fuck

        

        
            	Carmy

            	fuck 😩

        

        
            	St-Vicky 🙏

            	Fuck!

        

        
        
            	Connors²

            	Fuck.

        

        
            	🔨smith

            	Fuck!!! 😭😭😭

        


        
            	Several people are typing...

            	
                

                

                

            

        

    
 


        

        [image: A black-and-white avatar photo of Cliff Marleau, brooding while wearing a white t-shirt and black blazer.]
        
            marly

        


Tue, Jan 6 at 0:21

            	Cliff

            	bro

            	do u want 2 talk?

        


        
            	Ilya

            	about what

        

        
        
            	Cliff

            	montreal jane

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	no

        

        
        
            	Cliff

            	i think we should

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	no

        

        
        
            	Cliff

            	im here 4 u man

            	if u change ur mind

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	is this because of bag skates?

            	i didn’t text coach

        

        
        
            	Cliff

            	roz

            	ur my bro

            	not just my cap

            	i want 2 help

            	did u break up with jane?

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	no

        

        
        
            	Cliff

            	o shit

            	jane dumped u?

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	no

            	we weren’t together

        

        
        
            	Cliff

            	😒 cmon

            	u texted for years

            	u made that dumb face

            	every single time they texted u

            	whipped af bro

            	it was serious

            	no matter what u say

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	fuck off, marly

        

        
        
            	Cliff

            	nah man

            	u want jane back?

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	…yes

        

        
        
            	Cliff

            	i got u

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	i’ve already got a plan

            	sveta helped

        

        
        
            	Cliff

            	fuck yeah!!!

            	🎉 its gonna work then

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	i hope so.

        


    
 


        [image: back]
            J

            Jane

        


        

Wed, Jan 7 at 17:31

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	i miss you

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered


        

    
 

        

        [image: An avatar photo of Svetlana Vetrova, wearing a glamorous dress and smiling broadly.]
        
            света (sveta)

        


Wed, Jan 7 at 17:35
        

            	Svetlana

            	[A photo of Ilya Rozanov sulking and staring intensely at his phone.][image: A photo of Chicago’s iconic bean sculpture covered in snow.]

            	Хватит (Enough of this)

            	Возьми себя в руки, Илюша (Pull yourself together, Ilyusha)

            	Это Рождество, а не похороны (It’s Christmas, not a funeral)!

        

        
            	Ilya

            	прости, света (sorry, sveta)

            	в последнее время я не лучшая компания (i’m not good company lately)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Ты мой лучший друг (You’re my best friend)

            	Я всегда буду хотеть, чтобы ты был здесь (I’ll always want you here)

            	Даже когда ты игнорируешь меня в моем собственном доме (Even when you ignore me in my own home)

            	И мне приходится писать тебе, потому что ты дуешься в углу (And I have to text you because you’re pouting in the corner)

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	извини (sorry)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	От Джейн по-прежнему ни слова (Still no word from Jane)?

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	нет (no)

            	я всё ещё заблокирован (i’m still blocked)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Заблокирован (Blocked)?

            	Ты уверен (You’re sure)?

            	Не похоже на Джейн (That doesn’t seem like something Jane would do)… 🤔

            	Она очень прямолинейна (She’s very direct)

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	мои звонки и сообщения не проходят (my calls and texts won’t go through)

            	что же ещё это может быть (what else could it be)?

            	тебе удалось с ней связаться (you’ve been able to reach her)?

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Да (Yes)…

            	На прошлой неделе она написала мне о своей силовой игре (She texted me last week about her power play)

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	(

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Может быть, это недоразумение (Maybe it’s a misunderstanding)

            	Ты скоро её увидишь, правда (You’ll see her soon, won’t you)?

            	All-Stars будет через две недели (All-Stars is in two weeks)

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	да (yes)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Ты репетировал, что сказать (Have you practiced what to say)?

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	это кажется глупым (it feels silly)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Тебе в любом случае стоит потренироваться (You should practice anyway)

            	Если ты будешь на эмоциях, тебе будет трудно выразить свои мысли по-английски (It’ll be hard to say what you mean in English if you’re emotional)

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	русские не поддаются эмоциям (russians do not get emotional)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	…Серьезно (Seriously)? 😒

            	Положи телефон (Put down your phone)

            	Давай потренируемся прямо сейчас (Let’s practice right now)

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	нет (no)

            	мне не нужно (i don’t need to)

            	я знаю, что сказать (i know what to say)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Ах, да (Oh yeah)?

            	Помнишь свой первый план (Remember your first plan)? 😒

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	…хорошо (fine).

        

    
 

Entertainment Weekly article preview:
[A close-up photo of Shane Hollander in his red carpet outfit.]

GOLDEN GLOBES

Shane Hollander ‘honored’ to attend 71st Golden Globe Awards

MLH star stuns in his red carpet debut.

EW Staff

Published on January 12, 2015 8:00 a.m. ET

[image: Entertainment Weekly logo]

[image: A close-up photo of Shane Hollander in his red carpet outfit.]

Golden Globes
Shane Hollander ‘honored’ to attend 71st Golden Globe Awards
MLH star stuns in his red carpet debut.
By EW Staff
Published on January 12, 2015 8:00 a.m. ET
Read More


Instagram post:
[A rotating sequence of 6 photographs. The first is a close-up photo of Gloria Grey posing in a sparkly silver dress against a reflective glass door. The second is Gloria smiling and walking down a hotel hallway with her dress fully visible. The third is Gloria smiling and being photographed on the red carpet. The fourth is Shane Hollander posing on the red carpet in a white suit jacket, white silk shirt, and black pants. The fifth is a close-up photo of Shane’s face and jewelry in his red carpet outfit. The sixth is Shane posing in his red carpet outfit, leaning casually on a hotel balcony in the sun.]

gloria_grey ☑️

Wow, what a night! So excited to have my friend @shanehollander join me on the red carpet yesterday! 🎥🏆🙌🏾 #71stGoldenGlobes

January 12

1.1M likes • 16.4K comments • 1.9K reposts • 3.7K shares
carty_v ☑️ • ❤️ by author

Love you, baby!!! Congrats on your shiny new award! 😍 #allyoudoiswin
gloria_grey ☑️ • Author

Thanks again for flying out last night, babe! So glad you could make it! 🥰


gabrielgrey • ❤️ by author

Happy for you, sis! ❤️

shanehollander ☑️ • ❤️ by author

Thank you for inviting me. I had a really nice time.
gloria_grey ☑️ • Author

💃🏾❤️

carty_v ☑️

You clean up nice, Hollzy! 😎
lily1410

stop looking


— View 881 more replies

roselandryofficial ☑️ • ❤️ by author

Congrats, Gloria! I’m so proud of you!!! 😭❤️

srivera • ❤️ by author

👏👏👏

scotthunter21 ☑️ • ❤️ by author

Congratulations on your win! And watch out, @bennettadmirals. You might not be the best-dressed man in the MLH anymore.
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stop looking, you’re too old
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Looking sharp! 😄
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Tabernak, Capitaine (Holy fuck, Captain)! 🤯
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stop looking


hpike35

@shanehollander THIS is why you couldn’t babysit last night!?
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stop looking
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Love you, baby!!! Congrats on your shiny new award! 😍 #allyoudoiswin
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Thanks again for flying out last night, babe! So glad you could make it! 🥰
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Happy for you, sis! ❤️
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Thank you for inviting me. I had a really nice time.
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Congrats, Gloria! I’m so proud of you!!! 😭❤️
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Congratulations on your win! And watch out, @bennettadmirals. You might not be the best-dressed man in the MLH anymore.
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Tabernak, Capitaine (Holy fuck, Captain)! 🤯
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[Ilya saves a close-up photo of Shane Hollander smiling on the red carpet. Shane looks very handsome.]
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[Ilya enters the password to a hidden photo album. The password is jane27122008.]
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[Ilya’s hidden photo album. It contains several photos of him presenting on stage with Shane at the 2014 MLH Awards. It also contains Shane’s ads for City Seltzer and Valencio Pocaterra. It now also contains the newly saved photo of Shane smiling on the red carpet at the 71st Golden Globes.]
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[image: Ilya Rozanov and Shane Hollander present on stage at the 2014 MLH Awards. Both look down at the contents of the envelope.]
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        [image: An avatar photo of Svetlana Vetrova, wearing a glamorous dress and smiling broadly.]
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Tue, Jan 13 at 10:36
        

            	Svetlana

            	Ты это видел (Have you seen this)? 🥵

            	[A photo of Shane Hollander posing on the red carpet at the 71st Golden Globe Awards.][image: A photo of Shane Hollander posing on the red carpet at the 71st Golden Globe Awards.]

            	[A close-up photo of Shane Hollander on the red carpet. He looks very handsome.][image: A close-up photo of Shane Hollander on the red carpet. He looks very handsome.]

        

        
            	Ilya

            	перестань пялиться (stop looking)! (((

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Нам нужен план получше (We need a better plan)

            	Подними трубку (Answer your phone)

        

    
[Incoming call from света (sveta). The background is a black-and-white photo of Svetlana smiling.]
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Twitter post:
MLH ☑️

@MLH

Back by popular demand—NORTH AMERICA VS. EUROPE! Are you #TeamHollander or #TeamRozanov? Tune in on January 24-25 for the MLH All-Stars Weekend! #MLH #AllStars2015

[A dramatic promotional photo for MLH All-Stars 2015: North America vs. Europe. Shane Hollander and Ilya Rozanov face off on the ice.]
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ESPN article preview:
[Ilya Rozanov grinning as he gives a shirtless interview.]

Raiders’ captain eager for MLH All-Stars: “I can’t wait.”

Interview with Ilya Rozanov

Jan 21, 2015 • ESPN Staff
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[image: Ilya Rozanov grinning as he gives a shirtless interview.]
Raiders’ captain eager for MLH All-Stars: “I can’t wait.”

Interview with Ilya Rozanov

Jan 21, 2015 • ESPN Staff
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    Chapter End Notes

    I coded this so fast because they’re all so pretty. I didn’t mind staring at my screen for hours. 😂
Next time—All-Stars. FINALLY. 🏒✨
TranslationsFrench (🇫🇷) & Russian (unmarked)
Ilya & Jane - happy new yearпусть все твои мечты сбудутся, как сказала бы мама - may all your dreams come true, as mama would say
мне не следовало тебя отталкивать - i shouldn’t have pushed you away
мне жаль - i’m sorry
я скучаю по тебе - i miss you
Ilya & Svetlana - pull yourself togetherХватит. Возьми себя в руки, Илюша. Это Рождество, а не похороны! - Enough of this. Pull yourself together, Ilyusha. It’s Christmas, not a funeral!
прости, света. в последнее время я не лучшая компания. - sorry, sveta. i’m not good company lately.
Ты мой лучший друг. Я всегда буду хотеть, чтобы ты был здесь. Даже когда ты игнорируешь меня в моем собственном доме. И мне приходится писать тебе, потому что ты дуешься в углу. - You’re my best friend. I’ll always want you here. Even when you ignore me in my own home. And I have to text you because you’re pouting in the corner.
извини - sorry
От Джейн по-прежнему ни слова? - Still no word from Jane?
нет. я всё ещё заблокирован. - no. i’m still blocked.
Заблокирован? Ты уверен? Не похоже на Джейн… Она очень прямолинейна. - Blocked? You’re sure? That doesn’t seem like something Jane would do… She’s very direct.
мои звонки и сообщения не проходят. что же ещё это может быть? тебе удалось с ней связаться? - my calls and texts won’t go through. what else could it be? you’ve been able to reach her?
Да… На прошлой неделе она написала мне о своей силовой игре. - Yes… She texted me last week about her power play.
Может быть, это недоразумение. Ты скоро её увидишь, правда? All-Stars будет через две недели. - Maybe it’s a misunderstanding. You’ll see her soon, won’t you? All-Stars is in two weeks.
да - yes
Ты репетировал, что сказать? - Have you practiced what to say?
это кажется глупым - it feels silly
Тебе в любом случае стоит потренироваться. Если ты будешь на эмоциях, тебе будет трудно выразить свои мысли по-английски. - You should practice anyway. It’ll be hard to say what you mean in English if you’re emotional.
русские не поддаются эмоциям - russians do not get emotional
…Серьезно? Положи телефон. Давай потренируемся прямо сейчас. - …Seriously? Put down your phone. Let’s practice right now.
нет. мне не нужно. я знаю, что сказать. - no. i don’t need to. i know what to say.
Ах, да? Помнишь свой первый план? - Oh yeah? Remember your first plan?
…хорошо. - …fine.
Ilya & Svetlana - we need a better planТы это видел? - Have you seen this?
перестань пялиться! - stop looking!
Нам нужен план получше. Подними трубку. - We need a better plan. Answer your phone.
🇫🇷 Tabernak, Capitaine! - Holy fuck, Captain!
Content WarningsNone for this chapter.


  


      

  












      Chapter 26: (shane) all-stars [part one]
  



    Chapter Notes

      Welcome to the apology arc. 🔥
If you’d rather wait for less angst, come back in… (spoiler)5 chapters? That’s my best guess.

9/19 update: 6 chapters. 🫣


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  January 23, 2015
Three and a half hours into his flight, Shane finally gets some peace and quiet.
J.J. and Mitty have been yapping next to him since takeoff. They’ve fallen asleep now, like everyone else. The cabin is dark and silent.
Shane hasn’t been able to rest, despite his exhaustion. His head throbs dully. His eyes ache. His ears are still ringing. His shoulder itches under its layer of kinesiology tape. It’s cold on the plane. The flight attendant had given him a plastic-wrapped blanket earlier, but he loathes it. The blanket feels scratchy and smells weird. He can’t bring himself to use it. He shivers and zips up his fleece.
Under Dark plays on the tiny screen in front of him. He’d smiled when he found it in the list of movies.
He watches Rose’s character pursue her kidnapper into the catacombs beneath the city. The hotheaded FBI agent slinks through pitch-black tunnels, clutching her gun. Shane knows what happens next. He’s seen this movie many times. He isn’t really paying attention.
He’s thinking about the 2015 MLH All-Stars Weekend.
Shane, J.J., and Mitty are on their way there. They just wrapped up a series of roadies along the West Coast. They’re flying straight to Columbus, OH, of all places.
Jeanine had taken care of everything. The Montréal Metros’ front office had booked their flights, hotels, and other travel arrangements. The three of them are supposed to stick together for the entire day. Their itinerary is convenient, but Shane had forgotten how extroverted J.J. and Mitty are. Although he likes them both, it’s been a very, very long day.
Even so, Shane is looking forward to attending All-Stars with his teammates. He’d been the only Metros player for the last several years. It’ll be nice to have some friendly faces around.
Shane had, once again, been nominated by Coach Theriault to represent the team.
J.J. had taken matters into his own hands this year. He’d gone wild on social media, campaigning hard to snag one of twelve fan-selected slots.
Mitty had been a surprise. The MLH Department of Hockey Operations had picked him to fill a gap in Team Europe’s roster. That didn’t lessen his enthusiasm. He’d lost his mind when the news broke in the locker room. He’d shouted at the top of his lungs, “I’m milking this goddamn pity invite for all it’s worth! I don’t give two fucks if it’s just ‘cause I’m Norwegian and they couldn’t find any other goalies! I’m a fucking All-Star, baby!”
Nobody had made fun of their backup goalie. Goalies are weird. Mitty is relatively normal, and they’d all like for him to stay that way.
It was nice to see someone excited about All-Stars, anyway.
Shane has been stressed about it for the past month. Not because of the hockey, of course. It isn’t his first All-Stars. He knows what to expect from the game and skills competition. He’s not concerned about the location either. There’s probably not much to worry about in Columbus.
He’s been thinking about Rozanov. And what to say to Rozanov. And when. And where. And why. And how.
Shane is a planner. He finds it comforting to work through the details in advance. He wants to be prepared—for anything.
He also knows, however, that things rarely go according to plan when Rozanov is involved. Their… not-relationship had never been part of Shane’s plan. That uncertainty makes him even more nervous.
Shane doesn’t want his All-Stars performance to suffer because of it. He’d been appointed Captain again this year. It’s a responsibility that he takes seriously. It’s his duty to lead Team North America. There are twenty-three other players depending on him. He can’t afford any distractions.
He’ll wait until after the game to speak with Rozanov.
It’s been six months since Las Vegas. Another night or two won’t matter.
As for where… Rozanov’s hotel room makes the most sense. Then Shane can leave if he wants to. Or if Rozanov asks him to. It’ll be better than watching Rozanov walk away.
The why is obvious. Shane needs to know where they stand.
Going into their conversation, Shane is pretty sure about four things. Rozanov doesn’t want to speak to him. Rozanov doesn’t care. Rozanov wants to end things between them. And lastly—he’s safe with Rozanov.
This is not enough. Shane needs to be absolutely certain of all four things before he decides what to do next.
Shane hasn’t reached out. He’d learned his lesson about approaching Rozanov when he doesn’t want Shane. But he can’t put it off any longer. They need to talk. Shane will make sure they do. He’ll catch Rozanov at the afterparty. All-Stars events are always noisy and chaotic. It’ll be easy to slip away once the other players are drunk.
He hopes that Rozanov will agree to meet.
And then… Shane will do what he needs to do. What he always does. What Rozanov hates.
Shane will ask questions.
He’ll ask how Rozanov feels. If Rozanov ever liked him at all. If Rozanov really meant it when he said I’m tired. If Shane did something wrong. If he’s still safe with Rozanov.
He’ll listen to Rozanov’s answers.
And then he’ll decide.
 

The plane lurches as its wheels hit the runway.
It shudders as they skid to a stop. Afterwards, they lumber through the airfield, crawling towards the nearby airport.
The rumbling wakes J.J. at last. His ability to sleep anywhere is impressive. He’d slumped onto Shane’s good shoulder during the flight. Unwilling to be a pillow, Shane had promptly rolled J.J. to the other side of his seat. It had worked. J.J. had spent the last hour snoring into Mitty’s ear.
Mitty hadn’t cared. He’d brought earplugs.
J.J. cracks an eye open. He groans, “C’est quoi (What is it)?”
“On a atterri (We landed),” Shane explains. “Lève-toi. On va bientôt arriver. (Get up. We’ll be there soon.)”
“Okay, Capitaine (Captain).” J.J. sits up and stretches. He yawns, then elbows Mitty. Their goalie had slept through the landing, too. “Mitty! Time to get up!”
Mitty jerks awake with a loud snort. He flails, sputtering profanity. They both ignore him.
“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen.” The flight attendant’s cheerful voice crackles through the overhead system. He announces, “On behalf of our crew, I’d like to welcome you to Columbus, OH! The local time is 6:24pm. We ask that you please remain seated for the safety of yourself and other passengers around you. Please keep your seatbelt securely fastened until we’ve come to a complete stop at our gate. We’ll be arriving shortly…”
Shane stops listening. He’s heard countless versions of this announcement.
He turns off his tablet. He’d taken it out to review tape from last night’s game against San Francisco. He’d ended up drafting rosters for the All-Stars skills competition instead.
Shane wants to arrive with his own ideas about the lineup, although LeClaire will likely have suggestions. It’ll be Shane’s first time working with the head coach of the Boston Raiders. LeClaire had been selected as an All-Stars coach because of his team’s Stanley Cup victory. Hopefully, LeClaire is more pleasant to work with than Coach Theriault. It’s a low bar to clear.
“Ready for All-Stars, Capitaine (Captain)?” J.J. gestures towards Shane’s tablet with a grin.
“Yes,” Shane answers.
He’s ready.
 

January 24, 2015
“‘Sup, Hollzy!?” Carter exclaims. He throws an arm across Shane’s shoulders. “Long time no see! How ya been, dude?”
“I saw you last week,” Shane reminds him.
Carter had flown from Pittsburgh to join Gloria after the awards ceremony. She’d ended up winning a Golden Globe for her romcom tv series. She’d seemed far more excited to see Carter afterwards. She’d giggled as he lifted her and spun her in circles, feathers and all. The three of them had met up with Gabriel and Sean at a glitzy afterparty to celebrate.
Carter chuckles. “Yeah, man! I remember. I’m just shootin’ the shit!”
“Oh. Well, I’ve been good.”
It’s true. Shane has been playing some of the best hockey of his life. The Montréal Metros are on a seven-game win streak. His team is leading the Eastern Conference in points. It’s been hell on Shane’s body, but it’ll be worth it if they bring home the Stanley Cup this season.
He wants to win it. More than almost anything else.
The Admirals tend to hang out together at events. As expected, Scott and Eric soon wander over to say hello. They’re holding overflowing plates from the All-Stars breakfast buffet.
Shane’s stomach growls when he sees the food. He hadn’t finished checking into the hotel with J.J. and Mitty until late last night. He’d been too tired for a proper dinner. He’d ordered baked salmon, brown rice, and steamed vegetables from room service. The portions had been small. He’s starving.
“Hi, Shane,” Eric greets him. He examines Shane’s gray suit. “Giorgio Armani again?”
“Yeah.”
Shane already had plenty of things to worry about at All-Stars. He wasn’t interested in fretting over what to wear. He’d asked Yumiko to help him choose a few outfits for the weekend. He’d wanted to keep things simple this time, so that he could manage the styling on his own.
Yumiko had picked menswear pieces that were comfortable, yet impeccably tailored. She’d also given him another black, velvet-lined jewelry box. “Take it,” she’d insisted, with a faint smile. “A gift from Bulgari. They were pleased with you.”
Shane is wearing the sleek, white gold hoop earrings and rings now. He’d added a matching white gold Rolex with an emerald green face. His textured, gray two-piece suit has a relaxed fit. His white t-shirt clings to his chest. It’s soft, and looks slightly translucent under the florescent lights. It reminds him of his compression shirts. Yumiko had glared when he dared to say so aloud.
Yumiko had also asked H.D. to teach Shane how to style his hair before he left LA. H.D. had done so with delight. She’d been thorough, albeit chaotic in her hands-on instruction. Shane had flown home with several more hair products. He’d brought them along to All-Stars, and used them this morning.
Shane looks good, and feels even better. He tells Eric, “I hired Yumiko.”
“Very nice,” Eric compliments. “Lucky you. Glad you gave jewelry a try. I knew you’d be able to pull it off.”
“Thanks, Eric.” Shane rubs the back of his neck. It’s flattering to have the approval of a man who dresses so well. Eric had shown up in a pristine three-piece suit.
“Looking good, Hollywood,” Scott teases. The Hollywood chirp is new, but makes sense.
Shane had been plastered all over the news after the 71st Golden Globe Awards. His mom had told Shane that his red carpet look went viral. Shane doesn’t care. He almost never logs into social media. His mom—who’s also his manager—usually handles everything so that he can stay focused on hockey. But so many brands have reached out that even she’s feeling overwhelmed.
“Thanks,” Shane mumbles. He knows Scott doesn’t mean anything bad by it.
Everyone else is wearing suits, too. They’re all scheduled to do media this morning. Players are supposed to take individual photos in their suits, as well as their hockey gear. There’s an interview panel with the Captains at noon.
Shane will see Rozanov then. He’s ready.
…Probably.
“You wanna grab breakfast? I could use another plate.” Carter steers Shane towards the buffet. As they walk across the hotel ballroom, he complains, “I’m so fuckin’ hungry! They fed us bird food last night. Vegan Mexican! Like, what the hell? Should be a fuckin’ crime. I almost cried when I bit into my burrito and there was, like, asparagus inside. Must be a newbie in charge. I thought some of the dudes were gonna straight up riot. Guess they got the memo, though. There’s good shit on the buffet today.”
The buffet is packed with traditional American breakfast foods. Pancakes, waffles, eggs, sausage, bacon, hash browns, a bunch of pastries… Not a lot of things that fit Shane’s performance diet. He frowns.
“Ah, they’ve got some stuff you’d like over there.” Carter points to a station at the end of the buffet. He begins filling his own plate with pancakes.
Shane goes to investigate. There’s an assortment of yogurt, fruit, granola, and prepackaged protein shakes. He helps himself to the Greek yogurt, then scoops granola and various berries into his bowl in neat little piles. At least it looks nice. He grabs a pair of protein shakes on his way out. He sets it all down on the Admirals’ table and goes back for more.
This time, he picks up a plate. He peruses the buffet. He serves himself scrambled eggs and a couple thick slices of ham. It’s not ideal, but he needs more calories to maintain his bulk. Shane sighs. He wrinkles his nose.
As he contemplates doing a third pass of the buffet, he catches sight of Rozanov entering the ballroom.
Fuck. Shane turns around. He rushes back to his table. This’ll do.
Shane sets his plate down. His breakfast spread looks modest next to everyone else’s heaping plates.
“Gonna eat in your suit, Capitaine (Captain)?” J.J. teases around a mouthful of waffles. He and Mitty have squeezed in with the Admirals. There aren’t any other empty seats at the table, which suits Shane just fine.
The ballroom is bustling, even at this hour. Noise bounces off the walls, amplifying the sounds of idle chatter, laughter, and cutlery scraping plates. All forty-eight All-Stars players have arrived. Many of them had brought family members or friends along for the weekend.
Shane had come alone. It’ll make it easier to speak to Rozanov.
That’s a problem for later. Breakfast first.
Conversation stutters throughout the room when Shane strips off his jacket. He drapes it over the back of his chair. He sits and cracks open a protein shake.
“Oh, for fuck’s sake!” Someone mutters at the table behind him. Shane glances over his shoulder. It’s Anders Nilsson, Toronto’s starting goalie. His face is flushed. He stabs his scrambled eggs viciously with his fork. “…These, uh… these eggs are so fucking salty!”
Huh. Shane frowns down at his plate. The eggs had been labelled as unsalted on the buffet, which is the only reason he’d taken any. He takes a bite to check. They taste bland. Maybe Nilsson got a bad batch. The hotel staff has been working nonstop to rotate the buffet dishes.
Scott’s face is red, too. He’s clearly trying not to laugh. He smothers his chuckles with his fist.
The rest of the table is behaving normally. Carter shovels down pancakes. Eric sips his coffee. J.J. drowns his waffles in maple syrup. Mitty slices his sausage patties into tiny squares, then meticulously stacks them into towers. That’s normal for him, though. He’s a goalie.
Shane shrugs and eats his breakfast.
 

Shane can do this.
He takes a deep breath. Holds for four. Exhales. He enters the media room.
Rozanov is already there.
Rozanov looks good. Too fucking good. Gorgeous.
His crisp white shirt is unbuttoned enough to reveal his gold cross. His charcoal-black suit has a subtle pinstripe pattern. The fabric looks silky, even under the harsh studio lights. Shane wants to run his hands across it. He wants to climb into Rozanov’s lap and feel it against his bare thighs. He wants to find out if the suit is as luscious as it looks. It fits Rozanov perfectly, emphasizing his—
Shane tears his eyes away. What the fuck is he thinking about in a room full of reporters and MLH personnel?
Shane plasters on his media smile. He walks calmly across the room. He stops at the bottom of the stage. He climbs the stairs. One-two-three-four-five. He sits down at the table, on Rozanov’s left. He breathes.
Rozanov smiles at him.
Shane’s media smile wavers. He looks away.
“Sorry I’m late,” Shane tells the moderator. He knows he isn’t late.
She waves his apology off from the front row of the crowd. Shane recognizes her from last years’ All-Stars media room. She’d been professional. He’d appreciated that, as well as her insightful, hockey-related questions. “You’re on time, Mr. Hollander. We’ll get going in just a minute.”
“Okay.” Shane is still smiling. That’s great. Rozanov won’t be able to speak to him. Or ignore him.
Beneath the tablecloth, something taps Shane’s right foot. It feels almost like…
No. It can’t be.
Shane freezes. His media smile frays around the edges.
Rozanov taps their shoes together again.
What is Rozanov playing at? Why the fuck would he do that to Shane right now? Is this funny to him?
Or maybe it had never meant anything at all.
Shane blinks. He swallows, hard.
Rozanov taps his shoe a third time. He presses his foot against Shane’s and leaves it there.
Shane doesn’t look at Rozanov.
He doesn’t tap back.
He pulls away and smiles, smiles, smiles until their interview starts.
 

“…and do you have any parting words for your opponent before the games begin?” The moderator makes eye contact and taps her watch. That’s their cue to wrap up the interview.
Rozanov leans into the microphone before Shane can say no comment.
“I’ve been looking forward to this for a long time,” Rozanov declares. His voice is serious, but he’s smiling.
Shane has no idea what that means.
He clears his throat.
“Good luck,” he tells Rozanov. Or maybe himself. “You’ll need it.”
 

“Alright, gentlemen. Come with me.”
A haggard, middle-aged man beckons them both over as they step off stage. The staff badge clipped to his lanyard reads Laurent Gauvin, Head Photographer.
He leads them through the hotel conference center to another media room. It’s crammed with white-hot studio lights and eager assistants in headsets. He gestures to a spot on the floor, marked by an X of black tape. It’s directly in front of a vinyl backdrop covered in the All-Stars logo. “Stand over there, please.”
Shane blinks. “I did media earlier.”
A lot of it, in fact. It had taken nearly fifteen minutes for them to finish shooting Shane’s promotional images. That had been twice as long as anybody else. The other photographer had kept asking Shane to strike different poses in his suit. At least the shoot in his hockey uniform had gone quicker.
Laurent shakes his head. “We got your solos, but the MLH wants a few shots of you together. All-Stars Captains standing next to each other, smiling, shaking hands. That kinda thing. Good sportsmanship, yeah?”
“Sure,” Shane grits out between his teeth. There’s nothing else he can say. He strides over to the backdrop. Hopefully, this won’t take too long. He still can’t tell if he wants to kiss Rozanov or punch him in the face.
“Okay,” Rozanov agrees. His Russian accent curls thickly around the word.
Rozanov’s English is excellent now, but this one particular word still sounds the same as it had years ago. Hearing it takes Shane straight back to the frozen parking lot where they’d met. He tries not to think about it as Rozanov saunters closer. Rozanov’s big hands are tucked into his pockets. It pulls his suit taut across his hips, which is… distracting.
Shane tries not to think about that either. He looks away. But not for long.
The photographers tsks and remarks, “I’m gonna need you to look at each other, gentlemen. Let’s just get this over with.”
Shane’s jaw clenches. He forces himself to relax and smile. He turns towards Rozanov.
Rozanov is already looking at him. His gaze is intense. His enigmatic blue eyes flicker across Shane’s face, studying him. Shane isn’t sure why. He keeps smiling. It’s difficult.
Laurent peers into the viewfinder of his camera. He frowns. “Closer, please. I need you both in frame.”
Rozanov immediately steps closer. Shane stays put.
“Closer!” Laurent urges, with an exasperated sigh.
Shane doesn’t move. Rozanov takes two more steps.
Rozanov is impossible to ignore. He's so fucking handsome. It’s infuriating. He’s close enough that Shane can see the flecks of green and gold in his irises. His curls gleam like burnished gold. He looks freshly shaved. Smells like it, too. Shane is all-too-familiar with the heady scent of Rozanov’s aftershave, from pressing open-mouthed kisses against Rozanov’s sharp jaw.
Rozanov is just one step away. Shane could lean in and—
Rozanov smirks, slow and filthy, like he can tell what Shane is thinking. He holds out his hand. He drawls, “Hollander.”
“Rozanov,” Shane retorts. He takes Rozanov’s hand. He shakes it.
One-two-three… Shane counts—very, very deliberately—and then lets go.
Rozanov’s smirk falters.
“Are we done here?” Shane turns to ask the photographer.
Laurent scoffs. “You’re kidding, right? You’re gonna need to do that a few more times.”
Shane’s heart flutters helplessly. He bites his lip. He turns back to Rozanov. Shane can do this. Really. He can. He drags his gaze from Rozanov’s polished leather dress shoes up to his face.
Rozanov looks stunned. He’s not smiling anymore. He pulls himself together when Shane offers his hand.
One-two-three… Shane counts loudly in his head again, then pulls away.
Rozanov frowns. He starts to move forward.
“Alright, gentlemen. Can you try holding it a little longer this time? I can only click so fast!” Laurent squints down at his camera.
Shane takes a deep breath, and takes Rozanov’s hand.
One-two-three-four-five... Shane forces himself to count. Then he lets go.
“One more time, please. I’ve think we’ve almost got it,” Laurent calls out.
Shane takes another deep breath. Okay. Fine. This is fine. Everything is fine. Shane is being ridiculous. He can hold Rozanov’s hand for another five seconds, and the world won’t end.
He takes Rozanov’s hand. One-two—
Rozanov steps closer. The look in his eyes makes Shane’s breath catch in his throat.
Shane forgets to count.
Rozanov tightens his grasp. Out of sight of the camera, he strokes the back of Shane’s hand with his thumb. His gaze darkens. Rozanov leans in and murmurs, “You’re still angry with me?”
What?
Shane’s brow furrows. “What do you mean?”
“That’s it! We’ve got the shot! Thank you, gentlemen, we’re done here!” Laurent interrupts. The rest of the staff crowds around him, eager to catch a glimpse of his camera’s viewfinder.
Rozanov lets go.
The thought hadn’t even occurred to Shane.
Rozanov doesn’t move away yet. He glances over at the photographer to make sure everyone is busy. Then he leans down to whisper in Shane’s ear, “Text me your room number.”
He walks away before Shane can reply.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Let the games begin. 🔥

It’s taken 25 chapters to get here. Of course Shane and Ilya aren’t going to fix everything right away. Buckle up! ❤️

I’ve also added a (rough) chapter count estimate. Will I stick to it? Uhhh… 🫣

me, realizing i have to learn more about hockey for this arc: oh no
my brain: you can’t focus on the reunion until you know every single detail about all-stars weekend 🧠✨
me, later: i spent so much time on these details and they didn’t even appear in this chapter… 🫠

shane’s plan: stay calm. be responsible. focus on hockey. wait to have a serious conversation with ilya until after sunday’s all-stars game.
meanwhile, ilya: shaneshaneshaneshaneshane!!! 😍

Next time—Shane has a plan. Ilya has a plan. Will they follow their plans, or go rogue? 😏
Hockey NotesThis is a fanfic, but I still wanted the hockey to feel somewhat realistic. Please be kind, I don’t follow hockey. There’s no need to read these notes unless you’re as obsessed with details as I am. 😅
	My 2014 MLH All-Stars selection process is fictional. There are 48 total players. 24 players are selected by their team (1 per team). 12 players are selected through fan voting. The remaining 12 players are selected by the MLH Department of Hockey Operations, who balances and assigns the final teams.

    	The two head coaches belong to the teams in 2013-14 Stanley Cup Final. One is LeClaire, from the Boston Raiders. The other is the head coach of the San Francisco Missions, who I have yet to name.

    	The theme is North America vs. Europe, which is a repeat of Shane and Ilya’s rookie season. The NHL equivalent is North America vs. World.

Other Notes
	The Montréal Metros’ goaltender is Patrice Drapeau in the books and Søren “Mitty” Miitka (with disputed spelling…) in the show. I’ve split the difference by having Mitty be their backup goalie. That explains some of his joy at being chosen for All-Stars. I’ve made him Norwegian so that he can join Team Europe.

	Sorry in advance to anyone who enjoys Columbus, OH. I’ll gently poke fun at it throughout this arc. ❤️

	Multilingual Shane, my beloved. 😍

	Of course that’s an All the Things She Said reference! 🎵

	If you’re curious, Scott was chosen for All-Stars by the Admirals. Carter was voted in by fans (as usual). Eric was picked by the MLH, like Mitty.

	Shane’s gray suit is Hudson Williams’ Giorgio Armani pre-Oscar party look. His shirt is perhaps a bit less sheer. 😅

	Ilya to everyone: stop looking! 😡

	Ilya’s suit is what Connor Storrie wore for the Toronto premiere of Heated Rivalry, minus the moustache.

	me, imagining this handshake since chapter 6: finally! 😈

	Why doesn’t Shane just talk to Ilya!? Some of you may scream ask. Shane wants to, but he’s really thrown off by things not going as planned. (This is especially upsetting for many people with autism.) He wanted to wait to speak to Ilya until after the All-Stars game. Shane thinks their conversation will be upsetting, and he doesn’t want that to impact his hockey. He finds Ilya’s sudden change in attitude and behavior very confusing, too.

	And yes, Ilya absolutely shot himself in the foot at the end by trying to be cool.


French TranslationsC’est quoi? - What is it?
On a atterri. Lève-toi. On va bientôt arriver. - We landed. Get up. We’ll be there soon.
Capitaine - Captain
Content WarningNone for this chapter.


  


      

  












      Chapter 27: (shane) all-stars [part two]
  



    Chapter Notes

      ‼️ Hello, I’m adding another chapter to the apology arc! This is arguably the most important part of the fic and I don’t want to rush it. 🫣

End Notes (continued)
Hockey Notes (contains minor spoilers for this chapter)I included some of these details in this chapter because Shane cares about them. They don’t matter for the romantic plot. No need to read through these notes unless you, too, are a big nerd. /affectionate ❤️

    	Every All-Stars player mentioned exists in canon, though few of them have any sort of presence on the screen or page.

    	It’s typically the responsibility of the coaching staff to run practice, manage rosters, and so forth. Shane offering this much tactical advice could be seen as overstepping his captaincy, which is why he’s so cautious about it.

    	For this fic, All-Stars players volunteer for events in the skills competition. It’s the Captain’s job to coordinate with the team’s head coach to finalize the lineup.

    	The New Jersey Demons are the (fictional) MLH counterpart to the NHL’s New Jersey Devils. Leave me and my shitty team renames alone! 😂

	Fun fact, I originally made Bood the second alternate captain! Then I realized he literally just got drafted this season. RIP. So a random captain from book canon got the job.

	The skills competition is (mostly) accurate for 2015. The statistics and scores are grounded in reality (see below). I’ve ordered the events chronologically and included my fictional winners below for easy reference. I will format scores as Team North America (Hollander) - Team Europe (Rozanov) for consistency.

        	Fastest skater — Connor McDavid in 13.020 seconds (2017); Jonathan Drouin in 13.103 seconds (2015)
	Ilya Rozanov wins in 13.020 seconds

            	Shane Hollander finishes in 13.103 seconds

            	Team Europe wins 2 out of 4 head-to-head matches and gets an extra point for Ilya being the fastest. Total score: 2-3.



        	Breakaway challenge — winner determined by fan voting
            	Ilya Rozanov wins

            	Shane Hollander doesn’t compete

            	Team Europe gets one point for Ilya winning. Total score: 2-4.



        	Accuracy shooting — Daniel Sedin in 7.3 seconds (2011); Shane Hollander in 6.7 seconds (2011, book canon)
            	Shane Hollander wins in 6.72 seconds - comes close but doesn’t break his rookie year record

            	Ilya Rozanov finishes in 7.47 seconds - improved since his rookie year

            	For reference, Scott Hunter’s old record was 8.03 seconds (Heated Rivalry S1E1: Rookies)

            	Team North America wins 2 out of 4 head-to-head matches and gets an extra point for Shane being the fastest. Game score: 3-2. Total score: 5-6.



        	Skills challenge relay — Western Conference wins in 1:27.687 (2016)
            	Team Europe wins both times; their fastest time is 1:27.687 - Ilya’s strategy pays off

            	Game score: 0-3. Total score: 5-9.



        	Hardest shot — Martin Frk with 109.2 mph (2020, AHL)
            	Finn MacLellan wins with 109.1 mph - he’s a big boy! 😄

            	Ilya Rozanov hits 105 mph, but loses his match

            	Shane Hollander doesn’t compete

            	Team North America wins 3 out of 4 head-to-head matches, but Team Europe wins hardest shot. Game score: 3-2. Total score: 8-11.



        	Shootout — Team Foligno wins 6-5 (2015)
            	I took some liberties with this one. The Captains participate in all 3 rounds. The lineup repeats until the two minutes are up. I got rid of the 2-point pucks. It’s my fanfic and I want drama! 😂

	Team North America wins 9-5 - Shane carries his team. Goalies hate him for a reason.

            	Final total score: 17-16. Team North America wins the All-Stars skills competition. 🎉









      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Shane is still thinking about what Rozanov said when he arrives for his first practice with Team North America. He’d walked from the hotel to Nationwide Arena. It was right down the street, and he’d hoped that the frigid air would clear his head. It hadn’t. He’s just as confused now as he was twelve minutes ago.
Entering the arena feels like stepping into a warm embrace. This might not be his rink, but it’s still home.
Shane sniffles. His exposed cheeks burn from the sudden change in temperature. He knocks the slush off his boots at the carpeted entrance. He brushes big, fluffy snowflakes off his down jacket and toque. He rubs and flexes his gloved fingers until he can feel them again.
Walking outside in the winter had been a stupid idea. But Shane had needed a moment alone. Although he hasn’t decided what to do about Rozanov, he feels more settled. He’ll worry about it when practice is over.
Hockey comes first.
Shane exchanges friendly nods with his teammates as he walks into the locker room. The equipment managers have filled the stalls with everyone’s gear. Shane finds the one labelled Hollander. He strips down. He tugs on his compression shirt and a pair of athletic shorts, then heads for the gym.
Nobody wants to get injured at All-Stars. None of the guys take the game as seriously as Shane, but they all join the off-ice workout before practice. Shane zones out during his cardio routine. Muscle memory takes over. He refocuses as he stretches on the rubber floor mats.
The other players chat while they warm up. Shane knows them all. Of course he does—he’s their Captain. He’d refreshed his memory of their gameplay by reviewing tape over the last few weeks. This year, they’re all decent guys. They’ll follow him.
LeClaire stands in the corner with his arms crossed. He doesn’t look angry. Shane doesn’t think so, anyway. LeClaire’s piercing blue eyes sweep across the gym, observing the players as they train. He looks similar in age to Coach Theriault. Both have streaks of gray hair around their temples, and fine lines on their faces. LeClaire’s wrinkles deepen when he smiles.
LeClaire has a tall, sturdy build that hasn’t softened over time. He’d played for the Boston Raiders in his youth. He stands out among their coaching staff because of his Raiders baseball cap. Shane has never seen him without it. Today, he’s swapped it for a hat with the All-Stars logo. It matches his plain black tracksuit.
Shane had wanted to speak with LeClaire before practice. Now seems like a good time.
He stands and approaches LeClaire. He waits a respectful distance away. “Do you have a minute, sir?”
LeClaire nods. He turns towards Shane. “What do you need, Hollander?”
Off to a good start. Shane comes closer. “I watched our players’ tapes. I’d like to make some suggestions during practice. Is that okay with you, sir, or should I wait until later?”
LeClaire scowls. His moustache twitches. “Later? Why the fuck would you wait until later?”
Coach Theriault doesn’t like when Shane offers advice during practice. He’s never said it aloud, but his actions afterwards have made that perfectly clear to Shane. Coach Theriault prefers when Shane stays silent and does as he’s told.
Shane doesn’t mention this to LeClaire. It’s none of his business. He shrugs. “Just thought I should check with you first, sir.”
“You want to give the other guys tips?” LeClaire raises an eyebrow.
“Yes, sir.” Shane wants to win.
“Tips they might use against you in the playoffs?”
“Yes, sir.” They can try. It won’t matter.
LeClaire snorts. His Boston accent thickens. “Oh, yeah? You got any tips in that big, beautiful brain of yours for Rozanov?”
Shane doesn’t agree about his brain being big or beautiful, but he answers, “Of course. He’s not on my team though, sir.”
“Would you tell him if he was?” LeClaire snorts again.
“Yes, sir.”
LeClaire stares at Shane. “Really?”
Shane nods. “I don’t deserve to be the best if I can’t beat the best.”
LeClaire doesn’t reply.
Shane waits. LeClaire still doesn’t speak. Shane needs an answer in the next five minutes. They’re hitting the ice soon. He’ll have to adjust his tactics if LeClaire doesn’t want him to critique the team.
Shane bites his lip. He asks again, “Can I talk to the players, sir?”
“Do I look fucking stupid to you?” LeClaire uncrosses his arms.
Shane frowns. He’d thought this conversation was going well. Maybe not. “No, sir.”
“Then why the fuck wouldn’t I let Shane Hollander give advice to my guys? What kind of fuckwit says no to that!?”
Shane imagines LeClaire spitting that particular insult into Coach Theriault’s face. He tries not to laugh. “Is that a yes then, sir?”
“Fuck yes!” LeClaire confirms. He adds gruffly, “And enough of that sir bullshit. Just call me Coach or LeClaire.”
“Okay, LeClaire,” Shane agrees. It feels weird, but better. “Thank you.”
LeClaire scoffs. “No. Thank you. We’re going to fucking destroy Team Europe.”
 

Practice goes well. Really fucking well.
Shane can’t stop smiling. It’s fun to play with guys that can almost keep up. They’re All-Stars, after all.
Shane enjoys working with LeClaire, too.
LeClaire is tough but fair. He has high expectations, but isn’t unreasonable. He gives his players a chance to learn and do better, rather than berating them for not getting things right on the first try. His tactics are bold and brash. After a single practice, Shane understands why the Raiders have such an aggressive, recognizable playstyle.
“Don’t be afraid to fight your way out, Hollander!” LeClaire yells at one point during their scrimmage, as Shane tussles for the puck. He’s boxed in against the boards.
Shane grins.
Everyone hurriedly backs away from him. Even his own teammates.
Nobody in the MLH has seen Shane fight. They’re still nervous. They’d be even more worried if they knew about his background in MMA.
Shane’s mom had enrolled him in mixed martial arts classes when he was a kid. She’d wanted to ensure that Shane could defend himself, both on and off the ice. Unexpectedly, Shane had enjoyed the classes. Sparring reminds him of hockey. It has strict rules, and disciplined movements that he can combine in unpredictable, devastating ways. Shane still cross-trains with MMA during the off-season.
Luckily for the other players, Shane won’t be dropping gloves at All-Stars. It’s nice to know he wouldn’t immediately get benched if he did, though. That’s one of the many reasons why he tries to avoid brawling on the Montréal Metros.
“Maybe next time!” Shane chirps. He snatches the puck, dekes Price, and goes for a breakaway instead.
His opponents react too slowly to stop him. Shane tears down the ice. With a sharp snap of his wrist, he shoots. The puck pings loudly off the goalpost. It ricochets past Eric’s outstretched glove and sinks into the net.
“Damn, Hollander!” Eric laughs as he lifts himself out of the splits. “Nilsson and Miitka are fucked.”
J.J. skates up to tap helmets with Shane. “T’es chaud, Capitaine (You’re fired up, Captain)!”
“J’veux gagner (I want to win),” Shane admits.
“Then let’s fuckin’ win!” Marly roars as he slams into them to celebrate. The Boston Raiders’ forward crushes them both against his broad chest. He’s huge. And strong. He lifts Shane entirely and pulls J.J. onto his tiptoes. “You’re a fuckin’ beaut’, Hollzy!”
LeClaire had assigned Carson and Marleau to Shane’s line. It had taken a while for Shane to get used to Marleau—who insists on being called Marly—on his left wing. He’s slower than Hayden, but nearly a foot taller. He compensates for his lack of speed with sheer power and reach. He’s always where Shane needs him to be.
Shane had expected nothing less from a man who shares a line with Rozanov. What Shane hadn’t expected is how loud and tactile Marly is. He makes J.J., whose quick hands are even more expressive than his face, look shy in comparison.
“We’re gonna fuck Team Europe!” J.J. screams. The players within reach pile on, slapping their backs, shoulders, and helmets.
“Fuck yeah, brother!” Marly gives them both another bone-crushing squeeze before he lets go and skates off.
LeClaire blows his whistle.
Shane wobbles over to the bench. His ears are ringing.
“Alright, listen up!” Twenty-four players huddle around LeClaire as he raises his voice. “Nice fucking job, boys! First and second lines are looking sharp. I’ll have another think on the third and fourth tonight, and we’ll do a few swaps at morning skate to see what clicks.”
Team North America nods along. LeClaire continues.
“Let’s focus on the skills competition. Most of you are All-Stars vets, so you should know the drill. If you don’t, go talk to your Captain.” LeClaire jabs his thumb at Shane. He glances at his clipboard and reads aloud. “We’ve got six events. Accuracy Shooting, Breakaway Challenge, Fastest Skater, Hardest Shot, Shootout, and Skills Challenge Relay. I’ve got ideas, and I bet Hollander does too.”
A couple players chuckle. Shane ignores them.
LeClaire turns to Shane. “Floor’s all yours.”
“Uh, yeah, hi. But, um…” Shane can’t help himself. He tells LeClaire, “You should pair Brophy and Price. They’ll be a better defensive match for MacLellan and Sullivan. I’m pretty sure Team Europe will try to power through our first line by sending them out with Bogrov, Lundin, and Rozanov. That’s what I’d do, anyway. They’ll probably pair Kerr and Korogyi, too. Those two are fast, for d-men. Boodram, Clarke, and Pierce are faster. They’ll be able to play keepaway or overtake them. Especially if you send them out with Boiziau and Nelson. That’ll break up our second line, but Hunter and Vaughn passed tape-to-tape with Matheson during the shooting drill earlier. They’ll still be a strong line without Clarke. And if you put…”
Shane trails off. Everyone is staring at him. Fuck. “Never mind. Sorry. Let’s talk about the skills competition.”
“No!” LeClaire slaps his clipboard. His moustache quivers. Then he reconsiders, grumbling, “Fine. But come find me after practice, Hollander. Sounds like you’ve put a lot of thought into this.”
Shane rubs the back of his neck. “I’m the Captain.”
“Indeed,” LeClaire mutters. His expression is impossible to read.
Shane clears his throat. “Well, here’s the lineup I had in mind…”
 

Nobody questions him.
The closest anyone comes is Ryan Price.
Price had been voted into All-Stars by MLH fans, who love watching him brawl. He’d recently been traded to the New Jersey Demons. Shane hadn’t seen the trade coming, since Price had been part of the roster that won Boston their Stanley Cup. Rozanov hadn’t mentioned any issues with Price—but then again, he’d barely spoken to Shane at all last year.
Once their team disperses, Price drifts over to Shane. He’s been quiet and well-behaved throughout practice so far. Shane cranes his neck to look up at the enormous defenseman. Price lowers his head. He asks softly, “You really want me to compete? Not just hit people?”
“Yes,” Shane replies firmly. “No fighting, if you can help it. This is All-Stars. Act like it. I need you on the ice, not in the penalty box.”
Price shuffles his feet. He doesn’t reply.
“You’re more than just an enforcer,” Shane encourages him. “You can win Hardest Shot if you try.”
I want you to try, Shane thinks, but doesn’t say aloud. Most people aren’t as competitive as he is. It’s not his place to tell Price what to do.
“Okay,” Price mumbles. He skates away.
Shane sighs.
He’ll do what he can.
 

Three hours later, Shane walks back alone from the arena. Nobody stops him.
He makes it to his hotel room. He strips down, folds his clothes, and heads into the bathroom. He takes a scalding hot shower to wash off the sweat and grime from practice. He tries to scrub away his exhaustion, but can’t. It lingers inside him.
His skin feels oversensitive—like a thin, translucent sheet of paper stretched tight across his body, straining to keep his bones and flesh and blood from spilling out onto the hotel floor.
Everything chafes against him. His jersey, his shirt, his suit, his jacket, his towel, his bathrobe…
Shane tears the bedspread off to lie naked against the soft white linens.
He stares up at the ceiling. It’s flat and beige.
He’s tired.
His room is cold. He’d rather freeze than wrap himself in the sheets.
It’s dim, too. Quiet.
The world outside had been too loud and bright.
This is better.
Five minutes, he tells himself. Then he’ll get up and be Shane Hollander.
For now, he shivers in the dark.
He closes his eyes.
He breathes.
 

Shane opens his eyes.
He gets up.
He gets dressed.
He chooses clothes that are familiar. Things that remind him of home.
A fresh pair of the same brand of black boxer-briefs that he’s worn since he was fifteen. Plush white crew socks that fit like a glove. A comfortable, well-worn pair of jeans that barely skims his thighs. The softest shirt he’d packed, which turns out to be a plain black tank top. His favorite blue hoodie. He nibbles on one of the frayed strings as he crawls back into bed.
Shane needs to think.
Why didn’t Rozanov ignore him?
Why did he smile at Shane? Why did he tap their shoes together under the table? Why did he look upset when Shane pulled away? Why did he hold Shane’s hand like it was precious?
I’ve been looking forward to this for a long time, Rozanov had said at the press conference. Why? What did he mean?
You’re still angry with me, Rozanov had murmured during their photoshoot. He’d sounded hesitant, which only made Shane angrier. Of course he’s furious about how Rozanov treated him. It fucking hurt, though Shane hates to admit it. But how did Rozanov find out? When? And why is he acting like it matters now?
Text me your room number, Rozanov had whispered, before he left. He’d wanted Shane’s room number. That much had been clear. But why?
Shane had known four things when he arrived at All-Stars, intending to confront Rozanov. He’d repeated them silently to himself on the airplane, over and over again, as the rest of the passengers dozed around him.
Rozanov doesn’t want to speak to him. Rozanov doesn’t care. Rozanov wants to end things between them. He’s safe with Rozanov.
Shane still trusts Rozanov with their shared secret. He’s no longer certain about his other three assumptions.
Rozanov spoke to him first. Why?
Rozanov held Shane’s hand as if he never wanted to let go. Why?
Rozanov asked for his room number. Why? To fuck?
Shane doesn’t think so. Rozanov’s voice had sounded… different. Gentler. Shane hadn’t recognized the look in his eyes. He wishes, more than ever, that he was better at reading people.
Shane thinks, and thinks, and thinks—but doesn’t get anywhere.
He’s going in circles. He doesn’t know what the fuck Rozanov wants from him. Or why. And even if Shane wanted to meet and find out tonight—which he doesn’t, not before tomorrow’s game!—he has no way to contact Rozanov. He doesn’t have Rozanov’s phone number. His old phone is lying shattered at the bottom of an elevator shaft in Las Vegas.
Shane could ask another player for Rozanov’s number, but he doesn’t want to deal with their inevitable questions about why he wants it. He’ll wait until the afterparty to speak with Rozanov. It’s safer.
A knock at his door startles him.
Shane isn’t expecting anyone. His heart skips a beat. Is it…?
Shane leaps out of bed. He rushes to the door and yanks it open. “What the fuck are you—”
The words die in his throat. He stares.
Scott Hunter stares back. “Hello to you too, Captain,” he chuckles. “Expecting someone else?”
“No…” Shane lies. Unconvincingly, judging by Scott’s raised eyebrow. “Did you need something, Scott?”
“I came to grab you for dinner. The guys are getting restless.”
Shane frowns. He pulls his phone out of his pocket to check the time. Dinner isn’t for another… Eight minutes ago. Shit. Shane was supposed to meet everyone in the lobby at 4:30pm for an early pregame meal. “Fuck! Sorry! Let me get dressed! I’ll be right out!”
Shane is mortified. He’s the Captain, and he’s late to his own team dinner.
Shane slams the door shut. He rips off his hoodie. He tugs on his tan leather jacket, which is hanging on a coat hook in the entryway. He runs a hand through his rumpled hair to smooth it out. He grabs his wallet. He shrugs on his down jacket and shoves his feet into his boots. He flings the door open.
“I’m sorry!” Shane apologizes again as he steps into the hallway. “I lost track of time.”
“It’s fine.” Scott shrugs. They walk towards the elevators. “Just don’t complain about where we’re headed for dinner. You missed the team vote.”
“What did they pick?”
“Hibachi. Carter and J.J. talked everyone into it. Hope you’re up for dinner and a show,” Scott answers with a wry grin.
“Sure…” Shane sighs. At least they’ll get plenty of protein before the skills competition. “The guys are…?”
“Downstairs,” Scott confirms. “We played rock-paper-scissors.”
Fuck.
As Shane had stared up at the ceiling, he briefly contemplated skipping his team dinner.
He’d figured that his teammates might want a break from him after practice. Shane had been very critical. He’d tried to be nice about it, but when it comes to hockey, he tends to just say what he means. He can’t help it. He’d asked first, of course—Would you like some advice?—but people aren’t always honest. Shane sometimes can’t tell the difference.
He’s their Captain, if only for two days. Maybe they thought he wouldn’t care if they said no.
Shane can be… intense about hockey. Everyone knows that.
He’s heard what some of the Metros whisper behind his back in the locker room. Fuckin’ know-it-all. Show off. Thinks he’s better than us.
He was probably too much.
But what’s done is done. Shane doesn’t play hockey to be loved. He plays to win. He’d given his teammates suggestions to ensure that they would. Most of them had thanked him for it.
It sounds like his team had been more upset than Shane realized, though. They’d played a game and sent the loser to invite him to dinner. “Oh…”
“No. I won, Shane.” Scott emphasizes, shaking his head. “Too many of the guys wanted to come get you. We couldn’t fit in the fucking elevator.”
“Oh,” Shane repeats. He blinks. “You all, uh, want me there? At dinner?”
Scott laughs. “You’re kidding! The guys fucking love you. Half of them are starstruck. Baldwin might cry if you don’t show up. Don’t tell him that I told you—but he keeps your hockey card in his gear bag as a lucky charm. Hockey superstition, you know? And the rooks are probably going to beg for your autograph as soon as they’ve had a round of shots.”
“Oh.”
The elevator arrives with a high-pitched ding.
Scott clasps him on the shoulder, “You’re Shane fucking Hollander.”
Shane smiles as they step inside. He knows.
It’s still nice to hear.
 

“Alright, listen up!”
The locker room falls silent. Twenty-four players turn to look at LeClaire. Everyone is fully dressed in their hockey uniform, with their sticks taped and ready to go. They’re about to hit the ice to warm up before the skills competition.
Shane can’t wait.
“I’ll start with the good news,” LeClaire announces. He stands in the center of the room. He’s holding a packet of papers with the All-Stars logo on it. “Hollander predicted almost the entire lineup of Team Europe. So our strategy should hold.”
LeClaire pauses. He waits patiently for the cheers, whistles, and tapping of sticks on the floor to die down.
“The bad news is that Ilya Rozanov signed up for every single fucking event.” LeClaire snorts. He shakes his head in disbelief. “Nobody could’ve predicted that bullshit. I don’t know what the hell Rozanov’s thinking, and he’s my own damn player.”
Shane frowns.
Rozanov had signed up for everything? Why? He’s never done that before. He won’t get much rest between events. Shane is surprised that Team Europe’s head coach agreed to it. Shane had a difficult time convincing LeClaire to let him compete in four of the six events.
Team North America exchanges glances. The players murmur lowly amongst themselves.
Marly chuckles. “Maybe Roz has someone to impress?”
That breaks the tension. Chirps fly around the locker room, until Carter raises his voice. Nobody can compete with his volume. The guys settle down as he shouts, “Yeah, yeah, we know! Roz is a greedy fuck! He wants allllll the fuckin’ trophies! So what? Is our fuckin’ Cap just gonna roll over and let Roz have ‘em?”
Everyone turns to stare at Shane.
“Fuck no.” Shane stands. He looks every man in the eyes. “This is our night. Let’s go fucking win.”
 

The opening ceremony of the 2015 MLH All-Star Skills Competition passes in a blur. The crowd roars when Shane steps onto the ice. He smiles and waves, but he’s already thinking about the first event.
Fastest Skater. It’s the only event Shane isn’t sure he’ll win.
“Ready to lose?” Rozanov taunts as they bend over the starting line. He’s smiling. His deep blue jersey brings out the color of his eyes.
Shane doesn’t reply. He needs to focus.
He’d chosen to go head-to-head with Rozanov. Shane is the only player in the MLH who stands a chance of beating him. They’ve traded wins over the past few years. It’s practically an All-Stars tradition to kick off the skills competition with a race between them. The fans wave banners and scream their names.
Shane tunes it out. He breathes. He tightens his grip on his stick. He stares straight ahead, at the group of cones he’ll need to loop around before sprinting back across the ice.
He waits.
He listens.
The whistle blows.
Shane sprints. His blades gouge the ice as he gains speed. His edges are clean. He tears across the rink. He sweeps around the cones, leaning deep. He keeps his body low and eyes on the finish line. He crosses it.
He looks up at his digital clock. 13.103 seconds.
He looks over at Rozanov’s. 13.020 seconds.
Fuck. Rozanov won.
Shane offers Rozanov a curt nod. Rozanov grins back. He’s breathing hard. Shane’s heart pounds.
The remaining three matches play out. In the end, each team earns two points. Team Europe gets an additional point because Rozanov was the fastest skater. Shane tries not to let his frustration show. He hates losing.
The score is 2-3.
It’s fine. The night has only just begun.
 

Shane rests during the Breakaway Challenge. He doesn’t compete.
Shane knows his strengths, and showmanship isn’t one of them. His precision is lethal, but not he’s not as entertaining to watch as some of the other guys. Shane isn’t loud. He’s not known for being fun or charming. He rarely uses trick shots when he plays. He doesn’t have to. He can usually predict what everyone else is going to do.
The point of the Breakaway Challenge is to excite the fans and get them to vote. It’s simple.
Shane isn’t the best man for the job. He’d asked for volunteers from Team North America. Five rookies had raised their hands immediately. Younger guys are always eager to make a name for themselves at All-Stars.
Shane lets them try. He already knows that Rozanov will win.
Rozanov is the only active MLH player with a trick shot named after him. He usually takes mercy on the rookies by not competing in this event. Shane wonders what changed his mind.
Rozanov skates over to center ice. He knows exactly what the crowd wants to see. He teases them with his first two attempts. He aims to impress with technical skill rather than humor. His breakaways feature complex stick handling, intricate footwork, and sleights of hand. Rozanov still slams the puck past their backup goalie, Baldwin, every single time.
On his third attempt, he does The Rozanov.
Rozanov puts on a show first. He skates back and forth across their defensive zone, spraying snow as he dekes imaginary opponents. He pivots abruptly to face the goal. Baldwin scrambles into position. Rozanov winds up for a backhand slapshot. He shoots. Or so Baldwin thinks. Their goalie commits and lunges left.
Rozanov smirks.
He repositions. A split-second later, Rozanov snaps his wrist. His forehand slams into the net over Baldwin’s shoulder.
“Давай (Come on)!” Rozanov exclaims, pumping his fist. He glances at Shane. His grin is wild and triumphant.
Shane tries not to smile. He fails.
The crowd screams.
Rozanov wins.
2-4.
 

Accuracy Shooting is next.
Shane has been the uncontested champion since his rookie season. He intends to win again this year.
He competes against Rozanov. Rozanov goes first. He clocks in at 7.47 seconds. That’s significantly better than any of his previous times. It won’t be enough to catch Shane.
Shane smiles as he skates over to the empty net. Four targets are affixed to the goalposts. One in each corner.
He takes a deep breath. Holds. Counts to four. Exhales. He taps the ice twice with his stick.
The clock starts.
Passes from his teammates arrive quickly. Left, right, left, right. Shane takes a beat to steady each puck on the blade of his hockey stick. He aims and shoots with his forehand. It’s faster than his backhand. More controlled.
He snipes the four targets in 6.72 seconds.
0.02 seconds slower than his record, but acceptable. His teammates smother him with helmet taps when he returns to the bench.
The remaining three matches play out. Team North America wins one more. None of the other six players manage to break eight seconds. Only a couple are able to break all four targets on their first try, like Shane and Rozanov had. Shane is undeniably the fastest. He earns his team an extra point.
5-6.
They’re catching up.
Good.
 

Shane had asked his two Alternate Captains to each lead a fifteen-player team for the Skills Challenge Relay. He’d chosen the players for each team, but let his As assign them to the various parts of the relay—one-timers, passing, puck control, stick handling, accuracy shooting, and goalie goals.
Shane can’t do everything. He’s the Captain, but he needs to give his men opportunities to lead.
Both As are veterans with years of experience on the ice. He trusts them.
Scott had been an obvious choice. He’s widely-respected, and the current Captain of the Admirals. Rozanov loves to chirp Scott for being one of the oldest players in the MLH. Shane wants to learn from him. Scott’s execution isn’t always consistent, but his leadership is. He knows how to command a locker room.
Shane had picked Nathan Clarke as his second A. Clarke, an Alternate Captain and longtime forward of the Chicago Redhawks, had been surprised. Shane doesn’t know why. Clarke is reliable player with an easygoing demeanor. Younger players often look to him for guidance.
Shane prefers to lead by example. Nobody in the league doubts his skill at hockey. Plenty of them question his ability to do anything else. Shane had chosen his As to compensate for his weaknesses. Both men excel at reading the room, in ways that Shane can’t.
Shane had sought to balance the two relay teams, too. It’s a risk. Rozanov might put his best players onto a single team. If Team Europe completes the relay with the overall fastest time, they’ll win two points—and therefore, the event itself. It won’t matter if Rozanov’s second team performs poorly.
But Shane would rather give all his players a fair chance. He’ll make up ground during the Shootout if he needs to.
Regrettably, Shane’s prediction comes true.
Rozanov stacks his first team. He leads them to crush the relay in 1:27.687, setting a new All-Stars record. They finish nearly twenty seconds faster than Scott’s team.
The second match is far closer. Clarke’s relay team keeps pace with MacLellan’s, up until a rookie fumbles the stick handling portion. Shane tries to compensate for it during his accuracy shooting segment, but it’s not enough. Team North America loses again.
Rozanov sweeps the event, 3-0.
Shane grits his teeth and consoles the rookie.
5-9.
 

Team North America is full of men who are taller, stronger, and burlier than Shane.
Shane is nearly six feet tall, and over two hundred pounds of pure muscle. That’s considered small by MLH standards. Shane doesn’t have as much raw, explosive power as some of the larger forwards and defensemen. He doesn’t bother joining the Hardest Shot event. He has little to no chance of winning.
Brophy, J.J., Marly, and Price compete instead. Shane’s strategy pays off. His team wins the first two matches.
In the third, Rozanov puts up a solid 105 mph slapshot.
Marly beats him with one that’s 107.2 mph. Shane can’t help but laugh at how sullen Rozanov looks. Marly shoots Rozanov an apologetic grin and punches him lightly on the shoulder pads. “Sorry, Roz!”
Shane continues to smile as Price hits a 108.5 mph shot during the last match.
MacLellan’s subsequent shot finally wipes the smile off Shane’s face. The massive defenseman slams his puck into the net at 109.1 mph. It’s just shy of being the hardest shot ever.
Shane sighs. That’s another two points for Team Europe.
8-11.
MacLellan ends his victory lap near Team North America’s bench. He stops in front of Shane and calls across the boards, “Not bad, eh?”
“Impressive,” Shane agrees. He’s a bad liar. And he’s not that sore of a loser.
MacLellan lowers his voice. “Say hello to Landry for me.”
Shane’s brow furrows. There are a lot of Landrys. “Which one?”
MacLellan sneers, “You fuckin’ know which one.”
“Uh, no. That’s why I’m asking you.”
MacLellan glares. He leans in to snarl, “Don’t make me fuckin’ drop gloves during All-Stars, Hollander!”
MacLellan seems upset. Shane doesn’t know why. He hopes this conversation won’t end with him flying upside-down into the boards again. He’d rather not get into a serious brawl at All-Stars Weekend. But if MacLellan insists on starting something, Shane will finish it. He subtly adjusts his stance.
A gloved hand appears between them. It grabs a fistful of MacLellan’s jersey and yanks. Caught off guard, MacLellan stumbles back from the bench. He staggers across the ice to regain his balance. He swears the entire time.
The hand belongs to Rozanov. As he skates past the boards, he chirps, “Don’t fuck with my players, Hollander!”
Rozanov fetches MacLellan. He drags him towards Team Europe. From a distance, Shane hears Rozanov growl, “Save it for the fucking shootout or I’ll aim at you instead.”
What the fuck?
“What the fuck was that about?” Carter asks, echoing Shane’s thoughts. He’d been sitting beside Shane on the bench. He looks as bewildered as Shane feels.
“I have no fucking idea,” Shane mumbles.
He shakes his head. It doesn’t matter. They’re about to have a quick intermission before the final event of the night.
Shane has more important things to worry about.
Like winning.
 

The mood in the locker room is somber. Even Shane can tell.
Shane takes a deep breath. He gets to his feet. He tucks his helmet under his arm and strides to the center of the room.
His teammates turn to look at him.
Silence descends.
“Here’s the truth,” Shane says. “We’re going to fucking win.”
He looks each man in the face. He takes in their doubtful and discouraged expressions. They don’t believe him.
They will.
“You played well tonight.” Some of the guys shake their heads or stare down at their skates. Shane repeats, “You played well. Mistakes happen. Skate it off. Do better. The night isn’t over yet. We’ve still got the Shootout.”
Shane reminds them, “It’s 8-11. We’ve got six minutes to change that. You think I can’t score a hat trick in six minutes? Fucking think again. But I don’t want to be the only guy scoring out there. We’re a team.”
Everyone is watching him now.
“Hockey is pretty fucking simple. All you need to do is put the puck into the net. Well, tonight, I want every single one of you to put the puck into the net.”
His teammates slowly start to smile.
“I’ll match every goal you make,” Shane promises, and means it. “I’ll make Nilsson look like he’s the fucking backup goalie.”
Raucous laughter breaks out. The rookies stare at each other, wide-eyed and slack-jawed. He sees a few veterans mouthing holy shit! and oh fuck! in the background. The rest of the guys nod along. The locker room begins to rumble as Shane’s team taps their sticks against the floor.
“I want you to play like this is your last night on the ice. I want you to make me proud to be your Captain. I want us to set a fucking record. I want to fucking win,” Shane declares.
He pauses.
Then Shane asks, “Do you?”
His team roars so loudly that the rest of the arena hears them.
 

The math is simple.
Three teams, led by one Captain. Five other players and one goalie per team.
Three rounds. Two minutes each, during which two opposing teams take turns shooting goals.
Up to ten seconds for each player to score.
They need four goals, plus however many Rozanov’s team makes during the Shootout.
Shane can fucking do this.
He picks the fifteen players with the highest shooting percentages. It isn’t personal.
He asks Eric to goaltend in the first and third rounds. Baldwin will cover the second round to give him a break.
He puts himself at the front of the lineup. He tells his team to shoot clean, but fast. If they’re quick enough, he’ll be able to go twice each round.
He doesn’t worry about what Rozanov is up to.
All Shane needs to do is play hockey.
He’s the best.
 

Team Europe puts Nilsson in the goal for all three rounds of the Shootout.
It doesn’t stop Shane.
Nilsson is very good, but Shane is better.
Shane keeps his word. He slips the puck past Nilsson time and time again. He matches every goal his team makes.
The score is 6-5 by the start of the third round. Four of the goals are Shane’s. They need three more goals, plus a shutout from Eric to win the skills competition. He’s determined to make it happen.
Shane approaches center ice. He takes a deep breath. Holds for four. Exhales. Waits for the whistle.
Across the rink, Nilsson is bright red behind his goalie mask. Shane isn’t sure if he’s flushed from exertion, rage, or embarrassment. Shane has scored every time he approaches the net.
The whistle blows.
Shane tears across the ice.
He shoots.
He scores.
7-5.
Team Europe and Team North America trade shots on goal for the next five players. Eric and Nilsson don’t let a single puck through.
Then Shane’s rookie—who fumbled stick handling—redeems himself with a filthy slapshot.
8-5.
Two more players fail to score.
The lineup restarts. Rozanov skates up. He shoots. Eric drops into a split. He blocks Rozanov’s backhand with his leg pads.
It’s Shane’s turn again.
There are less than eight seconds left on the clock. He’ll be the last player to shoot.
The world fades away. All that’s left is Shane, the puck, and Nilsson standing in the net.
Shane cuts across the ice. He approaches from a wider angle than before. Nilsson had come close to blocking his last shot. Shane needs to do something different. Something… unexpected.
Shane accelerates. He guides the puck into position for a backhand wrist shot. He aims for the gap between Nilsson’s pads and the left goalpost. He raises his stick. He shoots.
Nilsson commits. The way he shifts his weight is almost imperceptible. But Shane sees it.
In the split-second before Shane’s blade makes contact with the puck, he spins. He repositions. He fires a forehand instead. The puck pings off the crossbar. It slams into the net over Nilsson’s other shoulder.
The Rozanov.
The arena falls silent.
Then it erupts. Eighteen thousand fans scream or curse his name. The noise is utterly deafening.
The referee blows his whistle. Shane can’t hear a thing.
The scoreboard updates.
9-5 for the Shootout.
17-16 for the 2015 MLH All-Stars Skills Competition.
Team North America wins.
Shane meets Rozanov’s gaze. Rozanov’s eyes are dark and reverent. His lips are parted.
Shane smiles at him.
Game over.
 

Later, as Shane climbs into bed, he thinks of Rozanov.
He’d caught a glimpse of Rozanov at the hotel bar earlier. Shane had stopped by for a bit to buy his teammates a round of celebratory drinks. Rozanov had been sprawled across a sofa, holding a glass of vodka. He’d been busy chatting and laughing with other MLH players. He hadn’t noticed Shane.
Rozanov clearly isn’t in a hurry to meet.
Shane feels better now. He’d felt almost… guilty earlier, after he’d decided to ignore Rozanov’s request to text him. Shane feels unbearably stupid for even thinking it. Rozanov hadn’t spoken to him in over six months before Las Vegas. One night is nothing compared to that.
Tomorrow will be soon enough.
With that settled, Shane’s musings turn to MacLellan’s message.
Say hello to Landry for me.
Fine. But which Landry?
Shane ponders. MacLellan probably hadn’t meant Mr. or Mrs. Landry. It seems unlikely that he’d assume Shane knew them. That still leaves Daniel, John, Rose, and Peter Landry.
MacLellan doesn’t look like he knows what taxes are. He probably didn’t mean Daniel Landry, the accountant.
MacLellan could’ve meant John Landry. John is a sports agent, after all. But Shane’s agent is Farah Jalali, not John. They don’t work together. So MacLellan probably didn’t mean John Landry, either.
Maybe he’d meant Rose Landry. A lot of Shane’s teammates have asked him for her autograph. Rose is a huge fan of the Detroit Blackbirds. She often goes to their games. MacLellan might have met her there. Or he could just like her movies. Shane notes the possibility, and moves on.
MacLellan saying hello to Peter Landry doesn’t make sense. Peter hasn’t mentioned knowing him.
He’d meant Rose Landry, then.
Relieved to have finally figured out what MacLellan wanted, Shane reaches for his phone.

        

        [image: An artsy avatar photo of Rose Landry, posing like a model as she looks into the camera.]
        
            Rose Landry 🌹

        


Today 11:12 PM

            	Shane

            	Finn MacLellan says hello.

        

        
            	Rose

            	Who?

            	Wait, the Blackbirds’ defenseman? 

        

        
            	Shane

            	Yeah.

        

        
            	Rose

            	Why? 🤔 

            	I don’t know him...

        

        
            	Shane

            	I’m not sure.

            	He just said to say hello to Landry.

            	I thought he meant you.

        

        
            	Rose

            	Hold on!!! 💡

            	I’m pretty sure he went to the same school as Peter…

            	Maybe they played together on the Eagles?

        

        
            	Shane

            	I’ll send it to Peter then.👍 by Rose


        

        
            	Rose

            	Nice job at the skills competition, by the way!

            	Good luck tomorrow! 🍀

        

        
            	Shane

            	Thank you.

        

    
Shane switches over to his chat with Peter.

        

        [image: An avatar photo of Peter Landry posing in a suit with a bowtie.]
        
            Peter Landry

        


Today 11:16 PM

            	Shane

            	Finn MacLellan says hello.

        

        
            	Peter

            	Oh.

        

        
            	Peter is typing...

            	
                

                

                

            

        

    
Peter is typing. 
Shane waits. 
Five minutes later, Peter still hasn’t sent his message. 
Shane waits some more. Peter’s typing bubbles keep appearing and disappearing. 
Shane yawns. He shuts off the bedside lamp. He lies down. He sinks into the pillows and tugs the duvet higher. He might as well get comfortable while he waits for Peter to finish. 
It’s been a long day.
He falls asleep before Peter replies.
He dreams of nothing at all.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Hockey!? In my fic? 😩

I really don’t enjoy writing hockey, but I decided to push myself with this chapter. It’s very important to me to show that Shane is an absolutely incredible captain and player. His strategic mind, technical skillset, and sense of responsibility are unmatched. I also wanted to highlight the on-ice rivalry between Shane and Ilya. I hope all of that comes across. 🙏

BAMF Shane is my favorite. That is all. ❤️

Next time—the All-Stars game. How will Ilya react when Shane doesn’t text him?

(Also, please point out anything that’s confusing or doesn’t make sense with the hockey! I‘ve truly been staring at this chapter for too long. I’m just going to post before I end up throwing it in the trash. 🫠)
Other Notes	shane: sure, i’ll give the other guys tips. they can’t beat me anyway. now watch me embarrass your goalie. 👑

meanwhile, ilya: look at me, shane, i’m so good at hockey! 🦚🏒✨

	My feelings about the MLH coaches: LeClaire (😃) & Theriault (🤬)

	I fully believe that Yuna—a protective mom and hockey fanatic well-aware of the violent reality of the sport—would make sure her son could take care of himself on the ice. But as much as I love fics where Shane drops gloves, All-Stars really wasn’t the time or place.

	ilya, convincing team europe’s coach to let him join every event: it’s a matter of [love] life and death *slavic stare*

	Cliff totally supports his bro in his quest to dominate All-Stars. He just got a little too excited about hitting the puck…

	MacLellan has been added to Ilya’s dentist list yet again. He’s very lucky they’re on the same team. 🦷

	RIP Nilsson’s crush on Shane. It died a miserable death after the shootout. The goalies all posted memes of him in their group chat. 🤣

	Very special shoutout to elfsmirk, Limited_Edge, and lovemylobster who originally guessed back in Chapter 17 that Finn MacLellan might be upset over Peter Landry… You inspired me. And kudos to everyone else who figured it out along the way. This is official confirmation that Peter and MacLellan will have a happy ending! 🤭❤️

TranslationsFrench (🇫🇷) & Russian (unmarked)
🇫🇷 T’es chaud, Capitaine! - You’re fired up, Captain!
🇫🇷 J’veux gagner. - I want to win.
Давай! - Come on! [the meaning in this case]
Content WarningMentions of toxic hockey culture. Lots of profanity from the hockey players. Shane feels overstimulated and retreats to his room to process (no panic attack or autistic meltdown).
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  January 25, 2015
Shane wakes up at 5:57am.
His alarm is scheduled to go off in a few minutes. He lounges in bed, envisioning the day ahead.
Get up. Get ready. Have breakfast. Do yoga.
Go to Nationwide Arena. Practice. Shower.
Come back to the hotel. Have lunch. Nap. Have tea. Relax. Have an early dinner.
Go back. Get ready. Play the All-Stars Game.
Return. Shower. Get ready. Join the afterparty.
Talk to Rozanov.
It sounds simple enough.
Shane can do this.
His alarm blares. He shuts it off.
He throws back the covers and stands. He’d fallen asleep holding his phone. The battery is almost dead, so he plugs it in to charge.
Shane has plenty of time to get ready. Practice isn’t until 10:00am. He goes through his morning routine. He brushes his teeth. He does his skincare regimen. He applies extra moisturizer and medicated lip balm. The balm smells weird, but his lips are chapped, which is distracting. The winter air in Columbus is harsh and unforgiving. His skin feels dry from walking around outside.
Shane plans to do yoga after breakfast, so he doesn’t bother styling his hair. He dresses in a loose black tank top and athletic shorts. He pulls on a pair of Reeboks. He grabs his wallet. He leaves his phone on the nightstand.
He rides the elevator down to the third floor, where the All-Stars breakfast buffet awaits. As expected, the ballroom is deserted. It’s early. Most of the All-Stars players had still been drinking at the hotel bar when Shane had called it a night. The other guys are probably asleep or hungover in their rooms.
The breakfast spread is almost the same as yesterday. Shane is pleased to discover a new, made-to-order omelette station. He asks the chef for a three-egg-white omelette with spinach and tomatoes. He requests an extra-large serving of smoked salmon on the side. The chef complies.
Shane sets his plate down at a table along the wall of windows. He loops back to the buffet to make himself another Greek yogurt parfait. He grabs two protein shakes as well. They aren’t as nutritious as his usual green smoothie, so he needs to double up.
Shane’s table is still empty when he returns. Perfect.
Breakfast is serene. He stares out the window as he eats. The view is dreary and gray. He doesn’t mind. He watches the street below. Snow falls rapidly, obscuring the freshly-shoveled sidewalk in a matter of minutes. It’s too cold to walk today. Shane will ride with the rest of his team on the All-Stars shuttle that runs between the hotel and Nationwide Arena.
After breakfast, Shane heads to the gym. His room is too small to do yoga.
There are a couple of MLH players in the gym. Shane exchanges friendly nods with them, but doesn’t say hello. He doesn’t want to interrupt their workouts. None of the other guests look familiar. He walks over to the cooldown area and pulls a yoga mat off the rack. Mercifully, the hotel provides sanitizing wipes. He cleans both sides of the mat before laying it on the floor.
Shane takes a deep breath. Holds for four. Exhales.
He closes his eyes and begins his yoga routine. He moves smoothly from pose to pose.
He tries to relax, but it’s a hotel gym. He does his best to ignore the noisy treadmills, exercise bikes, and weight machines. The MLH players are even louder. They pant and grunt with exertion as they work out.
Shane’s muscles are tenser than usual. He’d pushed himself hard during the skills competition. The All-Stars massage therapists were too gentle on him afterwards. He can feel stubborn knots lingering around his shoulder blades.
Partway through his yoga routine, Shane gets on his knees and sinks into uttana shishosana. It’s a little embarrassing to be face-down, ass-up in a public gym, but everyone is too busy with their own workout to care. His fucking shoulders need it. Shane extends his arms and inches his palms forward until his chest is nearly flush with the mat. He deepens the stretch by shifting his hips backwards.
He bites back a moan when his spine pops. It’s so satisfying.
“Fuuuuuuck!”
The exclamation is followed by a thunderous crash. Shane opens his eyes, sits up, and looks over.
Someone across the gym had lost their grip on a bar loaded with heavy plates. He’d dropped it too quickly for his spotter to catch. It had hit the floor. Shane recognizes him as Anton Zaitsev, a rookie from Team Europe. Some of the MLH players laugh at him, which Shane finds rude. He’s seen them drop things before, too.
Zaitsev looks mortified, but fine otherwise.
Shane goes back to yoga.
 

Shane has an hour left before he needs to be at the rink for morning skate.
He heads back to his hotel room. He’d worked up a light sweat during yoga, so he hops in the shower to rinse off. He doesn’t need to bring his gear to practice. The equipment managers handle everything for the players. Shane just needs to be in lobby to catch the shuttle in… thirty-nine minutes. That’s fine.
Shane’s phone is fully charged now. He unplugs it, sets an alarm, and gets back into bed. His lock screen is covered in notifications. He sits up against the headboard and begins answering his texts one-by-one.
He starts with his parents.

        

        
            [image: An avatar photo of Yuna Hollander, smiling while wearing a white shirt and blue jeans.]
            [image: An avatar photo of David Hollander, smiling while wearing a dark blue long-sleeved shirt.]
        

        
            The Hollanders

        


Today 8:35 AM

            	Yuna

            	Great job at the skills competition, Shane! ❤️

        


        
            	David

            	We’re very proud of how hard you worked, son! Best of luck at the game tonight!

        


        
            	Shane

            	Thanks!

        

    
He goes through the rest of his messages from oldest to newest. He opens his chat with Peter first. Shane had fallen asleep mid-conversation. Hopefully Peter hadn’t minded that he never replied.

        

        [image: An avatar photo of Peter Landry posing in a suit with a bowtie.]
        
            Peter Landry

        


Yesterday 11:51 PM

            	Peter

            	Did he say anything else?

        


Today 8:42 AM

            	Shane

            	Sorry, I fell asleep and didn’t see your text.

            	No, MacLellan didn’t say anything else.

            	Why?

        

        
            	Peter is typing...

            	
                

                

                

            

        

    
Peter’s typing bubbles appear and disappear for a while.
Shane sighs. He’ll answer his other texts first. 
He’s surprised to see one from Gloria. He knows she’s not a huge fan of hockey, and she’s been busy with filming lately. He hadn’t expected her to watch the skills competition.

        

        [image: An avatar photo of Gloria Grey wearing a black dress and smiling playfully.]
        
            Gloria Grey 🗽

        


Today 7:57 AM

            	Gloria

            	Carter told me you kicked butt last night!

            	Good job!

            	Keep it up!

            	🙌🏾

        

        
            	Shane

            	Thanks.

            	Will do.❤️ by Gloria


        

    
Shane isn’t surprised to see a message from Svetlana.
They’ve been texting on-and-off since Chicago. Their conversations are short and always hockey-focused, which Shane appreciates. He enjoys talking puck with her. She’s witty, and has a keen eye. He trusts her to be honest about his gameplay.

        

        [image: An avatar photo of Svetlana Vetrova, wearing a glamorous dress and smiling broadly.]
        
            Svetlana Vetrova 🏒

        


Today 8:02 AM

            	Svetlana

            	Impressive work last night

            	You had exceptional puck control

            	Congratulations on your win! 👏

        

        
            	Shane

            	Thank you.

            	It was a close one.

            	I could’ve done more.

            	If I sprinted harder, maybe I could have won the opening race.👎 by Svetlana


            	And if I was quicker in the relay, we wouldn’t have gotten swept in that event.👎 by Svetlana


        

        
            	Svetlana

            	I disagree

            	Rozanov is almost impossible to beat when he puts his mind to it

            	He had a cleaner start this year, in fastest skater

            	And the relay was a team challenge

            	You did all you could

            	You scored six goals in the shootout

            	Nilsson will likely get chirped about it for the rest of his career 😂

            	Even my father remarked on it

        

        
            	Shane

            	He did?

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	Yes!

            	He said that he’s glad to be retired! 😄

            	Try not to traumatize your own backup goalie tonight

        

        
            	Shane

            	No promises.

            	I want to win.

        

        
            	Svetlana

            	I’d wish you good luck, but you don’t need it 😉

        

        
            	Shane

            	Thanks.

        

    
Ironically, Mitty’s text is next on the list.

        

        [image: An avatar photo of Søren Miitka smiling into the camera.]
        
            Søren Miitka

        


Today 8:26 AM

            	Søren

            	kinda glad i didn’t face u last night, Cap...

            	goalie chat is going wild

            	they’re all shitting on nils cus he’s such a prick

            	some of the memes are pretty funny tho 😂

            	[A meme of Anders Nilsson sprawled flat on the ice in his goalie uniform. The caption reads, ‘Help, I’ve fallen and can’t get up!’][image: A meme of Anders Nilsson sprawled flat on the ice in his goalie uniform. The caption reads, ‘Help, I’ve fallen and can’t get up!’]👍 by Shane


            	u rly fucked him up

            	6 goals...

            	would u do that to me? 🥺

        

        
            	Shane

            	Yes.

            	I want to win.

        

        
            	Søren

            	damn, Cap... 💀

            	no mercy?

        

        
            	Shane

            	No.

            	Good luck tonight.

        

        
            	Søren

            	💀

        

    
Shane sees a handful of unread messages in the Montréal Metros’ group chat. He’ll skim them on the flight home. He presses to mark the chat as read for now.
Team North America’s group chat is silent. The guys must be waking up and getting ready for practice.
Shane doesn’t have any messages from Hayden and Jackie either. That’s unusual, but Hayden’s in-laws are visiting this weekend. They definitely have their hands full. They’ll probably text him later in the day, when things have quieted down at the Pike house.
Shane’s phone buzzes in his hand. It’s Peter.
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            Peter Landry

        


Today 9:09 AM

            	Peter

            	We used to be friends

            	We went to college together

            	We were close back then, but we haven’t talked in a long time

        

        
            	Shane

            	Why not?

        

        
            	Peter

            	Remember that crush I told you about?

        

        
            	Shane

            	On your frat brother?

        

        
            	Peter

            	Yeah.

            	That was him.

        

        
            	Shane

            	…Really, Peter?

            	He’s kind of a dick.

        

        
            	Shane

            	Sorry.

        

        
            	Peter

            	He sometimes comes across that way! 😅

            	I promise he’s not that bad

            	He can be very sweet

        

        
            	Shane

            	…Sure.

            	But you don’t talk anymore?

            	What happened?

        

        
            	Peter

            	I think he figured out that I liked him

            	He got kind of… weird. 🫠

        

        
            	Shane

            	Weird?

            	What do you mean?

        

        
            	Peter

            	He started avoiding me

            	I was already dealing with a lot of other shit after I got outed, so I just let it go

            	Maybe things would’ve been different if we talked before I left

            	I graduated early and didn’t tell him…

        

        
            	Shane

            	Do you want me to say anything to him?

        

        
            	Peter

            	No, it’s okay

            	I’ll reach out myself.

        

        
            	Shane

            	Okay.

            	Let me know if you change your mind.

            	I’m here if you want to talk.

        

        
            	Peter

            	Thanks

            	Raincheck?👍 by Shane


        

    
Shane’s alarm blares.
He climbs out of bed and gets ready for morning skate.
Twelve more hours until he talks to Rozanov.
 

Morning skate goes well. Team North America is still riding the high of victory.
After their last practice, Shane and LeClaire had discussed how to rearrange the roster. They’d debated back-and-forth, and eventually agreed upon a handful of swaps. Today, the players follow along without complaint. Shane smiles when the new lines perform even better than before. He’s feeling optimistic about their chances of beating Team Europe tonight.
Morning skate is short today, since the All-Stars game is at 5:00pm. Team Europe needs time on the ice, too. As Shane steps departs, he catches a glimpse of their players waiting on the opposite bench. He doesn’t look for Rozanov. He doesn’t.
Shane showers and styles his hair after practice. His outfit is casual, since he doesn’t need to do media. He dresses in a yellow sweater, dark jeans, leather belt, and brown suede boots.
He’d doubted Yumiko’s choice at first. Yellow isn’t a color that Shane wears often. She’d convinced him otherwise. It hadn’t been hard. All she’d done was put the sweater into his hand. He’d loved how it felt so much that he no longer cared what color it was. The silk-cashmere blend is delightfully soft, cozy, and warm.
Shane wraps a scarf around his neck and adds his down jacket before stepping outside. He joins the guys waiting for the hotel shuttle and makes idle conversation. He rides back with everyone.
As they step off the bus, J.J. hooks an arm around his neck. He cheerfully drags Shane along to the third-floor ballroom for lunch.
The buffet is Mediterranean today, which earns groans from some of the guys. Shane is excited. He has plenty of healthy options to choose from that fit his performance diet. He loads up two enormous plates and even serves himself a tiny piece of baklava as a reward for crushing the skills competition.
Shane is wrapping up lunch when Team Europe saunters in.
Shane doesn’t look for Rozanov. He doesn’t.
Until he does.
Rozanov is staring at him.
His expression is blank, but Shane can see emotions flickering in his eyes—too fast for him to catch most of them. He recognizes a few. He’s seen them before, when Rozanov looks at Shane as they bend down to face off at center ice. Or when he watches Shane fall to his knees, fumbling to undo Rozanov’s belt. Or when he kisses Shane goodnight.
Rozanov’s face settles. He seems…
Shane doesn’t know. He’s never seen that look in Rozanov’s eyes before.
“Dude, Roz is so fuckin’ pissed at you!” Carter chuckles.
“You did beat him with his own move,” Scott reminds the table wryly. “That was pretty cold.”
“Sure,” Shane mutters, distracted.
Shane doesn’t think that Rozanov is angry about losing to him. They’re both insanely competitive, but they’ve never truly resented losing games to each other.
Their hookups were always hotter, rougher, and more frantic when they played a close game. Shane looked forward to meeting up with Rozanov even more after a loss. It had been good to be with someone who understood how he felt. Rozanov had never expected Shane to smile and be gracious about losing, the way the media did. No, Rozanov would push and banter and be a fucking asshole, so that Shane could do the same in return. Or, if Shane asked, Rozanov would take him out of his head entirely.
“—are ya gonna do before dinner?”
Shane tunes back in when Carter asks him a question. He answers, “Take a nap. Relax.”
“Relax, huh?” Marly chimes in. He glances up from his fourth plate. He was even more enthusiastic than Shane about the Mediterranean food. “You gonna hit the pool?”
Shane shakes his head. “No, I’ve been meaning to catch up on my book. It’s, uh, another hockey biography.”
Nobody laughs. The tension in his shoulders loosens.
Marly hums. He stabs another forkful of chicken shawarma. “I like podcasts better. Man in the Crease is good.”
“I prefer listening to ones about true crime,” Scott adds, which explains a lot.
“No books or podcasts for me!” Carter shakes his head. He lifts his arms and says, “Romcoms all day, everyday, baby!”
Scott huffs. “You just want to watch Gloria.”
Carter grins and shrugs. “Can you fuckin’ blame me, man?”
Shane laughs. He ignores Rozanov glaring at him from across the room.
Eight more hours, Shane tells himself. Then they’ll talk.
 

Shane sticks to his plan.
He returns to his hotel room. He naps for precisely forty-seven minutes.
He puts on his glasses and cracks open his book. Two chapters later, he gets thirsty.
He checks the beverage bar. It only has water, soda, and a cheap coffee maker with instant coffee. Shane wrinkles his nose. He always drinks a cup of black tea with two slices of lemon on game days.
With a sigh, Shane leaves his room. He brings his phone, wallet, book, and glasses. There’s a local coffee shop attached to the hotel lobby. He’d peeked inside yesterday, and found that it had plush armchairs and a decent selection of looseleaf teas. The place should be quiet at this time of day. He’ll read there until it’s time for dinner.
Several MLH players are socializing downstairs. They walk around and lounge on the lobby furniture. Rozanov is one of them. Shane hears his voice from afar.
Shane sighs. He adjusts his glasses. Then he crosses the room, heading straight for the coffee shop.
Shane tries not to react when he makes eye contact with Rozanov.
It’s difficult—because Rozanov’s jaw drops. His eyes widen. His sentence cuts off mid-word, with a strangled noise. His grip slackens. The paper cup in his hand tips precariously, dumping water into his lap.
“Блять (Fuck)!” Rozanov exclaims. He leaps to his feet.
Shane has already reached the coffee shop.
He doesn’t look back.
Six more hours, he tells himself.
 

The rest of Shane’s afternoon is uneventful.
He reads his hockey biography in the coffee shop. He savors his black tea with two slices of lemon.
Later, Shane attends a very early team dinner at a nearby Italian restaurant. He orders a whole roasted fish and salad. The rest of Team North America chows down on handmade pasta and wood-fired steaks. Carter manages to talk Shane into eating some of the focaccia, arancini, and other shared appetizers. Marly stubbornly insists that Shane try his chicken parmesan. It’s very good, but Shane’s dad makes it better.
The rookies order a ridiculous amount of dessert for the table. They stare at Shane with big, watery eyes until he takes a few reluctant bites of tiramisu. Then they cheer so rambunctiously that Shane worries they’ll be evicted from their private room.
It’s good for morale, though.
His team stays in such high spirits that Shane doesn’t need to do much before the All-Stars Game. He stands in the center of the locker room, looks every man in the eyes, and says, “Let’s go fucking win again.”
 

This arena feels like any other.
It’s cold and bright.
The sound of eighteen thousand fans—screaming, cheering, booing, shouting, crying out his name—becomes his armor. Shane lets the noise wash over him. He closes his eyes as he stretches on the ice. Gradually, the roar of the crowd dulls and fades, until it’s nothing but an eager, muted thrumming beneath his skin.
He takes a deep breath. Holds for four. Exhales. Repeats. He breathes. Again and again, until he’s ready.
Shane opens his eyes.
The world is quiet.
He focuses on the sounds that matter. The puck. The crisp snap of his hockey stick making contact with it. The metallic snick of skate blades cutting across the ice. The voices of his teammates, coach, opponents, referees, and linesmen.
He ignores the creak of his leather gloves, the rustling of his protective pads, the swish of his jersey—and everything else.
He chews on his mouthguard as he warms up. It tastes rubbery and unpleasant, but familiar.
Shane can’t describe the scent of the rink. It smells strange and artificial, like chemicals.
It smells like home.
Shane belongs on the ice. It’s his.
He feels blood pulsing through his body with every heartbeat.
It’s like this every time he plays against Rozanov. Nothing else comes close.
Shane skates to center ice for the opening faceoff.
“Hollander.”
Rozanov is already there. His eyes are sharp and painfully blue beneath the florescent lights. He doesn’t smile as Shane approaches. Shane can’t read his expression.
“Rozanov.” Shane greets him in return. His voice is perfectly even. He’d practiced in front of the mirror earlier.
The referee arrives. They both move closer to the faceoff dot. They bend over.
“You played very well yesterday,” Rozanov praises.
“Thank you,” Shane replies. “So did you.”
Shane waits for the punchline of the chirp. It never comes.
Rozanov still wins the faceoff.
 

Time moves forward in bursts of thirty to forty-five seconds.
In between shifts, Shane breathes. He desperately gulps air and sips water until his lungs aren’t on fire anymore. He rests on the bench. He watches the game. He sees plays unfold seconds after he’s imagined them. He looks for vulnerabilities.
He keeps warm. He waits.
LeClaire taps his shoulder.
Shane rises.
He steps onto the ice.
He plays.
 

“…I didn’t hear from you last night,” Rozanov murmurs at the start of the second period. He’s been quiet since their first faceoff. It’s unlike him.
It makes Shane nervous. He tightens his hold on his stick.
“Were you waiting?” Shane intends for the words to sound like a taunt. They come out honest instead.
“Yes,” Rozanov answers, equally honest.
Shane doesn’t know what to say.
The puck drops.
Shane wins the faceoff.
Shane flicks the puck over to Marly on his left wing. He cuts around Rozanov. He darts towards a narrow gap between Lundin and MacLellan. He hears MacLellan snarl, but the massive defenseman moves too slowly to stop him. Shane dekes him and sprints down the ice.
Marly outmaneuvers a poke check from Sullivan, the other d-man, with ease. He passes back to Carson.
Carson is Shane’s right wing. He normally plays left wing on the Brooklyn Scouts’ first line. He still has a tendency to drift over to that side of the ice. It comes in handy now. Marly’s pass hits his tape, clean.
Carson is small but quick. He carries the puck across the blue line, into Team Europe’s defensive zone. He spins to keep the puck away from Bogrov. He misses Rozanov until it’s too late.
Rozanov strips the puck. He slaps it over to Lundin, his left wing.
J.J. intercepts the pass. He slings the puck down to Shane.
Shane adjusts his position.
MacLellan closes in.
Seconds later, Shane feels the puck brush against the blade of his stick. Right where he scrawls his dad’s name on the tape. Shane smiles. He fires a one-timer at Nilsson.
The puck skims the goalie’s glove. It sinks into the net.
The goal horn blares.
7-6.
Team North America takes the lead.
 

At their next faceoff, Shane admits, “I couldn’t text you.”
Rozanov scowls. “Why not?”
The puck drops.
They jostle for it.
Rozanov wins.
He scores before their shift ends.
7-7.
 

Violence is discouraged during All-Stars, but Rozanov still presses Shane against the boards as they wrestle for the puck. His body is achingly familiar. Their helmets bump against the plexiglass.
“Why—didn’t—you—text—me,” Rozanov grits out between clenched teeth.
Nobody else dares to approach.
Aside from Rozanov squishing Shane, the only physical battle is between their hockey sticks. Rozanov’s unpredictability and sleight-of-hand against Shane’s precision and split-second reaction time. The puck dances between them, too quick for anyone else to follow.
“I don’t… have… your number… anymore!” Shane snaps back, winded. He’s had enough of this.
Shane flicks the puck between his own legs, bouncing it off his skate blade. He swivels his heel to set the puck’s direction and give it momentum.
The puck flies straight over to Marly, who stares down at it for a moment.
Rozanov growls and lets go of Shane.
Everyone finally realizes that the puck is free.
Play resumes.
 

The game is tied, once again, at the start of the third period. 9-9.
“You didn’t just block me?” Rozanov seethes as they glide in to center ice. His mouth is a thin, flat, furious line. He’s breathing heavily. His eyes, though… “You deleted my fucking number?”
Shane frowns at him, confused. “I didn’t block you. Or delete your number.”
“No? Then why don’t you fucking have it anymore?” Rozanov lowers his voice as the referee arrives.
It’s too humiliating to admit that he dropped his phone down a fucking elevator shaft. Shane retorts, after brief consideration, “…My phone broke! I got a new number.” 
Rozanov’s gaze is dark. He stares at Shane as they lean in. “And you didn’t tell me?”
The puck drops.
Rozanov wins the faceoff.
 

At their next faceoff, Shane quietly admits, “…I didn’t think you’d care. You, um… made that very clear. Last time.”
Rozanov’s brow furrows as Shane speaks.
Shane bites his lip. He’s come this far. He might as well say it.
He looks down at the ice to make sure his lips are hidden from any cameras.
Shane whispers, “We didn’t even kiss.”
The puck drops.
Shane wins the faceoff.
Rozanov doesn’t move.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Oh baby, you didn’t think I was going to let this fic play out without Shane saying that line to Ilya’s face, now did you? 😈

Next time—an Ilya chapter.
Other Notes
	We’re now at ~65% of maximum angst! 🙂‍↕️

	my five favorite parts of writing this chapter:

    	the ending

    	ilya seeing shane in glasses

    	hints about maclellan

    	making the goalie meme

    	shane doing yoga




	My Google search history now includes most suggestive yoga poses thanks to this fic. 😂

	I used Team Europe’s All-Stars logo from the show for Nilsson’s jersey in the goalie meme. I didn’t try to recreate the rest of the uniform since the image was so tiny.

	For non-Americans, the goalie meme caption Help! I’ve fallen and can’t get up! is the catchphrase of a commercial for a product called Life Alert (designed to help senior citizens get medical attention). The commercials are super melodramatic and constantly playing on tv, so people sometimes use the phrase for jokes. Here, the other goalies are joking that Nilsson has totally collapsed because of Shane’s six goals and can’t recover.

	shane: wow peter has even shittier taste in men than i do

	Can’t wait to hear all your theories after the latest MacLellan/Peter lore drop! 🤭

	Yes, Shane wore that yellow sweater from Hudson Williams’ Timid photoshoot! I had mercy on Ilya and didn’t put him in the white shorts. 🥵

	Back to business-as-usual of me bending over backwards to avoid writing too much hockey… This game was a lot more violent before I remembered there’s no fighting in All-Stars. 😂

	I based the All-Stars game score in reality (12-11 for East vs. West in 2009). Since Shane and Ilya are generational talents and this isn’t a “serious” MLH game, I would expect a tight race and high scores on both sides.

	Quick reminder that there will be no forced outing during this fic (except poor Peter)! Shane and Ilya will be safe, despite discussing this on the ice like absolute morons.

	me, patiently imagining the end scene since chapter 2: 😇🔪


Russian TranslationsБлять! - Fuck!
Content WarningLots of profanity from the hockey players.
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    Chapter Notes

      Quick reminder that you can hover over the text (or click on mobile) for translations, or refer to the very bottom of this chapter. The translations are from Google Translate. Help is very welcome for correcting them! 🙏

10/4 update: Thank you once again to olliegrimm for correcting the Russian translations! I really appreciate it! ❤️

End Notes (continued)
Hockey Notes (contains minor spoilers for this chapter)Again, no need to read these notes unless you’re curious. There was originally a lot more hockey in this chapter and then I went nope, let’s stick to pining. 😂

	I finally had to name the other All-Stars coach! Ivar Lindgren is the Swedish head coach of the San Francisco Missions.

	I had to make up a bunch of players to fill Team Europe. If you don’t recognize a name, it’s probably someone that doesn’t exist in canon. 🙄

	I enjoyed thinking about how Ilya and Shane might have different approaches to captaincy. Take my interpretations with a hefty grain of salt, as I haven’t read the books.

    	I thought both of them would take the job very seriously, excel technically, and strive to lead by example.

    	My Shane knows the whole damn rulebook and independently takes point on all discussions with referees on the ice. He will contribute strategically (beyond the traditional role of the captain) to the coaching staff and other players if given the opportunity.

    	My Ilya works hard to build a positive culture for his team in the locker room and beyond. He supports his men emotionally, attends social events, and actively mentors rookies. A lot of his hockey ability comes from instinct and natural talent, so he isn’t as prepared as Shane to articulate his split-second decisions on the ice to others.




	Ilya’s locker room speech is inspired by the iconic one he gives in Heated Rivalry S1E2: Olympians. Enjoy the parallels to Shane’s speech in Chapter 27. 😏

	Yes, Bood was Shane’s rookie who fumbled stick handling. This is his All-Stars debut! (None of this is canon, as far as I know.) My darling! ❤️




      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  then—
Ilya never meant to care about Shane Hollander.
It happens anyway, too quietly for him to realize and put a stop to it.
All it takes is a few stolen minutes.
It begins in an empty parking lot, when he makes the mistake of glancing twice at Hollander’s freckles.
They’re both seventeen. Ilya looks older, but Hollander’s face is still softened by youth. Pretty, Ilya thinks, then immediately wishes he hadn’t noticed. Hollander’s cheeks are flushed from the bitter cold, and speckled with countless tiny stars. His freckles are all different sizes and shades of brown. They form constellations across the unbroken bridge of Hollander’s nose.
Ilya wants to trace them with his fingertips.
He lights his cigarette instead and takes a long, deep drag—but it doesn’t give him the same heady rush as staring at Hollander. Hollander’s expression is so earnest. His dark brown eyes are bright and serious. His smile is beautiful. It’s slow but certain, as he introduces himself and offers Ilya a handshake.
Ilya takes Hollander’s hand. Once—and then again, when Hollander reaches for him a second time. Hollander’s hand is warm and calloused. It fits perfectly into Ilya’s. Like it belongs there.
Ilya lets go first.
This is a bad idea, he thinks. It sends a thrill through him. He likes trouble.
It only tempts him more.
“See you at the draft,” Ilya promises, as they shake hands for the third time. Hollander doesn’t reply. His jaw is tight with fury and disappointment over having lost the International Prospect Cup.
Hollander wins it the next year.
“See you in October,” Hollander murmurs when they shake hands after the finals. His dark eyes sparkle with satisfaction and delight. His plush lips curve into a triumphant grin. Sweat drips down his temples, making his freckled cheeks glisten under the arena lights. He’s radiant.
Ilya can’t help but smile back. He wants, desperately, to seize Hollander and kiss the victory off his face. His desire consumes him. It’s enough to make Ilya forget the shame rising hot and metallic in his throat—if only for a moment. His father reminds him later.
This is a bad idea, Ilya thinks again. It doesn’t stop him. He steals a thousand more minutes as the years go by.
As their fingers brush over his water bottle, and Hollander obeys when Ilya whispers more. As he cradles Hollander’s jaw and backs him against a wall and presses their mouths together for the first time. As he watches Hollander fold his clothes before joining him in bed. As Hollander’s fingers tangle in his curls and pull, slightly too hard, when Ilya sucks his cock afterwards. As they come together, again and again, in dozens of dimly-lit hotel rooms.
Ilya learns Hollander’s body almost as well as his own. He learns how Hollander wants to be kissed, touched, stroked, rubbed, licked, sucked, bitten, bent, lifted, pressed, and fucked with his fingers. He learns what makes Hollander gasp and moan and writhe and cry and come untouched. He learns that Hollander then likes to be held close for a few minutes, until one of them inevitably walks away.
He learns that Hollander likes it, most of all, when Ilya kisses him goodbye before he goes.
Ilya doesn’t believe in love. Not really. Not anymore. But what he feels for Hollander is—different.
He tries not to think about how or why.
It’s fine. It doesn’t matter how he feels. They can’t be anything. And even if they could, Ilya would never be good enough for Hollander.
That’s fine, too. Ilya is used to loving people who don’t love him back.
He questions it after they finally fuck, though, when Hollander leans in and kisses his forehead. The gesture is thoughtless and sweet. Hollander’s lips are soft, fleeting. His eyes are—
Ilya’s heart stutters. He needs to leave. Now. He forgets this, stupidly, when Hollander smiles up at him in the stairwell of his apartment. He bends down, intending to say goodbye.
Instead, Ilya kisses Hollander like he loves him.
So Ilya runs, and runs, and runs.
He doesn’t look back.
 

Ilya runs for two months.
Then he breaks.
Of course he does. He’s weak.
Ilya looks back in Sochi, when Hollander approaches him at the arena.
Hollander hesitates. It doesn’t suit him. Ilya hates himself a little more for putting that uncertainty on Hollander’s face. Hollander stands there, waiting—until Ilya can’t take it anymore.
Ilya lashes out.
Hollander is the one who runs, this time.
 

Ilya manages to stay away—for a while. Four months. Twice as long.
He doesn’t think about Hollander. He doesn’t text. He doesn’t call. He doesn’t want to.
He doesn’t.
He wins the Stanley Cup. He wins the Hart Memorial Trophy. The victories feel hollow. His heart aches.
Ilya gives in. He looks back again in Las Vegas.
Hollander is still standing there, waiting for him. He’s angry, but he forgives Ilya. He kisses back. He comes upstairs.
They fuck.
Ilya looks away again.
Hollander leaves.
Ilya knows better than to kiss him goodbye.
 

Ilya had foolishly hoped that Hollander would wait forever.
He hadn’t.
The third time Ilya looks back, Hollander is gone.
 

two days ago—
“I’ve reconsidered,” Sveta informs him. “Let’s keep the plan simple.”
Ilya’s flight to Columbus, OH, departs in the morning. He’d spent the week worrying about what to say to Hollander, and had put off packing until the last possible moment.
Sveta had somehow known. She’d shown up on his doorstep tonight, unannounced, and had stubbornly refused to leave his home. She’d driven over after work, and had likely broken several laws to beat Boston’s infamous rush hour traffic. At least she’d brought takeout from their favorite Russian restaurant.
Hours later, Sveta sits at the foot of Ilya’s bed. She’s swapped her neat pencil skirt for a pair of his sweatpants that had shrank comically in the wash. Her long legs are curled beneath her. Her hazel eyes glint judgmentally as she watches him toss clothes into his open suitcase. He’ll fold and pack everything later, once he’s decided what to bring to All-Stars.
Ilya scoffs. “Simple? That is unlike you, Sveta.”
“Please. I could come up with something elaborate and utterly brilliant, but we both know that you wouldn’t do it.” Sveta drawls, sipping from a glass of his best vodka.
She’s rolling her eyes. Ilya can tell, even if he can’t actually see it with his head buried among the suits in his walk-in closet. Her Russian gets more guttural and sarcastic when she’s exasperated with him. Her tongue loses some of the poshness that her father and mother have tried so hard to instill since childhood.
“Maybe I would,” Ilya lies. He sees her eyeroll firsthand this time, when he steps out with a black three-piece suit.
Sveta shakes her head. “Not that one, Ilyusha. It makes you look dreadfully old and boring. It doesn’t say, ‘I’m very sorry, and very handsome, and very eager to fuck you tonight.’”
“This is bespoke Tom Ford!” Ilya huffs, but puts it back.
“And you can still wear it in twenty years to your retirement party,” she replies, unmoved. “Pick something else. Something Shane would like.”
“Must you call him that?” Ilya sighs. He slowly runs a hand across his suits, searching for the silkiest fabric.
“What? His name?”
“Yes.”
Ilya compares three suits. He discards the dove gray one because the cut isn’t daring enough. He puts away the navy blue one, as well. It’s too plain for what he has in mind.
He chooses the charcoal-black, two-piece suit from Kiton with subtle pinstripes. It’s made of a lightweight cashmere-wool blend that feels heavenly against his skin. Hollander has never mentioned it, but over the years, Ilya has noticed his preference for soft, smooth fabrics. Hopefully, Hollander will want to touch this suit—and Ilya, too.
Ilya doesn’t pick out a tie. He’ll unbutton his white shirt to partially expose his chest. Hollander likes his body. His gaze always lingers on Ilya’s muscles as he undresses.
Ilya reaches for a pair of platinum cufflinks. They’re simple. Round, flat, and shiny—kind of like silver hockey pucks. Hollander probably won’t notice, but Ilya might as well wear them. Just in case.
When Ilya carries the outfit into his bedroom, Sveta reminds him, mercilessly, “It’s not my fault that you’re afraid to say his name.”
“I’m not afraid,” Ilya retorts.
“No? Then use it tomorrow. Begin your apology with, ‘Shane, I’m very sorry.’”
Ilya sighs again. “I can’t.”
“Why not?”
“Things aren’t like that between us.”
“Yet.” Sveta contradicts, defiant. She pours herself a refill from the bottle of vodka perched on his nightstand. “You’re being silly. Do you expect to call him ‘Hollander’ for the rest of your lives?”
Ilya sometimes resents how logical she is. She’s always right. It’s as infuriating as it is helpful. “No…”
“Then why not start this weekend?”
Ilya tries to distract her. “Tell me about your new plan.”
Sveta narrows her eyes, unimpressed. She lets him change the subject anyway because she loves him. “Hollander deserves the best, and that’s what you are.”
“I’m not the best,” Ilya admits quietly.
“You are!” Sveta declares, in a stern tone that will accept no arguments whatsoever. “You’ll be the best at everything. You’ll look the best, obviously. You’ll be the most handsome man there, with the best body, hands, face, smile, hair—all of it. You’ll smell the best. That should be easy. You’ll be the best at hockey, too. Or at least Hollander’s equal. Most importantly, you’ll be the best at apologizing. And, if you’re very, very lucky, and he gives you another chance—you’ll be the best at kissing and fucking him.”
“That’s your plan!?” Ilya sputters, dumbfounded.
“Simple, no?” Sveta toasts him with her glass of vodka. “Easy to remember, and you already have everything you need. Hollander chose you once already. Apologize. Be honest with him. Tell him how you feel. Prove that he made the right choice.”
“…What if he didn’t?”
Sveta takes a slow, deliberate sip of vodka. “Are you willing to give up right now, and never find out?”
“No.” Ilya answers at once.
“Good,” Sveta replies. She puts down her glass and draws him into a tight, fierce hug. He hugs her back. She whispers in his ear, “I’ve known you for more than twenty years, Ilyusha. I’ve never seen you like this. You deserve to be happy. Both of you.”
After a couple minutes, Sveta pulls back. She checks her phone. Then she pats his cheek lightly and adds, “But you really must be the best. There are now four million likes on Gloria Grey’s Instagram post of Hollander on the red carpet. It’s still trending. The comment section is… rather desperate. If you let that man go without a fight, you’re never getting him back.”
“Fuck,” Ilya mutters, with feeling.
“Indeed,” Sveta agrees. “Now show me the rest of your outfits.”
 

yesterday—
“Roz! Over here, brother!” Marly waves from across the ballroom.
Ilya weaves through the round tables full of MLH players eager to chat with him. It takes a while to reach Marly. He clasps him on the shoulder and chirps, “Glad you didn’t get lost in the airport.”
“Fuck you too, man!” Marly shoots back with a grin. “It was one time!”
“One time too many for a man as fucking old as you,” Ilya deadpans.
Marly smirks. “Oh yeah? Didn’t something similar happen your rookie year, when you—”
“Okay, okay, you’ve made your point,” Ilya interrupts, glancing around. “Where’s the rest of your team?”
“Sitting further from the buffet, I guess.” Marly shrugs. He’d ended up at a table full of burly defenseman surrounded by stacks of empty plates. Clearly, Marly isn’t the only one worried about maintaining his bulk during the season. A few of the d-men make Marly look small.
Marly is a strong player, but Ilya is surprised that he was chosen for All-Stars this year.
Unlike the Montréal Metros—who follow the official rules and only ever nominate Hollander to attend—the Boston Raiders have figured out how to game the system. Everyone knows that the MLH fans will bend over backwards to vote Ilya into All-Stars, so Coach LeClaire lets the team choose a different player to send. This year, they’d played rock-paper-scissors to decide, which is why Ilya is so baffled about Marly’s presence. Marly only ever throws rock. He shouldn’t have won the tournament.
Regardless, Ilya is happy that Marly is here. Ilya had billeted with Marly during his rookie season, and they’ve stayed close ever since.
Marly has a reputation for being one of the biggest blockheads in the league, but Ilya knows better after living with him for a year. Marly is a lot sharper than everyone realizes. But even if he was as dumb as people think, Ilya wouldn’t mind. Marly is loyal, and has a good heart. He’s been kind to Ilya. That’s more important.
“What’s for breakfast?” Ilya asks. It’s hard to tell, with how quickly the other guys are shoveling their food down.
“Good shit.” Marly points to his overflowing plate of scrambled eggs, hash browns, sausage, and bacon. “Go hit the buffet, and then I’ll catch you up on my cousin’s latest wedding drama. Her fiancée is a total bridezilla. It’s funny as fuck.”
Ilya nods and turns towards the breakfast buffet. He pauses.
Shane Hollander is standing there, squinting at the printed labels on the buffet.
He looks unfairly handsome in his textured gray suit. His white undershirt is so tight and sheer that Ilya can see Hollander’s muscles flex obscenely as he adds slices of ham to his plate. He’s wearing a few simple rings, a shiny Rolex, and hoop earrings. His hair is longer than it was in Las Vegas, and has a subtle wave to it now.
Ilya’s heart stutters.
He doesn’t know whether he wants to send thirty-seven furious emails or an extravagant flower arrangement to Hollander’s new stylist. Why the fuck did she take away Hollander’s gym clothes!?
Hollander had been very attractive before, in a cozy, boy-next-door sort of way that other people—stupid men who weren’t Ilya—tended to overlook. Now, he’s devastating. Ilya has seen at least eight different players stumble into tables, drop utensils, or stare open-mouthed as Hollander walks past.
Things only get worse when Hollander strips off his jacket.
Ilya clenches his fists as the room falls utterly silent.
Don’t fucking look at him, Ilya wants to shout, but can’t. They aren’t anything.
Fuck.
 

It’s Hollander’s turn to stop and stare once he enters the media room.
Ilya is wearing his pinstriped Kiton suit. He’d styled his curls with even more care than usual this morning. He’d undone several buttons of his white shirt and polished his mother’s gold cross to draw attention to his chest. He’d forgone cologne in favor of Hollander’s favorite aftershave. Hollander has never admitted it, but Ilya had noticed the way he tucks his face into the curve of Ilya’s neck whenever Ilya shaves before their hookups.
Ilya is pleased to recognize the want on Hollander’s face.
He’s seen it many times, right before Hollander crawls into his lap or gets on his knees. Hollander’s eyes go dark and heady as he first considers, then surrenders. His lips part softly, before he bites or licks them. He blushes, so pink and pretty, beneath his freckles. Desire looks gorgeous on him.
Hollander pulls himself together a fraction of a second later.
Ilya would’ve missed his initial reaction entirely if he hadn’t been staring intently at the door, waiting for Hollander to walk in. Hollander smiles, but it’s the polite, fake one he puts on for reporters. The one that doesn’t quite reach his expressive eyes or crinkle his freckled cheeks.
At least Ilya is certain now that Hollander still finds him attractive. He hadn’t blocked Ilya because he lost interest in being fucked by him.
Ilya smiles at Hollander. He waits for him to sit and relax. Then he taps their feet together under the table. It’s become a secret signal between them—hey, I’m here.
They did it for the first time as rookies at All-Stars, when Ilya had struggled to understand a reporter’s convoluted question and Hollander jumped in to answer on his behalf. It’s happened a few more times over the years, whenever the media is especially rude towards Hollander or deliberately tries to confuse Ilya.
Hollander has always tapped back.
But this time, he freezes.
Ilya taps Hollander’s foot again. Still no tap back.
Ilya taps a third time, more insistently, and presses their shoes together.
Hollander moves his foot away.
Ilya tries very, very hard to keep smiling as the interview panel begins.
Fuck.
 

Near the end of their interview, Ilya leans in and confesses with a smile, “I’ve been looking forward to this for a long time.”
It’s the truth. He’s become desperate to see Hollander. Even before last month’s cancelled hockey game between Boston and Montréal. It’s been far too long since Ilya has spoken to Hollander or touched him off the ice. Six whole months.
Ilya hates to apologize, but he’ll do it for Hollander. It’s worth it.
Hollander will forgive him, and they’ll move on.
“Good luck.” Hollander’s voice is calm and steady. He stares straight ahead, at the audience, as he speaks. “You’ll need it.”
Something tightens in Ilya’s chest.
Fuck.
 

“Closer!” The photographer urges, with considerable annoyance.
Hollander doesn’t move. Ilya does.
Hollander is even more handsome this close. Ilya is momentarily distracted by counting the new freckles that’ve formed on Hollander’s cheeks during their summer apart. Hollander starts to scowl, until he catches himself and plasters his media smile back on. It’s a lovely smile, Ilya thinks, but Hollander’s real one is so much better. Hollander’s big, brown eyes betray him though—they slowly wander along the curve of Ilya’s jaw, as if Hollander wants nothing more than to lean in and press his lips against Ilya’s throat.
Ilya smiles, satisfied, when Hollander’s gaze returns to his mouth. He reaches out. “Hollander.”
“Rozanov,” Hollander snaps back brusquely. He takes Ilya’s hand. He shakes it.
And then he lets go.
What?
Only a few seconds have passed. Did he mean to do that? Hollander has never—not once in five-and-half years!—stopped touching Ilya first.
Ilya is always, always the one who lets go.
Maybe it was an accident. Maybe Hollander was worried about the camera pointed at them. Maybe…
Hollander turns back to him.
He’s biting his bottom lip, almost hard enough to bleed. Ilya wants to make him stop. He wants to curl his fingers under Hollander’s chin and tip his face up and gently slide his thumb across Hollander’s plush mouth. Pet it once or twice, until Hollander is smiling up at Ilya again, fond and exasperated.
Hollander stares intently at Ilya’s shoes. Is there something on them? No, that can’t be right. Ilya shined them last night, properly, the way his father insists on whenever his colleagues visit.
Hollander drags his gaze up to Ilya’s face. His dark eyes glimmer. Ilya’s breath catches in his throat.
Hollander wordlessly offers him a handshake. Ilya seizes his hand.
Again, Hollander pulls away.
Ilya frowns. Why—?
“Alright, gentlemen. Can you try holding it a little longer this time? I can only click so fast!”
Ilya barely hears the photographer. His chest aches.
He reaches for Hollander again. Hollander waits a few more seconds before he rips his hand away.
“One more time, please. I’ve think we’ve almost got it.”
Hollander takes a deep breath. His eyes are darker, wetter. His conflicted expression reminds Ilya of a cramped bathroom in Las Vegas.
Ilya’s chest is caving in.
Hollander takes his hand.
Ilya steps closer. He tightens his grasp, and strokes the back of Hollander’s knuckles with his thumb. Very gently, like he’d wanted to earlier. He murmurs, “You’re still angry with me?”
Please let it be anger.
Ilya knows how to deal with anger. He’s known since he was a child.
There are many kinds of anger. Sometimes it’s silent, like a viper coiling beneath the kitchen table while his family eats dinner. Sometimes it’s quiet, like the tears his mother used to blink away as she washed the dishes afterwards. Sometimes it’s sharp and quick and tastes coppery in his mouth, like his father’s open palm cracking across his face. Sometimes it’s worse, like the first time his older brother stood by and laughed as his friends spat slurs at Ilya.
Ilya will know what to do if Hollander is angry with him.
“What do you mean?” Hollander asks, with a faint wrinkle between his brows.
Fuck.
Ilya can’t breathe.
“That’s it! We’ve got the shot! Thank you, gentlemen, we’re done here!” The photographer dismisses them. His assistants crowd around him. Ilya checks twice, but nobody is looking at them anymore.
Ilya leans in and chokes out, “Text me your room number.”
He lets go of Hollander’s hand.
He runs.
He doesn’t look back.
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            света (sveta)

        


Today 10:47

            	Svetlana

            	Как дела (How are things going)?

        


        
            	Ilya

            	нехорошо (not good)

        


        
            	Svetlana

            	Что ты имеешь в виду (What do you mean)?

            	Ещё даже не время обеда (It’s not even lunchtime yet)! 🫠

        


        
            	Ilya

            	джейн расстроена сильнее, чем я думал (jane is more upset than i thought)

        


        
            	Svetlana

            	Что она сказала (What did she say)?

        


        
            	Ilya

            	ничего (nothing)

            	это просто чувство (it’s just a feeling)

        


        
            	Svetlana

            	Просто предчувствие (Just a feeling)? 🤔

        


        
            	Ilya

            	я её знаю (i know her)

        


        
            	Svetlana

            	Хорошо (Okay)…

            	И что ты собираешься с этим делать (So what are you going to do about it)?

        


        
            	Ilya

            	я извинюсь перед ней сегодня (i’ll apologize to her today)

            	и завтра (and tomorrow)

            	и буду делать это каждый день, пока она меня не простит (and every day until she forgives me)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Она согласилась встретиться (She agreed to meet)?

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Илюша (Ilyusha)?

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	не совсем (not exactly)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Что ты имеешь в виду (What do you mean)?

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	я сказал ей прислать мне номер её комнаты (i told her to text me her room)

            	я зайду попозже вечером (i’ll go later tonight)

            	она не захочет разговаривать до игры (she won’t want to speak before we play)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	И как именно она должна тебе писать (And how, exactly, is she supposed to text you)? 😒

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	у неё есть мой номер (she has my number)

            	она может меня разблокировать (she can unblock me)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Полагаю, ты думал, что это умно (I suppose you thought that was clever)… 🙄

            	А что ты будешь делать, если она не согласится (What will you do if she doesn’t)?

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	она будет (she will)

            	я собираюсь участвовать во всех соревнованиях (i’m going to compete in every event)

            	и побеждать (and win) )

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Это твой план (That’s your plan)? 😒

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	ты сказала быть лучшим в хоккее (you said to be the best at hockey) )))

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Ты можешь быть лучшим, не ведя себя как полный идиот (You can be the best without acting like a fucking idiot)

            	Не смей получать травмы, пытаясь произвести на нее впечатление (Don’t you dare get injured trying to impress her)!

            	Ты будешь выглядеть очень жалко, сидя сегодня вечером в ледяной ванне (You’ll look very pathetic sitting in your ice bath tonight)… 😒

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	я знаю, что делаю, света (i know what i’m doing, sveta)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Я надеюсь, что это так (I hope so)

        

    
 

Everything is going according to plan.
The skills competition score is 11-8. Team Europe has been ahead the entire night. Ilya had convinced their head coach to let him compete in every single event. The only event that he’d lost was Accuracy Shooting—which he never counted on winning in the first place. Hollander is fucking untouchable.
Except, apparently, for Finn MacLellan.
As one of the most notorious instigators in the MLH, Ilya recognizes the signs of a fight brewing. He reads the tension in MacLellan’s frame and the sneer on his lips from halfway across the rink. MacLellan is staring straight at Hollander. What the fuck pissed him off so badly, less than a minute after winning Hardest Shot?
It doesn’t matter.
Fury surges through Ilya, white-hot. He clenches his jaw. He tears across the ice. His knuckles pop as he grabs a fistful of MacLellan’s jersey and yanks him away from Hollander. The defenseman is significantly taller, broader, and stronger than Ilya, but none of that saves him from Ilya’s wrath. He stumbles across the ice.
“Don’t fuck with my players, Hollander!” Ilya says, because he has to say something. He doesn’t glance at Hollander or any of the teammates sitting near him.
Ilya catches up to MacLellan and growls, “Save it for the fucking shootout or I’ll aim at you instead.”
MacLellan growls back, “He—”
“I don’t give a fuck what Hollander said or did!” Ilya snarls. He wrenches MacLellan down to his level, then gets in his face and lowers his voice. “Neither should you. This is All-Stars. Fucking get over it! Don’t look at him. Don’t talk to him. Don’t fucking touch him.”
MacLellan bares his teeth, but lets Ilya drag him back to their bench.
Ilya can’t fucking wait for his next game against Detroit.
He owes MacLellan another trip to the dentist.
 

“Settle down!” Lindgren barks. Team Europe’s locker room goes quiet as everyone turns to their head coach. He stands next to the whiteboard and taps it sharply with his marker. Written on it is the word SHOOTOUT, followed by three alphabetized lists of names. “Here’s the plan. Nilsson, I want you in the net for the entire Shootout.”
“All three rounds?” Nilsson checks. It’s an unusual strategy, but not entirely unexpected. Miitka is only a backup goalie—from Hollander’s own team, at that.
“Sorry, Miitka. Hollander knows you too well. We can’t risk it.” Lindgren tells Miitka, who only shrugs. He knows it’s true. Hollander is dangerous. They’d need a much bigger lead for Lindgren to feel comfortable putting him in the net for a round.
Lindgren raises his voice to address the rest of the team. “LeClaire will do the same, if he’s smart. We’ve already got a lead. He can’t afford to let the gap widen. And Baldwin is no Bennett.”
Ilya knows LeClaire might do that, but Hollander wouldn’t. He just knows.
He doesn’t speak up. He can’t explain why he knows that.
Lindgren announces, “Captains are required to participate in every round. That means you, Rozanov. I want you with Jalo, Kerr, Korogyi, MacLellan, and Sullivan first.”
Ilya’s brow furrows. Those are all defensemen. They’re strong, but not the most accurate players on the roster. Bennett won’t have much trouble stopping their shots.
“Second round is Alimov, Hakanen, Janáček, Svanström, and Tokarev with Rozanov.”
Again, their biggest players.
“We’ll wear Bennett out,” Lindgren explains at last. “He’s good, but he’s getting old. Hit as hard as you can. Tire him out. Get him to used to slapshots. Then it’ll be easy pickings in the third round. For that, I want Rozanov with Lemaire, Lundin, Vasiliev, Wahlqvist, and Zaitsev. Bring it home.”
The final team is composed of the fastest, most accurate shooters on their roster. Ilya understands Lindgren’s strategy now. Lindgren is nicknamed The Fox for good reason, and not just his red hair. It had been tough for the Boston Raiders to wrestle the Stanley Cup away from the San Francisco Missions with Lindgren’s cunning playbook in action.
Lindgren taps the whiteboard again. “Any questions?”
The locker room stays silent.
“Fine. All yours, Rozanov.”
Showtime.
“Okay, listen the fuck up!” Ilya gets to his feet. He raises his arms. He has men to motivate and a reputation to uphold. “We’re winning tonight. I know that. You know that. We all fucking know that!”
Ilya waits for the rowdy cheers to die down. He spins slowly, looking every man in the eyes as he speaks. “But I don’t want to win by three points. No, that’s not enough. We’ve been ahead this whole. Fucking. Night.”
Ilya pauses for effect. The room holds it breath.
They hear a distant roar. Team North America. Ilya wonders what the fuck Hollander said to them.
Some of the guys shift nervously.
Ilya throws his head back and laughs, loud and obnoxious. “You hear that!? They’re already fucking crying about losing to us!”
His team settles. Some of them chuckle, too.
Ilya declares, “Winning isn’t enough. I want more. More goals. More points. More tears from the other fucking team!”
Team Europe nods along.
Ilya pushes harder. He exclaims, “I know you can do it. I’ve fucking seen you do it all night long! So let’s do it again. Let’s give the fans something to scream about. Let’s send Team North America home crying. I don’t give a fuck that this is All-Stars! I want to win!”
Ilya pauses again.
Then he demands, “Let’s go fucking do it.”
It’s his team’s turn to roar.
 

Ilya feels victory slipping through his fingers by the start of the third round of the Shootout.
It’s 5-6, but Ilya knows Hollander. He won’t stop there. He wants to win it all.
Hollander hasn’t looked away from Nilsson once.
Not even during the second round, when Team North America swapped Bennett for Baldwin. Bennett’s first round was almost a shutout, like Ilya predicted. Ilya had managed to catch him off guard with a wrist shot on his second attempt. Baldwin is a much weaker goaltender. He’d let four shots through, two of them from Ilya.
Hollander still hadn’t glanced over. Ilya knows why. Hollander is memorizing Nilsson’s weaknesses. It’s working.
Bennett returns to the net for the third round. His face is set in grim determination.
Ilya had realized Hollander’s strategy during the first round.
Hollander’s teams are full of fast, accurate players. They’ve prioritized speed over setup—all to give Hollander a second chance to shoot. It doesn’t matter if Nilsson is able to stop nearly all of their shots. He’s fucking helpless against Hollander, like every other goalie in the league during a shootout.
Ilya hadn’t told Lindgren. He wants to beat Hollander fairly, not because The Fox orders his players to stall for time.
Part of him wants to see if Hollander can do it.
Hollander scores again. 5-7.
The teams trade shots on goal, until Zane fucking Boodram scores. 5-8.
Fuck. Hollander might actually do it.
There’s seventeen seconds left on the clock.
It’s Ilya’s turn. He needs to score. He sprints across the ice.
Bennett is a wall. He doesn’t look tired at all. He’s always slightly slower on his left side, though. Ilya will aim there. He’ll use his backhand. It’s stronger. He’ll aim low. Hopefully, Bennett won’t react quick enough. Ilya keeps his gaze fixed on the crossbar. Bennett probably won’t fall for it, but it can’t hurt.
Ilya shoots.
Bennett drops into an effortless split.
Ilya’s backhand thwacks against Bennett’s leg pad. No goal.
Fuck.
Hollander might win.
Ilya whips his head around to watch.
There’s only eight seconds left. Hollander will be the last player to shoot.
He fucking does The Rozanov.
He scores.
Hollander turns to Ilya and smiles. That’s the smile that Ilya remembers. Bright, wide, and breathless. Confident. Proud. Pleased. His freckled cheeks are flushed with victory. His dark eyes are like stars. Ilya can’t look away.
Game over.
Ilya lost. He doesn’t even care.
He wants to drop to his knees and fucking worship Shane Hollander at center ice.
 

Ilya’s phone buzzes in his pocket. He nearly flings it across his hotel room in his haste to take it out.
His lock screen is covered in notifications. None of them are from Hollander.
Most of the messages are from the Boston Raiders. He skims the recent ones before muting their team chat. Ilya loves his boisterous teammates, but they’ll keep going all night long if he replies.
He doesn’t want to miss Hollander’s text.

        

        [image: Boston Raiders logo]
        
            Loose Cannons ⚫🔥

        


Today 21:51

            	Carmy

            	BOYS DID YOU SEE!? 👀

            	THAT MAN IS A FUCKING SAVAGE

            	HE BEAT CAP WITH THE ROZANOV!!! 😱😱😱

        

        
        
            	St-Vicky 🙏

            	Fuck Hollander! 🤬

            	But that was so fucking smooth… 😩

        

        
        
            	🔨smith

            	Fucking RUDE you mean!!! 😭💔

        

        
        
            	Kohn

            	Damn…

        

        
        
            	Sebbs 😳

            	wow

        

        
        
            	Connors²

            	No, Sebbin!

            	Not ‘wow!’

            	We don’t condone thirsting over the enemy in this chat!

        


        
            	Sebbs 😳

            	cmon im thirsting over that shot!

            	it was a fuckin beaut! 🥵

        


        
            	Connors²

            	That still counts!

            	You’ve had too many fucking concussions!

            	Pull yourself together!

        

        
        
            	Carmy

            	@Marly you lucky dog!

            	how fucking wild was your locker room after that shit? 👀

        


        
            	Marly

            	😒 cmon guys

            	sorry roz

            	love u bro

        

        
        
            	Carmy

            	we love you cap! 🥺

        


        
            	St-Vicky 🙏

            	This one’s for you, Cap! 🍺

        


        
            	Kohn

            	Love ya cap 🍺

        

        
        
            	Sebbs 😳

            	luv u cap

        

        
        
            	Connors²

            	Love you, Cap.

        


        
            	🔨smith

            	Love you Cap! 🥲

        


        
            	Several people are typing...

            	
                

                

                

            

        

    
Ilya texts Sveta back because she’ll call him otherwise.

        

        [image: An avatar photo of Svetlana Vetrova, wearing a glamorous dress and smiling broadly.]
        
            света (sveta)

        


Today 21:47

            	Svetlana

            	Мне жаль, Илюша (Sorry, Ilyusha)

            	До этого момента ты так хорошо справлялся (You did so well up until then)

            	Хотя, ты должен признать, это было очень сексуально (You must admit that was very sexy, though) 🥵

        


        
            	Ilya

            	перестань смотреть (stop looking)

        

    
Ilya checks his All-Stars team chat next.

        

        [image: MLH All-Stars logo]
        
            Team Europe 🌍🌠

        


Today 22:33

            	Nilsson 🇸🇪

            	Well, fuck me... 💀

            	Sorry guys

        

        
        
            	Ilya 🇷🇺

            	you tried your best )

        

        
        
            	Nilsson 🇸🇪

            	Yeah but Bennett didn’t get absolutely fucking railed the way I did 💀

            	He didn’t let you score like that 💀

            	Hollander made it look like I wasn’t even in the fucking net 💀💀💀

        

        
        
            	Ilya 🇷🇺

            	bennett took the second round off

            	and i’m not hollander

            	anyway, you all did a good fucking job tonight

            	first round is on me

            	i’ll be at the bar in fifteen

        

        
        
            	Nilsson 🇸🇪

            	Fuck yeah

            	Second round’s on me! 🍻

        


        
            	Several people are typing...

            	
                

                

                

            

        

    
Ilya ignores everyone else. He needs a fucking drink.
 

Ilya pretends not to notice when Hollander walks into the hotel bar.
He sinks deeper into the leather sofa and takes another sip of vodka. He’s surrounded by his tipsy teammates, who are in a more jovial mood after a couple beers. They’ve started telling jokes. Some are better than others.
Zaitsev tells a joke that’s a witty pun in Russian but barely makes sense in English. The Russian players give him a pity laugh. They’ve all done something similar before, when learning how to speak another language. People think that Ilya has such clever chirps, but they should really hear his comebacks in Russian. He’s fucking hilarious.
Ilya feigns interest as Sullivan’s joke drags on. He’s telling a long-winded story about discovering his green onion allergy on a first date with his now-wife. Even his fellow Irishman, MacLellan, looks bored. Ilya laughs when Sullivan finally reaches the punchline. He’s mostly laughing at MacLellan’s disgruntled expression.
Ilya knows how to be patient. He can wait. He glances at Hollander between sips of vodka.
Hollander is buying a round of shots for his team. Ilya stiffens when he sees the bartender give Hollander a piece of paper with a flirtatious wink. He relaxes when Hollander signs it and immediately hands it back.
The receipt. Of course. Ilya is a fucking idiot. And paranoid. Not every man in this room wants to fuck Hollander.
MacLellan obviously doesn’t. He’s still ready to rip Hollander limb from limb the second Ilya turns his back. That’s why Ilya sat next to him.
Ilya knows that Hollander can take care of himself. He just doesn’t want him to get into a drunken bar fight with MacLellan, who has fists roughly the size of cinderblocks and a right hook that sure feels like one. Ilya would know. He’d needed a trip to the dentist after their last brawl, too.
MacLellan’s green eyes narrow as he notices Hollander leaving the bar. He starts to get up.
“Ah, not so fast, MacLellan! It’s your turn.” Ilya interrupts him. “Let’s see if you’ve got a fucking sense of humor after all. Third round’s on me if you make me laugh.”
MacLellan sits.
Hollander walks away.
 

Ilya goes back to his hotel room.
He waits.
And waits.
And waits.
 


        [image: back]
            J

            Jane

        


        

Today 22:54

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	congratulations )

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered



            

            
                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	when did you learn how to fucking do that?

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Today 0:35

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	i’m in 1919

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Today 2:07

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	hollander

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Calling Jane...


Call could not be completed.

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	pick up the phone

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered



Calling Jane... (5)


Call could not be completed.

                
                    
                        	Ilya

                        	fuck

                    

                    !

                


Not Delivered


        

    
 

now—
Ilya wakes up with his phone in his hand.
9:28, it says.
He stares up at the ceiling.
Hollander never texted him.
Fuck.
 

Ilya is still staring up at the ceiling when Sveta texts him forty minutes later.

        

        [image: An avatar photo of Svetlana Vetrova, wearing a glamorous dress and smiling broadly.]
        
            света (sveta)

        


Today 10:08

            	Svetlana

            	Ну что (Well)?

            	Как прошел разговор (How did your talk go)? 👀

        


        
            	Ilya

            	никак (it didn’t)

            	джейн так и не написала (jane never texted)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Ох, Илюша (Oh, Ilyusha)…

            	Ты ведь сегодня с ней увидишься, да (You’ll see her again today, right)?

            	Можешь попробовать еще раз (You can try again)

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	зачем (why should i)?

            	ей будет лучше без меня (she’s better off without me)

            	у нас все равно ничего не может быть (we can’t be anything anyway)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Не говори так (Don’t say that)

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	это правда (it’s the truth)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Это не так (It’s not)

            	Перестань предполагать, что Джейн думает и чувствует по отношению к тебе (Stop assuming how Jane thinks and feels about you)

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	ты сегодня получала от неё известия (have you heard from her today)?

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Да (Yes)

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	видишь (see)?

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Это несправедливо (That’s not fair)

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	и (so)?

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Я знаю, что ты расстроен, но тебе нужно взять себя в руки (I know you’re upset, but you need to get over yourself)

            	Я люблю тебя, но ты ведешь себя как полнейший мудак (I love you, but you’re being a fucking asshole)

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	да, это я (yes, that’s me)

            	такой гребаный мудак (such a fucking asshole)!

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Я пытаюсь тебе помочь (I’m trying to help you)

            	Ты это знаешь (You know that)

            	Ты злишься на меня за то, что я поговорила с Джейн (You’re angry at me for talking to Jane)?

            	Не стоит (Don’t be)

            	Мы почти не общаемся (We barely speak)

            	Я хотела с ней подружиться, но не могу, потому что я, блять, ей вру (I wanted to be her friend, but I can’t because I’m fucking lying to her)!

            	Мы говорим только о хоккее, чтобы я не подорвала ее доверие еще больше (All we ever talk about is hockey, so that I don’t break her trust any more than I already am)!

            	Она знает, что я дружу с другими игроками MLH, но как, по-твоему, она отреагирует, когда узнает, что один из них — это ТЫ (She knows I’m friends with other MLH players, but how do you think she’ll feel when she finds out one of those players is YOU)?

            	Думаешь, она когда-нибудь снова захочет со мной общаться (You think she’ll ever want to speak to me again)?

            	Я знаю, что она не захочет (I know that she won’t)

            	Но я все равно с ней общаюсь, чтобы ТЫ за нее не волновался (But I still talk to her anyway so that YOU won’t worry about her)

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	я никогда не просил тебя (i never asked you to)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Тебе и не нужно (You didn’t have to)

            	Ты - мой человек (You’re my person)

            	Я знаю тебя (I know you)

            	Но это должно прекратиться (But this needs to stop)

            	Ты должен сказать ей правду (You need to tell her the truth)

        

        
        
            	Ilya

            	я пытаюсь (i’m trying)

        

        
        
            	Svetlana

            	Нет, ты не стараешься (No, you’re not)

            	Не совсем (Not really)

            	Ты боишься (You’re afraid)

            	Я слишком долго позволяла тебе притворяться, что это не так (I’ve let you pretend otherwise for long enough)

            	Я люблю тебя, Илюша, но ты не можешь так с собой поступать (I love you, Ilyusha, but you can’t keep doing this to yourself)

            	Скажи ей правду (Tell her the truth)

            	Пожалуйста (Please)

        

    
Ilya throws his phone across the room.
 

Ilya has to pick it up later, when his alarm goes off.
He gets up. He silences it. He stares down at his phone in the palm of his hand. Sveta hadn’t texted him anything else. She didn’t need to. They both know she’s right.
Ilya wants to crawl back into bed and lie there. Some days, that’s all he wants.
But he can’t. Not today. Not until he talks to Hollander.
Ilya sighs.
He gets ready for practice.
 

Ilya doesn’t remember practice.
He doesn’t remember lunch. Only that he glances up—and Hollander is there.
Ilya barely controls his expression. He keeps his face carefully blank. He can’t do anything about his eyes. He hopes that Hollander is too far away to see them.
He can’t look away.
 


        

        [image: A black-and-white avatar photo of Cliff Marleau, brooding while wearing a white t-shirt and black blazer.]
        
            marly

        


Today 13:01

            	Cliff

            	hollzy is gonna read a book today

        


        
            	Ilya

            	?

        


        
            	Cliff

            	just thought u shud know

        


        
            	Ilya

            	you are senile?

            	why the fuck did you send me this?

        


        
            	Cliff

            	😒 ok

            	ur welcome

            	come hang in the lobby l8r

            	theres t at 2

            	with the little sanwiches

        

    
Fucking Marly.
His text gives Ilya an idea though.

        

        [image: MLH All-Stars logo]
        
            Team Europe 🌍🌠

        


Today 13:03

            	Ilya 🇷🇺

            	has anyone seen hollander?

        

        
        
            	Zaitsev 🇷🇺

            	He was in gym this morning

            	Bending

        

        
        
            	Ilya 🇷🇺

            	???

        

        
        
            	Zaitsev 🇷🇺

            	Bending on floor?

            	Йога (Yoga)

            	I don’t know in English 😖

        

        
        
            	Vasiliev 🇷🇺

            	yoga???

            	they’re the same word, tosha…

        

        
        
            	Zaitsev 🇷🇺

            	You are sure?

            	There was so much bending 😳

        

        
        
            	Sullivan 🇮🇪

            	Hollander was at practice earlier!

        

        
        
            	Kerr 🇬🇧

            	Bloody hell, Sully! 🙄

            	We were ALL at practice

            	Obviously he was there!

        

        
        
            	Nilsson 🇸🇪

            	I don’t know where he is but I never want to see him again 💀👍 by several people


        

        
        
            	Miitka 🇳🇴

            	Cap likes to nap and review tape on game days

            	he’s probably in his room👍 by Ilya 🇷🇺


        

        
        
            	Lemaire 🇫🇷

            	I saw Hollander at lunch too

        

        
        
            	Kerr 🇬🇧

            	No, really??? 🙄

        

        
        
            	MacLellan 🇮🇪

            	Why?

        

        
        
            	Müller 🇩🇪

            	are you gonna 👊?👍 by MacLellan 🇮🇪


        

        
        
            	Bogrov 🇷🇺

            	🍿 )))

        

        
        
            	Ilya 🇷🇺

            	just tell me if you see him

        


        
            	Several people are typing...

            	
                

                

                

            

        

    
 

Ilya goes to the lobby to have fucking afternoon tea with Marly. It’s better than wallowing in bed.
The tea is horrible. It doesn’t deserve to be called tea. Ilya curls his lip and switches to water after his first cup. The miniature sandwiches come in five different flavors—cucumber, egg salad, chicken salad, smoked salmon, and ham and brie. They’re fine. Marly seems to like them, anyway. He’s on his eighth one.
Ilya isn’t hungry. He can hardly taste the smoked salmon. Hollander would probably like this one, he muses. Fuck, now he’s getting emotional over a piece of bread with fish on it.
Ilya shoves the last bite into his mouth. He lifts his cup, intending to wash the sandwich down with a gulp of water.
Marly elbows him.
Ilya nearly spills his water. He glares at Marly. “The fuck?”
Marly raises his eyebrows.
Ilya frowns at him.
“You want another sandwich, Roz?” Marly asks.
“No, I don’t want another fucking sandwich,” Ilya grumbles.
“You sure?” Marly squints meaningfully at him.
Ilya huffs and turns away. He looks across the lobby, towards the catering table. What the fuck is Marly up to now? Does he want Ilya to bring him another plate of sandwiches? Did the waitstaff cut him off?
“Is this your way of asking me to get you a fucking sand—”
A flash of yellow catches Ilya’s attention.
He recognizes that color. Hollander had worn a yellow sweater to lunch. He’d looked so soft and cozy. Ilya genuinely couldn’t decide whether he’d rather fuck Hollander with or without the sweater. Maybe he’ll compromise—lay Hollander flat on his back, slide his hands up under the sweater, shove it halfway up his chest, and then fuck him.
After apologizing, of course. Which he plans to do as soon as they—
Ilya’s head goes perfectly blank when he makes eye contact with Hollander.
Hollander is wearing glasses.
Oh, fuck.
The glasses are relatively plain. The frames are black along the top, and slightly upturned. The square lenses are enclosed in a thin, metallic silver frame. Hollander’s glasses gleam as the light hits them, drawing attention to his beautiful brown eyes and freckled cheeks.
Since when does Hollander wear glasses? Has he always worn them? Why hasn’t Ilya seen them before?
Hollander looks so serious. So smart. So fucking sexy.
Is Ilya dreaming? He hopes so, because that means that Hollander is going to walk over here and sit in his lap with that yellow sweater and those fucking glasses and bend down for a kiss and—
Ilya dumps water all over himself.
“Блять (Fuck)!” He curses and jumps to his feet.
Marly wheezes with laughter beside him, but at least offers him napkins. “You good, Roz?”
“Not another word, Marly!” Ilya seethes. “Go get your own fucking sandwich!”
 

Ilya keeps himself busy for the rest of the afternoon. Nothing good ever comes of him succumbing to his laziness and sitting around thinking. He needs to get up and move around.
He finishes afternoon tea with Marly. He swims in the hotel pool. He showers. He rereads Sveta’s texts. He gets dinner with Team Europe.
He goes to the rink. He warms up in the gym. He dresses. He tapes his stick and laces his skates. He kisses his mother’s cross, tucks it under his shoulder pads, and murmurs, like always, “Для тебя, мама (For you, Mama).”
He steps onto the ice.
He plays.
 

“Hollander,” Ilya greets him at the opening faceoff.
“Rozanov,” Hollander replies. His voice is perfectly even, nothing like it was that night in Las Vegas.
I-I wanted to ask you—
“You played very well yesterday.”
“Thank you. So did you.” Hollander looks wary, like he’s bracing for an insult. His dark eyes search Ilya’s face beneath his visor. He bends down as the referee approaches. Ilya moves closer.
What had Hollander wanted to ask him, six months ago?
Why didn’t Ilya fucking let him finish? Why didn’t he ask him to stay?
The puck drops.
Ilya wins the faceoff.
 

Ilya plays well. Not his best. Still better than everyone but Hollander. He keeps his fucking mouth shut until the second period.
Then he breaks.
Of course he does. He’s weak.
“…I didn’t hear from you last night.”
“Were you waiting?” Hollander asks, painfully sincere.
“Yes,” Ilya admits. He was. He still is.
The puck drops.
Hollander wins the faceoff.
He scores.
 

“I couldn’t text you,” Hollander blurts the next time they glide in for a faceoff.
What does Hollander mean? He couldn’t? Why couldn’t he text Ilya?
“Why not?” Ilya asks.
Hollander opens his mouth.
The puck drops.
Ilya swears under his breath. He knocks Hollander’s stick aside and snatches the puck. He passes it to Bogrov.
What was Hollander going to say?
Ilya needs another faceoff.
He scores near the end of his shift. Too slow. It’s time for a line change.
He snarls as he steps off the ice.
 

Ilya needs more time.
He presses Hollander into the boards. Not violently—just firm enough to hold him in place. Ilya tilts his head so that nobody will be able to read his lips. He mutters against the side of Hollander’s helmet. “Why—didn’t—you—text—me?”
It’s difficult to get the words out. He’s fighting with Hollander for control over the puck. Ilya needs complete focus to keep it away from him.
“I don’t… have… your number… anymore!” Hollander eventually gasps out, winded from their struggle.
What? He doesn’t have Ilya’s number? Why not?
Hollander takes advantage of Ilya’s split-second distraction to wrestle the puck away.
Ilya has no choice but to let go.
 

Ilya had pondered Hollander’s words during the final eighteen-minute intermission of the game. There’d been only one possible explanation.
Hollander fucking deleted Ilya from his phone. From his entire life. Just like that.
He never even said goodbye.
Once Hollander arrives for the opening faceoff, Ilya spits, “You didn’t just block me? You deleted my fucking number?”
He doesn’t know what he’s going to do if Hollander says yes. Grab him by the jersey and, what? Scream? Hit him? Kiss him? Ilya doesn’t fucking know. He hopes he doesn’t have to find out.
“I didn’t block you. Or delete your number.” Hollander seems genuinely bewildered.
Good. Even though that doesn’t make any fucking sense. If Hollander is telling the truth—and he usually does with Ilya—then why doesn’t he have Ilya’s phone number? Why didn’t he text last night? Why hasn’t he reached out?
Ilya takes a deep, shuddering breath. He forces himself to calm down as the referee skates up. He murmurs, “No? Then why don’t you fucking have it anymore?”
Hollander hesitates. “…My phone broke! I got a new number.”
It’s not a lie. But it’s not quite the truth either. Ilya knows Hollander. He’s hiding something.
Ilya stares at Hollander as they bend over the faceoff dot. “And you didn’t tell me?”
The puck drops.
Ilya wins the faceoff.
 

At their next faceoff, Hollander looks like he has something to say.
Ilya bites his tongue and waits. He squeezes his hockey stick almost tight enough to snap it. He tastes blood in his mouth.
Hollander’s gaze keeps darting between Ilya’s eyes, his necklace, his stick, and the faceoff dot. He’s nervous. Why? His bottom lip is bleeding. When did that happen? Nobody touched Hollander during his last shift.
What’s wrong with Hollander? Ilya’s heart beats a little faster. His thoughts begin to race.
Finally, Hollander murmurs, “…I didn’t think you’d care.”
What? Hollander thinks that Ilya doesn’t fucking care? Care about what? Hollander not texting? Not having his number?
“You, um… made that very clear.”
What? When? When had Ilya ever said he didn’t—
“Last time.”
Last time? The last time they met? The game in Montréal? Or…?
Hollander bites his lip.
Ah, Ilya realizes. That’s why he’s bleeding.
“We didn’t even kiss.”
What? They didn’t even kiss? Of course they did. They kissed in Las Vegas. Ilya remembers. How could he forget?
The puck drops.
Please, Hollander had begged in the bathroom. Three times. He’d been on the verge of tears, arching into Ilya’s touch.
Ilya had given in. He’d known it was a bad idea. That hadn’t stopped him. It never fucking did.
Ilya had kissed Hollander like he loved him. Again. And he’d decided right then and there that he shouldn’t kiss Hollander anymore. Not that night. Maybe not ever. Not if he wanted to return home to Russia, to his family, to his mother’s grave.
So he hadn’t. He couldn’t. He hadn’t kissed Hollander—
I didn’t think you’d care.
Hadn’t let Hollander kiss him either—
You made that very clear last time.
Hadn’t let him speak—
We didn’t even kiss.
Ilya hadn’t kissed Hollander goodbye the way he always, always does—
Oh.
Hollander thinks that Ilya doesn’t fucking care about him.
Ilya can’t fucking breathe.
He looks up.
Hollander is gone.
 
Russian TranslationsIlya & Svetlana - how are things going?Как дела? - How are things going?

нехорошо - not good

Что ты имеешь в виду? Ещё даже не время обеда! - What do you mean? It’s not even lunchtime yet!

джейн расстроена сильнее, чем я думал - jane is more upset than i thought

Что она сказала? - What did she say?

ничего. это просто чувство. - nothing. it’s just a feeling.

Просто предчувствие? - Just a feeling?

я её знаю - i know her

Хорошо... И что ты собираешься с этим делать? - Okay… So what are you going to do about it?

я извинюсь перед ней сегодня. и завтра. и буду делать это каждый день, пока она меня не простит. - i’ll apologize to her today. and tomorrow. and every day until she forgives me.

Она согласилась встретиться? Илюша? - She agreed to meet? Ilyusha?

не совсем - not exactly

Что ты имеешь в виду? - What do you mean?

я сказал ей прислать мне номер её комнаты. я зайду попозже вечером. она не захочет разговаривать до игры. - i told her to text me her room. i’ll go later tonight. she won’t want to speak before we play.

И как именно она должна тебе писать? - And how, exactly, is she supposed to text you?

у неё есть мой номер. она может меня разблокировать. - she has my number. she can unblock me.

Полагаю, ты думал, что это умно… А что ты будешь делать, если она не согласится? - I suppose you thought that was clever… What will you do if she doesn’t?

она будет. я собираюсь участвовать во всех соревнованиях. и побеждать. - she will. i’m going to compete in every event. and win.

Это твой план? - That’s your plan?

ты сказала быть лучшим в хоккее - you said to be the best at hockey

Ты можешь быть лучшим, не ведя себя как полный идиот! Не смей получать травмы, пытаясь произвести на нее впечатление! Ты будешь выглядеть очень жалко, сидя сегодня вечером в ледяной ванне… - You can be the best without acting like a fucking idiot! Don’t you dare get injured trying to impress her! You’ll look very pathetic sitting in your ice bath tonight…

я знаю, что делаю, света - i know what i’m doing, sveta

Я надеюсь, что это так - I hope so
Ilya & Svetlana - stop lookingМне жаль, Илюша. До этого момента ты так хорошо справлялся. Хотя, ты должен признать, это было очень сексуально. - Sorry, Ilyusha. You did so well up until then. You must admit that was very sexy, though.

перестань смотреть - stop looking
Ilya & Svetlana - tell her the truthНу что? Как прошел разговор? - Well? How did your talk go?

никак. джейн так и не написала. - it didn’t. jane never texted.

Ох, Илюша… Ты ведь сегодня с ней увидишься, да? Можешь попробовать еще раз. - Oh, Ilyusha… You’ll see her again today, right? You can try again.

зачем? ей будет лучше без меня. у нас все равно ничего не может быть. - why should i? she’s better off without me. we can’t be anything anyway.

Не говори так - Don’t say that

это правда - it’s the truth

Это не так. Перестань предполагать, что Джейн думает и чувствует по отношению к тебе. - It’s not. Stop assuming how Jane thinks and feels about you.

ты сегодня получала от неё известия? - have you heard from her today?

Да - Yes

видишь? - see?

Это несправедливо - That’s not fair

и? - so?

Я знаю, что ты расстроен, но тебе нужно взять себя в руки. Я люблю тебя, но ты ведешь себя как полнейший мудак. - I know you’re upset, but you need to get over yourself. I love you, but you’re being a fucking asshole.

да, это я. такой гребаный мудак! - yes, that’s me. such a fucking asshole!

Я пытаюсь тебе помочь. Ты это знаешь. Ты злишься на меня за то, что я поговорила с Джейн? Не стоит. Мы почти не общаемся. Я хотела с ней подружиться, но не могу, потому что я, блять, ей вру! Мы говорим только о хоккее, чтобы я не подорвала ее доверие еще больше! Она знает, что я дружу с другими игроками MLH, но как, по-твоему, она отреагирует, когда узнает, что один из них — это ТЫ? Думаешь, она когда-нибудь снова захочет со мной общаться? Я знаю, что она не захочет. Но я все равно с ней общаюсь, чтобы ТЫ за нее не волновался! - I’m trying to help you. You know that. You’re angry at me for talking to Jane? Don’t be. We barely speak. I wanted to be her friend, but I can’t because I’m fucking lying to her! All we ever talk about is hockey, so that I don’t break her trust any more than I already am! She knows I’m friends with other MLH players, but how do you think she’ll feel when she finds out one of those players is YOU? You think she’ll ever want to speak to me again? I know that she won’t. But I still talk to her anyway so that YOU won’t worry about her!

я никогда не просил тебя - i never asked you to

Тебе и не нужно. Ты - мой человек. Я знаю тебя. Но это должно прекратиться. Ты должен сказать ей правду. - You didn’t have to. You’re my person. I know you. But this needs to stop. You need to tell her the truth.

я пытаюсь - i’m trying

Нет, ты не стараешься. Не совсем. Ты боишься. Я слишком долго позволяла тебе притворяться, что это не так. Я люблю тебя, Илюша, но ты не можешь так с собой поступать. Скажи ей правду. Пожалуйста. - No, you’re not. Not really. You’re afraid. I’ve let you pretend otherwise for long enough. I love you, Ilyusha, but you can’t keep doing this to yourself. Tell her the truth. Please.
Йога - Yoga

Блять! - Fuck!

Для тебя, мама. - For you, Mama.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Surprise! Not quite the Ilya chapter you were expecting, hmm? Ilya has a different style of narration than Shane, and you (mostly) knew what was going to happen, but hopefully you still enjoyed getting a glimpse into his head before the big reunion. ❤️

Oh, boy. This was long! I wanted to get through everything in one chapter since I’ve made you all suffer so much already. We’ve now reached ~75% of maximum angst… 🫣

Friendly reminder that nobody is perfect in this story. ✨

My poor beloved unreliable narrators… One thinks he’s too much. The other one thinks he’s not enough. Please just kiss already. 🥺

‼️ FYI, I’ll be on vacation for most of October, traveling without my laptop. I’ll be slow to reply to any comments because I’m trying my hardest to wrap up the apology arc before I disappear for a month. This is terrible timing. I didn’t expect to still be writing this fic… it has grown so much… my unruly baby… 😅

Next time—back to Shane. It’s time for the boys to talk.
Other Notes
	As a quick reminder, my Ilya and Shane’s timeline falls somewhere between book and show canon. They’ve been hooking up between their CCM shoot (kissing, handjobs, blowjobs, fingering, etc.), but they don't have penetrative sex until their hookup in Shane's apartment (like the show). It’s still Shane’s “first time” in a way, and an important milestone in their relationship. I wanted there to be more emotional and sexual intimacy established between them prior to Ilya’s abrupt silence. I needed there to be a reason for Shane to like and trust Ilya, and want more from him. And, more importantly—to eventually forgive him.

	My favorite flavor of situationship-era fics is when Ilya and Shane completely fail at being casual. 😍

	sveta: makes a 900 iq plan 🧠✨

also sveta: remembers who the plan is for 😩

finally sveta: makes a foolproof plan 😤

	The Boston Raiders unanimously decided to send Marly to All-Stars to deal with Ilya. They all lost on purpose. 😅

	marly: i’m a supportive bro 🌈💪

ilya: *busy staring at shane* did you say something?

	Yeah, remember Chapter 26? Ilya wasn’t playing it cool after all… 🥲 *hides from pitchforks*

	Could Svetlana scheme to get Ilya and Shane together and solve their communication issues? Yes. But I don’t want her to. I don’t like when stories turn women into one-dimensional, problem-solving literary devices that only exist to pave the way for men’s emotional growth. I want characters like Gloria, Rose, and Svetlana to be supportive friends that nudge Ilya and Shane in the right direction at times—but not for that to be all they are. Ilya and Shane need to figure things out for themselves, even if it means making mistakes along the way.

	For extra fun, you can read this side-by-side with Chapters 26-28. 😘

	Ilya still hasn’t realized everything… 🫣


Russian TranslationsI decided not to include Cyrillic for spoken conversations in this chapter for a few reasons. Firstly, there was a lot of it, which would make it incredibly tedious to translate, code, and click through the Russian parts. It would disrupt the reading experience. I also wanted to ensure the dialogue came across precisely as intended given its importance, and Google Translate has been unreliable. So you’ll see chunks of italicized text for spoken Russian conversations.

I did, however, use Cyrillic in visual media to maintain consistency with previous chapters. For those translations, please refer to the very end of the chapter.
Content WarningMentions of Ilya’s unhappy home life, including canon-typical violence, domestic abuse, homophobia, depression, and grief. Brief mentions of toxic hockey culture. Lots of profanity from the hockey players.


  


      

  












      Chapter 30: (shane) room 1919 [part one]
  



    Chapter Notes

      ‼️ If you can’t handle angst, I advise you to wait until the next chapter is posted and read them together! 🙏

The rest of you, buckle up. Maybe bring tissues?


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  “Can we talk?” Rozanov asks a couple minutes later, at their next faceoff.
“We are talking,” Shane retorts.
It’s petty, he knows, but he’s embarrassed. Shane regrets admitting that he’s still upset that Rozanov hadn’t kissed him in Las Vegas. He hadn’t planned on bringing it up tonight. Their conversation will be humiliating enough without Rozanov knowing just how pathetic Shane really is.
It’s been six months. He should be over it by now.
He isn’t.
The ice is one of the few places that Shane feels like he can be truly honest. As they’d played, the confession had gradually clawed its way out of his heart and into his throat. Then he’d said it aloud.
It’s too late to pretend otherwise. Even though Rozanov hadn’t replied.
“Hollander.”
Shane has never heard Rozanov sound like that. He glances up.
Rozanov looks awful. The game is far less intense than usual, but Rozanov’s face is pale and grim. His dark blond curls are plastered to his forehead with sweat. His blue eyes are bloodshot. His hockey stick quivers before he sets the blade down on the ice. His frown deepens as Shane stares at him.
“Hollander,” Rozanov repeats, softer.
Shane isn’t very good at hearing unsaid things. He hears enough now.
He looks down at the faceoff dot. “Not here.”
Rozanov doesn’t relent. “When?”
“Tonight,” Shane decides. It’s what he’d wanted in the first place.
“I’m in 1919,” Rozanov says at once. His words are rushed. His accent is thicker than usual. “Come after the game.”
Shane shakes his head. “We need to go to the party.”
“Fuck the party!” Rozanov snarls.
Rozanov doesn’t want to go to the party? Shane blinks up at him in surprise. He reminds Rozanov, “It’ll look strange if we don’t attend.”
Rozanov mutters irately under his breath in Russian.
The referee approaches.
“Fine,” Rozanov snaps. “I’ll find you there.”
The puck drops before Shane can try to dissuade him.
Rozanov wins the faceoff.
 

The remaining twelve minutes pass quickly.
Rozanov doesn’t speak again. He doesn’t smile, laugh, or chirp for the rest of the game. He plays like a machine—like the hockey robot that Shane is so often accused of being. Rozanov is everywhere. He passes, chases, steals, and scores. His form is perfect. His edges are a thing of beauty. He keeps his head down and his eyes on the puck during their faceoffs.
Shane can’t tell what he’s thinking.
Rozanov doesn’t seem angry. Not exactly. There’s a keen, dangerous feel to his gameplay. He and Shane are always competitive. They’re usually more playful than violent on the ice.
But now, Rozanov is dead serious. He wants to win.
He does.
11-12.
Rozanov doesn’t seem happy about his victory. He lifts a gloved hand to acknowledge the roaring crowd after his game-winning goal. He doesn’t smile.
Shane is disappointed with the outcome, but Rozanov had been unstoppable. There’s nothing more that Shane or his team could’ve done. At least it’s only All-Stars, and not a real hockey game. It won’t affect his season.
Despite the loss, Shane feels calmer. His plan is back on track. He’ll speak to Rozanov later tonight.
Rozanov celebrates briefly with his team at center ice. Then he heads towards his bench. As he skates past Shane, their shoulders brush.
“See you at the party,” Rozanov murmurs.
Shane doesn’t respond.
They both know he’ll go.
 

“Dude, what’d ya fuckin’ say to Roz!?” Carter cackles as he hands Shane a beer. Shane can barely hear him over the blaring music. “You pissed all over his parade! Don’t think I saw him fuckin’ dare to chirp ya again!”
The All-Stars afterparty is well underway on the top floor of their hotel. The atrium is encased in thick glass. A snowstorm rages outside, obscuring an underwhelming view of the city. The room glitters. It’s full of what appears to be tinsel and other leftover holiday decorations. It feels swelteringly hot from so many bodies pressed close together. There’s an unlimited open bar, a lounge, a dancefloor, and waitstaff wandering around with hors d’oeuvres.
The party reminds him of the 2014 MLH Awards in Las Vegas.
Shane wrinkles his nose. He tugs at the collar of his yellow sweater, even though it’s nowhere near his throat. He takes several gulps of beer. He picks at the label on the bottle. “I just mentioned the other night.”
It’s not untrue. They’ll assume he means last night, when he’d used The Rozanov to win the skills competition. That’s easier than lying outright. Shane isn’t a very good liar.
“Ah, Capitaine (Captain) has a temper!” J.J. grins and punches him on the shoulder. “Rozanov should be glad it’s All-Stars. He’d be fucked if Shane dropped gloves!”
“Oh?” Eric raises an intrigued eyebrow as he stirs his mocktail.
J.J. nods eagerly. He’s had several shots already. Alcohol makes him even chattier. “Câlisse oui (Fuck yeah)! We train together in the off-season, and I’ve seen him—”
“Cross-training!” Shane interrupts. He elbows J.J. in the side to shut him up.
The fewer people who know about Shane’s MMA skills, the better. He doesn’t need guys twice his size picking fights or trying to goad him into penalties on the ice. That had happened during youth hockey, when the older boys found out he was taking mixed martial arts classes. Shane has no desire to relive that in the MLH.
Scott chuckles. “Remind me not to piss you off.”
“Cheers to that!” Carter turns it into a toast.
Shane tips his head back and chugs the rest of his beer. He taps his empty bottle. “I’m going to get a refill.”
He slips into the crowd and makes his way over to the bar. He’ll stick to water for the rest of the night. One beer is enough. He wants a clear head for his conversation with Rozanov. Shane hadn’t meant to drink at all, but he’d wanted to settle his nerves. The party feels duller now. Quieter. More manageable.
Rozanov is sitting at the bar. His back is to Shane. There’s a narrow gap on his right.
Shane squeezes into it before he can think twice. He angles his body sideways to fit past Rozanov. He raises a hand to signal the bartender. “Water, please.”
He glances to his left. Rozanov is already looking at him.
Their faces are inches apart. Rozanov is wearing a black tank top that exposes his broad shoulders and muscular arms. The heat of his bare skin sears through Shane’s sweater. This close, Shane can smell a faint hint of Rozanov’s tantalizing aftershave. It must’ve washed off in his postgame shower.
“Congratulations,” Shane tells him.
“Thank you.” Rozanov takes a long, slow sip of vodka.
The bartender brings Shane a glass of water. Shane drinks it. He lingers for a moment, staring at Rozanov.
Neither of them speaks.
Shane sets his glass down on the bar. He turns away.
“Hollander.”
Shane stops.
“You dropped this.”
Shane turns back.
Rozanov is holding a hotel keycard between two fingers. He offers it to Shane. Shane’s key is tucked securely into his wallet. This one doesn’t belong to him.
“Oh,” Shane says. He reaches over. Their fingers brush as Shane takes the key from Rozanov. “Thanks.”
He leaves and doesn’t look back.
 

Shane stays at the party for another hour.
He socializes. He drinks more water. He definitely doesn’t dance. He gives his new phone number to any MLH players who ask for it. He chats with his friends about their plans for the rest of the All-Stars break. Shane is spending two more days in Columbus before flying home to Montréal. Just in case.
He doesn’t look for Rozanov. He doesn’t.
Shane calls it a night when the clock strikes ten. It’s early, even for him. He mumbles something about an ice bath. Nobody questions him.
He slips away.
Shane contemplates going back to his room, but decides against it. He’s tired of waiting. He’ll go straight to Rozanov’s room. He has a key, after all. If Rozanov isn’t ready, he’ll… He’ll worry about it then.
Shane pulls Rozanov’s key out of his pocket. It’s not as nice as the one from Las Vegas, which was sleek and metallic.
That key isn’t in Shane’s wallet anymore. It’s not in the trash, either. He’d stuffed it into the back of his kitchen junk drawer so that he’d stop touching it. The black-and-gold key is buried among business cards from his sponsors, a well-stocked emergency kit, five different spare battery packs, and various housewarming gifts he’d never found a use for. It’s a very large drawer.
[An image of a textured gray hotel keycard with a black antique heart-shaped key logo.]

Rozanov’s new key is pale gray and feels like cheap plastic. Shane traces its edges absentmindedly as he waits for the elevator. The hotel’s logo is an ornate, black antique key. He’s not sure why. It doesn’t match anything else in the recently-renovated hotel.
The elevator arrives with a ding. Shane steps inside and presses the button for 19.
The refreshed interior is bold and chic. The lobbies and conference rooms are decorated with abstract geometric prints, midcentury modern furniture, and eclectic accent rugs. In contrast, Shane’s hotel room looks drab. The natural wood furniture is pale and the walls are painted in shades of ivory and gray. That doesn’t bother him. Everything is spotless. He likes the soft lighting and cozy bedding.
Hopefully, Rozanov’s room will feel similar.
Rozanov keeps his spaces tidy, which Shane appreciates. Excess clutter is bothersome. He hates tripping over the things that Hayden leaves lying around their shared hotel rooms. That’s never happened with Rozanov.
Rozanov travels with more products than Shane—for his hair. He lines them up on his bathroom counter with militaristic precision. If he uses Shane’s shower or rummages in his hotel minibar, he always cleans up after himself. The only exception to Rozanov’s neatness is when he rips his clothes off to hook up with Shane. They land wherever he drops or throws them, and stay there in a crumpled heap until Rozanov gets dressed again.
Which won’t be happening tonight, Shane reminds himself sternly. Fuck.
The elevator dings as it arrives on the 19th floor. Shane peels himself off the back wall. He clutches Rozanov’s key a little tighter as he steps through the doors and across the gap.
The floor is deserted. Shane checks the sign by the elevators, then heads left. He counts down as he reads the room numbers.
1924… 1922… 1920…
He turns around. 1919.
Shane needs to pull himself together.
He reminds himself why he’s standing here. Shane wants to ask how Rozanov feels. If Rozanov ever liked him at all. If Rozanov really meant it when he said I’m tired. If Shane did something wrong.
He knows he’s still safe with Rozanov.
And Rozanov wants to speak with him, if only for tonight. On the ice, he’d asked to talk. He’d left the afterparty even before Shane. Rozanov probably won’t slam the door in Shane’s face if he knocks now.
Shane takes a deep breath. Holds for four. Exhales. He knocks.
He hears a muffled thud, followed by footsteps approaching the door.
It swings open.
Rozanov is there. He looks very handsome. Shane immediately wishes he hadn’t noticed. He swallows, hard. This conversation will be even more difficult if he’s distracted by Rozanov’s… everything.
They stare at each other.
“…Are you going to let me in?” Shane asks.
“Блять (Fuck)!” Rozanov startles and swears softly in Russian. He steps aside. “Come in.”
Shane steps inside. Rozanov holds the door, then shuts it behind him with a click.
Shane pauses in the entryway. Should he remove his shoes? Should he wait for Rozanov, or keep walking? If he sits on the bed, will Rozanov get the wrong idea? There’s an armchair in the corner. Should he sit there instead? Or maybe he should lean against the desk? No, he’d better just stand here. He’ll follow Rozanov’s lead. It’s his room.
Shane glances at Rozanov.
Rozanov is staring at him with an incredulous expression.
Fuck it. Shane leaves his shoes on. He strides over to Rozanov’s bed and sits at the end.
Rozanov chooses the desk. He wraps his palms around the edge and leans casually against it. The desk is only a couple feet away from the bed. Shane has no choice but to face Rozanov.
Rozanov’s hotel room is less immaculate than usual. Rozanov looks slightly rumpled, too. His blond curls are disheveled, as if he’s been running his fingers through them. His posture is tense. His gold cross gleams in the dim lamplight, drawing Shane’s attention to his chest. Rozanov’s thin tank top does little to conceal the muscles rippling beneath it.
Shane tries to ignore Rozanov’s spread thighs. He’s knelt between them so often that it’s nearly a reflex now. He tears his eyes away.
“So…” Rozanov begins. He lets the word hang between them. The silence stretches.
Shane doesn’t know what Rozanov wants.
“…So?” Shane eventually repeats. He realizes that he’s clutching the duvet. His pries his fists open and smooths the wrinkles out of the white fabric. He rests his hands on his thighs instead.
Rozanov rubs his nose. “You said your phone broke. What happened?”
Why did Rozanov have to start with that question?
“I dropped it,” Shane replies. Down an elevator shaft, he thinks, but doesn’t say aloud.
“Must’ve been some drop,” Rozanov drawls. He sounds sarcastic. He has no idea.
Shane clears his throat. “Yeah. It was.”
“And then you got a new number?”
“Well, I didn’t have my old phone anymore. And I never synced my contacts, so…” Shane is oversimplifying, but he figures that Rozanov isn’t interested in the technicalities.
“I thought you dropped phone? Not lost it.” Rozanov cuts in.
Fuck. Rozanov is sharp. Shane inadvertently gave too much away. “I did. Drop it, that is. I, uh… couldn’t get it back.” He clumsily changes the subject. “How’d you figure that out, anyway?”
Rozanov sniffs. “I didn’t.”
Shane’s brow furrows. “What do you mean?”
“I didn’t figure it out,” Rozanov mutters. He pinches his earlobe and rolls it idly between his fingertips. “I thought you blocked me.”
“Blocked you?” Shane wrinkles his nose. “What made you think that?”
Rozanov hesitates. “My messages said not delivered.”
Shane blinks. Rozanov had tried to text him? Messages, he’d said—with an S. He’d sent more than one message? Really? When? Why? Shane needs to know. “You texted me?”
Rozanov hesitates again. “…Yes.”
“Oh.” Shane has so many questions. He holds back. Now doesn’t seem like the right time.
“Oh?”
“Sorry. I, um… didn’t mean to do that to you.” Shane apologizes. He knows, all too well, how it feels to be ignored.
“Too late.” Rozanov shrugs, then adds, “I didn’t answer for six months. You did the same. We’re even now, right, Hollander?”
Shane frowns. “That’s not what that was, Rozanov. This isn’t a game. I’m not keeping score. I wasn’t trying to… to fucking punish you for not talking to me.”
“Then why didn’t you tell me?” Rozanov’s glare is intense. His eyes are so, so blue. They flay Shane to the bone.
“…I tried to,” Shane whispers. He’s surprised the truth makes it past his lips. His throat feels impossibly tight.
Rozanov sits up. “What?”
Shane bites his lip. “I dropped my phone in Las Vegas. After the awards show, but before we… met. I tried to tell you then.”
“No.” Rozanov shakes his head. Slowly at first, then faster. He stands and paces. “No, no, I would remember this. You didn’t—“
“You said that you were tired.”
Rozanov stops.
“Tired of my questions,” Shane reminds him. “Of me. Of us. Not that there was an us—you know what I mean. You were tired of… whatever it was we were doing. You already got what you wanted out of it.”
“What?” Rozanov breathes.
“Sorry it took me so long to understand.”
Rozanov interrupts, “No.”
“But you were pretty fucking clear that night.”
“No, Hollander, that is not—”
“I finally got it. So yeah, I wasn’t expecting you to reach out, Rozanov. I didn’t think I’d ever hear from you again.”
“That’s not what I fucking meant!” Rozanov explodes. “Fuck, Hollander! The one time you read between the lines is so fucking wrong—”
Shane snaps.
“What was I supposed to fucking think!? You didn’t want to talk to me! You never want to talk to me! Sorry for being so fucking boring that you can’t stand talking to me for five—fucking—minutes! All you ever do is push me away! And now you’re, what, mad that I fucking left? Like you wanted me to? What the fuck, Rozanov!?”
Shane is shouting. He doesn’t remember ever raising his voice like this at Rozanov.
Rozanov stares at him, stunned.
Shane can’t stop. He’s so fucking angry. “You’re mad that I didn’t text you back once or twice? What’d you even fucking say, Rozanov? Have a good summer, can’t wait to beat you again next year? I spent months trying to get you to talk to me, and all you said in Sochi was—No, I didn’t answer your boring texts! Go sit down, Hollander! Fuck off, Hollander! We’re not anything, Hollander!”
“…I did not tell you to fuck off,” Rozanov corrects him.
“Oh, come on! You know what you fucking meant, and it was fuck off, Hollander!”
“Russia is not safe.”
“I know that! I wasn’t going to… to fucking get on my knees for you in the middle of an Olympic rink!” Shane sputters, torn between fury and indignation. How stupid does Rozanov think he is? “I missed you. I was really fucking worried about you! I was just trying to talk to you and see if you were okay!”
“Oh,” Rozanov says, in a very small voice.
That only enrages Shane further. “Fuck you!”
“Sh—Hollander. I’m sorry.” Rozanov’s big hands curl around his hips.
Shane blinks. When did he get off the bed? When did Rozanov walk over? Why are they standing by the windows? At least the fucking curtains are shut. The last thing Shane needs tonight is an audience.
Rozanov squeezes Shane’s hips to get his attention.
Shane hates that it works so well. He hates that his stupid brain still refuses to count whenever Rozanov touches him. That it relaxes him and makes his head goes quiet, even now, when Shane is so fucking furious at Rozanov—
“I’m sorry.” Rozanov repeats once Shane finally looks at him. He strokes Shane’s sides gently with his thumbs. The motion is soothing. Rozanov doesn’t seem to realize he’s doing it. He sighs and murmurs, “Russia is… complicated. It’s my home. It’s everything. But it is not… good… for me. I am not good there. And I was not good to you there, either. I am sorry, Hollander.”
It’s a start, but it’s not enough.
Shane’s jaw clenches. “You weren’t in Russia for six months. You didn’t talk to me afterwards either.”
“I needed to win the Cup,” Rozanov says, as if that explains everything.
Shane resists the urge to roll his eyes. “That’s not a great excuse, Rozanov. Everyone wants to win the fucking Stanley Cup.”
“No. You don’t understand, Hollander.” Rozanov shakes his head. His fingers spasm, pulling Shane closer. “I lost. To fucking Latvia. At home. In front of everyone! I shamed my entire country. My family. Myself.”
Rozanov gazes into Shane’s eyes and enunciates every word. “I needed to win the Cup.”
Fine. Shane gets that. He’d felt bad about coming home with a silver medal for Canada, instead of gold. He can only imagine how ashamed he’d feel if he lost miserably in the quarterfinals to a team full of total nobodies, the way Rozanov had.
Rozanov’s lips twitch, as if he can guess what Shane is thinking.
“I needed to focus. No distractions, no laziness, no weakness…. No you. I thought that after I won, things would be different. Better. Maybe we could…” Rozanov falls silent.
That’s not enough either.
“You never said anything,” Shane reminds him. He knows Rozanov, yes, but that doesn’t mean he understands what the fuck Rozanov is thinking half the time. “Did you seriously expect me to just stand around waiting for you?”
Shane meant it as a joke, but Rozanov looks away.
Rozanov rubs his nose—once, twice. It takes him a beat too long to reply. “I…”
Shane’s heart throbs.
It falls. It sinks down into his stomach and burns, burns, burns.
Shane scoffs. It’s better than crying.
Rozanov whips his head around at the sound. He stares at Shane.
Shane seethes, “…You fucking did. Fuck you, Rozanov! Is that what you really think of me? Poor, stupid, boring Hollander. He’ll always be waiting for me to give him a pity fuck! Nobody wants him!”
“I want you!” Rozanov shouts. The words erupt from him. His chest heaves from the force of his declaration. His grasp tightens on Shane’s hips. “I want you all the fucking time!”
“No, you don’t!” Shane yells back. It’s getting harder to spit the words out. “You made it perfectly clear that you don’t want me around! That you aren’t interested in me! That you don’t want me to be yours!”
Rozanov goes utterly still.
Shane takes a deep, shuddering breath. He wants to scream, but there’s not enough air in this fucking hotel room. He feels lightheaded. He holds his breath until the world stops spinning. He exhales. He continues, more calmly, “It’s fine. That’s just how you feel.”
Rozanov looks he’s in pain. Like something is fucking killing him.
Shane can’t stop to think about it, or he’ll get angry again. Rozanov broke his fucking heart. How dare he act like he’s the one dying as Shane dumps the shattered pieces at his feet?
Shane grits his teeth. “It’s fine, Rozanov. Really. I’ll get over it. But don’t fucking act like—like I owe you. We’re not anything, remember?”
Rozanov reels back as if Shane slapped him. He insists, fervently, “We are something, Hollander—“
Fuck.
There goes Shane’s heart again.
Fuck Rozanov. Fuck him, fuck him, fuck him.
Shane isn’t an emotional person. A lot of people think he doesn’t feel at all. But he does. Deeply. Most people never find out just how deeply. Except for Rozanov—who never fails to make Shane show him how he feels.
It’s exhilarating. Maddening. Uncontrollable.
Shane snaps again. “That’s not what you said before! You can’t just keep fucking changing the rules!”
Rozanov looks bewildered. “Rules? What rules, Hollander?”
“What do you think this is, Rozanov?” Shane asks. It sounds more like a demand. “What do you think we’re doing?”
Rozanov hesitates. He opens his mouth. Closes it. Then opens it again.
“We get together. We fuck. It’s simple.” Rozanov declares, like he isn’t tearing Shane’s heart apart all over again. Shane wishes that Rozanov had kept his fucking mouth shut.
“Simple?” Shane repeats, disbelieving. Nothing about this is simple.
Rozanov shrugs, nonchalant. “It’s simple for me.”
“Well, it’s not simple for me, Rozanov,” Shane retorts. “I don’t know what the fuck this is, and I’m tired of always guessing wrong.”
Rozanov frowns. “What do you mean?”
Shane knows that not everybody feels the way he does about rules. He doesn’t like the rules themselves, so much as the fact that they exist. They’re clear. He knows what he is and isn’t supposed to do. What’s expected of him. What’s normal. That helps Shane decide whether or not he wants to obey the rules.
Rozanov doesn’t think that way. He makes his own rules. He changes them, again and again, without letting Shane know. He doesn’t tell Shane why. But he still expects Shane to follow along.
Shane doesn’t want to anymore.
Shane takes a deep breath. He’ll try to explain.
“Things made sense at first. We’d play hockey. We’d text. You’d flirt. I’d try to. We’d hook up. You’d kiss me goodbye. You’d leave. That’s what we did for years, Rozanov,” Shane tells him. His voice is steady, for the most part. “And it was fine. I knew what that was, and what it wasn’t.”
Rozanov listens. His blue eyes are fixed intently on Shane’s face. His hands are still.
“But when we finally fucked, it was… different. It was good.” Shane can’t help the way his mouth twists when he adds, “For me, anyway.”
Rozanov doesn’t speak.
“You kissed me goodbye and then I didn’t hear from you for six fucking months. In Sochi, you looked at me like I was some kind of… problem and you told me to go away. So I did. I thought I knew what that meant, too.”
A wounded noise escapes from Rozanov’s mouth.
Shane doesn’t stop.
“Then you changed your mind in Las Vegas. You got bored or, I don’t know, thought I’d be an easy fuck. And you were right. I was.” Shane tries not to sound bitter about it. He fails.
“But this time was different again. You didn’t want to kiss. You didn’t want to talk. You didn’t even want to look at me. You couldn’t fucking wait for me to leave.” Shane runs a hand through his hair. He bites his lip. “And now you want to go back to the way things used to be? Just like that? You can’t keep changing the rules without telling me. I don’t know what the fuck you want, Rozanov!”
“You, Hollander! I want you!” Rozanov exclaims. “You and your fucking rules! Блять (Fuck)! This isn’t hockey! There are no fucking rules!”
Rozanov's face is blurry.
Why is it so blurry? Shane blinks. A tear slips down his cheek.
Oh, fuck no.
Shane needs to leave. Right now.
He refuses to cry in front of Ilya fucking Rozanov.
Shane can’t be here anymore.
He has so much left to say but he can’t even fucking look at Rozanov without his eyes welling up and his lip wobbling and he can barely breathe and he’s fucking suffocating on his feelings and his throat is so tight that he wouldn’t be able to speak anyway so he might as well just—
Shane pulls away.
“Hollander, what…?”
He steps back.
“Hollander.”
He walks past Rozanov.
“Where are you going, Hollander?”
He walks towards the door.
“Hollander.”
He keeps walking. Why is the door so fucking far away?
“Don’t leave.”
“Fuck you!” Shane chokes out.
“Hollander.”
“Fuck off!” Shane’s hands tremble. It takes two fumbling attempts to grab the handle and wrench the door open.
“Please.”
Shane stops.
He can’t remember the last time he heard Rozanov say please.
“Please don’t leave, Shane,” Rozanov begs. His voice breaks. “Please.”
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  Shane glances over his shoulder.
Rozanov is standing where he’d left him.
“Don’t go,” Rozanov whispers. “Please come back, Shane. Let me apologize.”
Fuck.
He’s Shane fucking Hollander.
He’s the best hockey player the MLH has ever seen. He hasn’t won the Stanley Cup yet—but he fucking will. More than once. Many, many times. So many times that every other team will beg Shane to retire just so they stand a fucking chance of winning. They’ll hang his jersey from the rafters. They’ll box it up in glass and shine a spotlight on it in the Hockey Hall of Fame. Everyone in Montréal will know his fucking name.
He’s Shane fucking Hollander.
He can walk away—from this hotel room, from how he feels, from Rozanov. He can leave this all behind. He can move on. He can ignore Rozanov right now, and at every single faceoff until they quit hockey.
Or he can stay and listen for five minutes. He can give Rozanov one last chance.
Shane can still walk away afterwards.
He can.
He’s Shane fucking Hollander.
He can do whatever the fuck he wants.
Shane shuts the door. He rests his forehead against it for a moment. He scrubs a hand roughly across his face, until it comes away dry. He blinks, hard, until the world is back in focus. He takes a deep breath. Holds for four. Exhales.
Then he turns around.
Rozanov hasn’t moved. He’s acting like Shane is going to run out of his hotel room the second he does, which is—fair. Shane still might. Rozanov had called him—he’d said—why did he?—
Shane leans against the door to lessen the temptation. He shoves his trembling hands into his pockets. He grits out between his teeth, “What, Rozanov? What do you want?”
“You,” Rozanov whispers. The word is jagged, like broken glass tumbling from his lips. “All I want is you. It’s always you. I want you so much that I don’t know what to do about it.”
Shane’s heart clenches. He wishes Rozanov meant it. He really fucking wishes.
“You don’t mean that,” Shane replies, as calmly as he can.
“I do,” Rozanov insists. He reaches for his gold cross and squeezes it, briefly, before letting go. He takes a step towards Shane. “I’m sorry that I hurt you. I’m sorry that I tried to make you leave. I’m sorry that I am too fucking weak and selfish to let you go. I thought that I could. But I can’t…” Rozanov’s voice breaks again. “I can’t let you walk away thinking that I don’t care about you.”
Shane waits.
“I am sorry, Shane.” Rozanov draws in a deep, shuddering breath of his own. He takes another step.
“I practiced what to say to you—how to apologize. I planned it all out, because it’s hard for me to say what I mean when I feel too much. And I always, always feel that way with you,” Rozanov admits. His blue eyes never waver from Shane’s face. “My apology was… nice. Very polite, very organized. Very you. I thought you’d like it. But it’s not enough anymore. It’s not even fucking close. So I will just be honest, and hope that you understand.”
Rozanov had practiced? He’d wanted to apologize, had thought extensively about what to say, and then still said shit like it’s simple for me to Shane? What the fuck? Was that part of his apology? Does Rozanov have a different definition of the word apologize?
Shane crosses his arms and waits.
“You are right.” Rozanov sounds pained about it. He sighs and runs a hand through his curls. “This isn’t simple. I’m sorry I said that to you. Nothing about this is simple. I know. I’ve tried so hard to convince myself that it is simple. That we can be simple. That we can just fuck. That it doesn’t have to mean more than that, or anything at all. That we can just be… together.”
Shane bites his lip. He’d thought so too.
He’d tried so, so hard to believe it. For a long time, he’d thought that he just liked fooling around with Rozanov. That it was fun. That it wasn’t a big deal. Rozanov was a man, but that didn’t mean Shane didn’t like women. Rozanov was safe. They had the same secret. Rozanov was as good at fucking Shane as he was at hockey. That’s all it was.
Shane had been wrong. He’d only started to realize it after Rozanov fucked him—finally really fucked him—in his apartment.
Maybe it had been the same for Rozanov. That’s when he stopped responding to Shane, after all.
Shane doesn’t know.
They don’t ever talk about their feelings. They fuck, they kiss, they leave.
Rozanov shakes his head. “But it’s too fucking late for that. It was already too fucking late when we met in the parking lot, and you scolded me for smoking. You and your fucking freckles and your two handshakes.”
The parking lot?
Oh. From when they met. Back in 2008, during the International Prospect Cup in Regina.
That parking lot? Really? Rozanov still remembers what Shane said when he introduced himself?
Shane doesn’t even feel embarrassed about Rozanov mentioning his awkward second handshake. He’s distracted by the rest of what Rozanov said. Shane’s freckles? What’s wrong with Shane’s freckles?
Shane lifts a hand to touch them.
“Блять (Fuck)! Those freckles!” Rozanov sighs. He takes another step. “And your hands, and your smile, and your little chirp! And then I saw you play.”
Shane braces himself for whatever Rozanov will say next.
“Nobody keeps up with me, Hollander. Nobody. Except for you.” Rozanov isn’t being arrogant. It’s the same for Shane. Nothing else comes close to how he feels when he plays against Rozanov.
Rozanov confesses, “I call you second best, but it isn’t true. You’re better than me. In every way. I should hate you for it, but I can’t. I don’t.”
Rozanov takes another step. He sits at the end of the bed, where Shane had earlier. “You said it was good for you, the first time we fucked. I’m glad. It was… It was more than that for me. It was perfect. You were perfect. I’ve been with many people, Shane, but I have never felt that way with any of them. I was afraid of what it meant. And I am not like you. I’m not brave. I’m not good. I lie and I run. It is who I am.”
Rozanov looks away. He turns his face towards the windows.
Shane still sees the tear. It glimmers in the lamplight as it slides down Rozanov’s cheek. Rozanov sniffles, but doesn’t move to wipe it away. Maybe he thinks that Shane hasn’t noticed.
Shane might not have, if he hadn’t stepped forward. If hadn’t been watching so closely.
Rozanov’s voice is steady when he speaks. “I am sorry that I hurt you because I was afraid. I’m sorry that I lied, and ran, and pushed you away.”
Shane comes closer. “…Do you really think I’m brave?”
Rozanov chuckles. Another tear falls. “Yes, Shane. You are brave. I wish I could be more like you.”
What? Rozanov wishes he could be like Shane?
The very thought sends Shane reeling.
Nobody wants to be like Shane. Even Shane sometimes doesn’t want to be like Shane. He’s too much, too weird, too slow, too boring, too intense about hockey. He heard it all the time, growing up. He stills hears it every now and then in the locker room.
People only want to play like Shane. Like Hollander. Shane knows that Rozanov isn’t talking about his hockey skills, though. Shane is the best, but Rozanov isn’t far behind. That’s why Shane loves playing against him. It’s a challenge, a thrill. It’s fun. Rozanov makes hockey feel fun again. Shane misses that.
Shane doesn’t feel very brave tonight.
But Rozanov had promised to be honest. He thinks that Shane is brave. Maybe Shane can be.
Shane takes another step forward. He’s still a few feet away from the bed. “Why do you think I’m brave?”
Rozanov smiles. His face is still turned away, but Shane knows it almost as well as his own. He sees the subtle curve of Rozanov’s lips. “You come here and yell at me. That is very brave.”
Normally, Shane would apologize for that. It’s the Canadian thing to do. But Shane is done saying sorry tonight.
“Not because of the yelling. I do not mind,” Rozanov reassures him. He wipes his cheek brusquely with the heel of his hand, then turns back to Shane. “You are brave because you tell me how you feel. I could not tell you for six fucking years. Even now, it’s hard. We’re alone, and not in Russia, yet I am still afraid.”
“About Russia…?” Shane sits on the bed beside Rozanov. He leaves space between them.
“Yes, things are getting worse there. You know this. But it is more than the new laws. It’s my family, too. My father, my brother... They are police. If…” Rozanov pauses. He looks Shane in the eyes. “If we were something, I wouldn’t be able to go home again. Ever. Do you get that?”
“They wouldn’t protect you?” Shane asks, with a frown. He can’t imagine his mom or dad not helping him. He hasn’t told them that he’s gay, but… he could. Someday. They’d be good about it.
Rozanov laughs. It’s a raw, ugly sound. “No,” he answers. “They would not.”
“And your mother?”
“Dead.”
Fuck. Shane will apologize for that. “I’m sorry.”
“I was young,” Rozanov says. That’s all he says. Shane knows better than to keep asking.
They sit in silence.
Eventually, Rozanov clears his throat and continues. “Things were… not good after Sochi. My family was not good. Worse than usual. I thought… if I won the Cup, it would help. Maybe they would not be so ashamed of me. Maybe they’d forgive me. Maybe they’d be proud. But winning changed nothing.”
Rozanov’s voice is quiet, defeated. “I hurt you for nothing. I’m sorry.”
Shane stares. He hadn’t known about Rozanov’s family. Rozanov has never spoken about them before. Shane is starting to understand why.
How can they not be proud of Rozanov?
Rozanov is the second-best player in the MLH. He moved halfway across the world to play hockey. He learned a new language on his own. He’s a great Captain. His team loves him. The fans love him. The whole city of Boston loves him. Rozanov works just as hard as Shane—really fucking hard. He’s good. He won the fucking Stanley Cup.
Shane hasn’t won the Cup yet. His parents still tell him that they’re proud of him. That they love him.
But what if they didn’t?
Shane bites his lip.
Rozanov has already moved on. “I am sorry for how I treated you in Las Vegas, too. I was cruel. I know you like to be kissed. And I love to kiss you. I would kiss you always, if I could. But I was afraid. I thought that if I didn’t kiss you, maybe I wouldn’t feel this way anymore. Maybe we could just fuck, and it could mean nothing, and I could still go home afterwards.”
Shane remembers the last time they were together in bed. When he’d tried, so desperately, to talk to Rozanov. “…I kept asking about Russia.”
Rozanov’s mouth twists. “Yes. That didn’t help.”
Shane hadn’t known better. “You could’ve told me.”
“I didn’t want to,” Rozanov replies.
Oh.
Before Shane’s heart can crack again, Rozanov sighs and adds, “I do not want to think of Russia when I am with you. Everything is good when we are together. I am happy. I wish things could be like that always.”
Oh. Shane’s heart aches for an entirely different reason now.
Rozanov reaches into his pocket. “You think I do not care about you. I do. I regretted not asking you to stay. I still regret it now.”
Rozanov takes out his phone. He looks at it. He cradles it in his hand for a moment. His knuckles turn white as he slowly squeezes it tighter and tighter. He takes a deep, ragged breath. He holds it. He exhales.
Then he kneels before Shane.
Shane stares down at him. His lips part softly, in surprise. What is Rozanov doing…?
“I texted you afterwards,” Rozanov confesses. He gazes up at Shane’s face. “Not just once or twice.”
He leans in to show his screen to Shane.
He unlocks his phone.
He opens his chat with Jane.
He scrolls.
And scrolls.
And scrolls.
And scrolls.
And scrolls.
And as he scrolls, Rozanov speaks quietly. “I always want to talk to you, Shane. I just don’t know how. I always say the wrong thing. Sometimes on purpose. Sometimes not. I’m very sorry for hurting you.”
Rozanov’s screen is upside down.
Shane can’t read his messages. But he sees them. Lots of them. Hundreds of undelivered texts. Dozens of unanswered calls.
Rozanov stops on his oldest message. Shane squints to read it.
have a good summer.
June 26, 2014. Shane had just left Las Vegas, convinced that Rozanov didn’t want him.
Shane wants to laugh. He wants to cry. He doesn’t know what to think anymore.
“…You asked if I expected you to wait for me,” Rozanov murmurs once his screen goes dark. Shane is still staring blankly at it. He feels a pang in his chest at the reminder.
Rozanov sets his phone aside. “You didn’t let me finish. I was trying to find words in English that didn’t reveal too much. I will just tell you the truth now. My answer is no. I didn’t think you’d wait, because I don’t deserve it. But I still hoped you would. Not because nobody wants you—everybody fucking wants you, and it kills me that I cannot do anything about it. You are too good for them. I wanted you to see that, and not choose anyone but me. You are too good for me, too, but you’ve chosen me before.”
At first, Shane wonders if Rozanov is making fun of him—but he looks completely, utterly earnest. Rozanov believes it, Shane realizes. He actually thinks that everybody wants Shane.
That’s ridiculous. People want Hollander. They admire his skill, his body, his money, his fame, or what he represents.
Shane notices, but he doesn’t care. That’s not the same as wanting him. Not at all.
Rozanov reaches, tentatively, for Shane’s hand.
Shane lets him.
“I know you love rules,” Rozanov begins. Shane tenses. Rozanov takes his hand and holds it with a tenderness that takes Shane’s breath away. He looks at Shane and declares, “It is one of the things I like most about you. You and your rules. I didn’t know you thought that way about us, too. I’m sorry for not realizing it.”
Shane had never told him. He’d tried to guess and figure the rules out on his own, like always.
“I do not like rules, Shane.”
Shane’s heart throbs. He tries to pull his hand away.
Rozanov doesn’t let go. He strokes the back of Shane’s hand.
When Rozanov speaks again, his voice is different. Deeper, harsher, more guttural. His accent is thicker. His expression is cold and distant. “Do not be weak. Do not cry. Do not be like your mother. Do not be stupid. Do not like men. Do not shame our family. Do not abandon your country. Do not forget where you came from. Do not lose. Do not apologize.”
Rozanov is reciting from memory, Shane realizes.
Rozanov shuts his mouth. He takes a deep breath. He squeezes Shane’s hand as if he can’t help it.
Shane squeezes back.
“…Those are some of the rules that I grew up with,” Rozanov explains, as if it’s simple. As if he isn’t rearranging Shane’s entire perspective. “My whole life, I have fought to be free of my father’s rules. I crossed an ocean to escape them, but there are rules here, too. When I told you there are no rules, I was not clear.”
Rozanov gazes into Shane’s eyes. “I meant that we do not have to follow other people’s rules when we’re together. We can make our own rules. We can be anything.”
Oh.
Ilya reaches up to cup Shane’s face. He swipes his thumb gently across Shane’s cheek. It comes away wet.
“I like you, Shane,” Ilya confesses. His voice breaks, but his touch never wavers as he brushes away Shane’s tears. He ignores his own. “I’m sorry that I hurt you. I’m sorry for making you believe that I didn’t care. I’m sorry. I’m not a good man. I am afraid that you’ll see this if I let you in, so I push you away. I know you will not want me if you know me. Most days, I do not want me. You deserve better. You deserve the best. And that is not me, no matter how much I pretend.”
“I want to know you,” Shane whispers. He catches Ilya’s hand. He presses his cheek more firmly into Ilya’s palm. “I wish you’d let me.”
“I wish I knew how,” Ilya replies.
Shane looks into Ilya’s blue, blue eyes. He tries to be brave. “Would you want to be something? If we could?”
“Yes,” Ilya admits without hesitation. “I want that, Shane. More than anything. I wish we could be something. I wish we could be together. I wish things could be different. But I can’t be with you like you deserve. I can’t hold your hand or kiss you in public. I can’t come out. I don’t want to find out what will happen if I do.”
Ilya shakes his head. “I don’t know how to solve these problems. This isn’t simple. We aren’t simple. We are another problem—but I don’t ever want that problem to ever go away.”
Shane understands.
“I like you, Ilya,” Shane confesses.
It hurts, to bare his fractured heart to the person who broke it.
But it feels good, too. The expression of pure wonder on Ilya’s face feels like sunshine—like warmth and light and love pouring into the cracks and filling them.
It feels like stepping onto the frozen Rideau Canal for the first time. It feels like ice so clean and fresh that he can hear his blades cut through it. It feels like taking a long, slow, deep breath of winter air, and holding it until his lungs burn. It feels like letting it go, and watching the fog drift, soft and white, up into the heavens above. It feels like a hockey stick in hands, sturdy and true, with his parents’ names written on the tape.
It feels like his home jersey on his back. Like his puck sliding into the net during double overtime. Like victory.
The feeling grows, and grows, and grows—until it overflows.
Until Shane has no choice but to say the words again.
“I like you,” Shane repeats. Ilya kneels before him, gazing up at him with reverence, as if he still can’t believe it. “I like you too much. I don’t think I can keep pretending I don’t like you anymore.”
“Shane…” Ilya breathes.
“But you hurt me.”
Pain flickers across Ilya’s face.
Ilya reaches up to cup Shane’s face with both hands and look into his eyes. “Прости меня (Forgive me). I am sorry, Shane. Truly. I can only promise to be better. If you let me, I will make it up to you. I will follow your rules. I will be honest with you. I will try to tell you how I feel. I will answer when you text or call me. I will come see you as much as you like. I will kiss you whenever you want. And I will always, always kiss you goodbye.”
Shane smiles, slow but certain.
An idea strikes him. “Can we be friends?”
Ilya blinks up at him. “What?”
“I want to know you,” Shane says again, “and not just in the dark. I’m tired of hiding in hotel rooms. I want to be friends. I want to change the narrative around us.”
Ilya’s brow furrows in confusion. “What is narrative? You want to only be friends?”
“No.” Shane mumbles, distracted. He’s thinking. The idea gradually starts to take shape in his head. It’s not a bad idea. It makes sense.
Shane gets to his feet. He grabs Ilya’s hands and tugs him up. “Lots of guys have friends on other teams. I do, too. I’m friends with a bunch of the Admirals now. Scott, Carter, Eric, and some of their teammates. I’ve hung out with them a few times in public, and it’s been fine. Good, even. The media doesn’t care. Not really. And don’t you have friends on other MLH teams too? I know you talk to Carter, at least. You’re cool with most of the guys at All-Stars. Russia doesn’t mind that, right?”
“Slow down,” Ilya catches Shane by the elbow. Shane hadn’t even realized that he’d started pacing. Now that he’s stopped, his lungs are on fire. He’s breathless. Had he been talking the entire time?
Ilya smiles, fond and a little bit helpless. “You’re going very fast, and this is so many words. What are you getting at?”
“We’re not rookies anymore. We don’t need to keep pretending to hate each other until we retire.” Shane explains. He pauses, then insists, “We’ll still play hard against each other on the ice, of course.”
“Of course!” Ilya echoes. He grins, wide and delighted, like he does right before he chirps Shane at a faceoff.
“Shut up,” Shane mutters. They both know he doesn’t mean it. “If we were friends, and people saw us out in public, or whatever, it wouldn’t be so fucking crazy. Maybe at first, but not forever. Eventually they’d leave us alone. And then we could just… be. Together.”
Ilya’s teasing grin fades into something soft. “I’d like that.”
Shane smiles back. “How long are you staying after All-Stars?”
“As long as you want,” Ilya replies at once.
Shane doesn’t know what to do with that. He ignores it, though he feels a flush creeping up the back of his neck. “I’ll be here for two more days.”
“Two more days, then.” Ilya nods. He hesitates, then asks, “…And is that what you want, Shane? To only be friends?”
No. Not at all.
But Shane doesn’t want to rush into things just because Ilya likes him, too. They’ve liked each other for years, apparently, and look what happened anyway. They’re both kind of stupid when it comes to feelings.
Shane doesn’t want to be stupid about this anymore.
He wants to know Ilya—really get to know him. He wants to be known in return.
He wants to see if Ilya is as serious as he seems about making amends.
He doesn’t want to just give in, like always.
He wants to wait, and choose.
“I want to take things… slower,” Shane decides. He peers up at Ilya. He’s unsure how he’ll react to that.
“Okay,” Ilya agrees. He raises a hand and gently touches Shane’s face. “I can go slow. So slow. Almost as slow as you on the ice.”
Shane wrinkles his nose. “Fuck off!”
“Never,” Ilya promises. Shane thinks he means it. Ilya smiles and smooths his thumb across Shane’s cheek, tracing lines between his freckles. “Two days to convince the world that we’re friends, hmm? I will make a plan.”
“You’ll make a plan?” Shane blurts, incredulous.
Ilya raises both eyebrows at him. “What, you think because you are Mr. Planner, you’re the only one who can make plans?”
“Well…” Shane lets his skeptical look do the talking.
“Let me try,” Ilya coaxes him. “I want to make it up to you, yes? I know you don’t like surprises, so I will share it with you first. And if you don’t like my plan, we can do something else. Okay?”
“Okay,” Shane agrees. He’s curious to see what Ilya comes up with. Shane will still go back to his room and make a plan of his own, of course, but he won’t mention it unless Ilya’s plan is awful. He doubts it will be. Ilya is so smart. He’s better with people than Shane is.
But Shane is a planner. He wants to be prepared—for anything.
Ilya smirks, as if he can tell what Shane is thinking. “I’d better get started on this plan.”
Oh. Is he trying to hint that Shane should leave…?
Shane asks, “Do you want me to go?”
“Only if you want to,” Ilya murmurs. He pets Shane’s freckles again with his thumb. “Or you could stay… and we could make the plan together. It’s up to you.”
Shane considers his options. It’s late. He’s exhausted.
He imagines going back to the quiet comfort of his own hotel room. It would be nice to take a long, hot shower. He could read another chapter of his book. He could reply to all of his texts and emails. He could climb into bed and get cozy. He could lie there, staring at the ceiling. He could make a plan and think about Ilya and spend the rest of the night wishing that he hadn’t left.
He’s Shane fucking Hollander.
He can do whatever the fuck he wants.
He wants to stay.
So he will.
“I’ll stay,” Shane decides.
Ilya’s smile feels like the sun.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    We survived the apology arc! 🥹🎉

As I’ve said before, there are no perfect characters in this story—Ilya and Shane included. They will both make mistakes. The important thing is that they will learn from those mistakes, sincerely apologize, and do better. Everything isn’t fixed yet, because that doesn’t feel realistic to me, but they are now headed in the right direction. Together.

Next comes the reconciliation arc, followed by the fluffier half of this fic. ❤️

Also, wow! This fic is officially more than 100k words long! So much for this being eight chapters. 😂

Please remember, reading is meant to be enjoyable. If you don’t like my story—for any reason at all—you do not have to read it. This fandom is full of so, so many wonderful fanfics. Go find one that makes you happy. Or write your own.

See you in November. 😘
Other Notes
	I considered writing this chapter from Ilya’s POV, but I really wanted to show how his words affect Shane. Maybe as a side story…

	I know some people have been hoping for a kiss but Ilya hasn’t earned it yet. I really struggle with stories where a passionate love confession instantly fixes everything, so that’s not what I wanted to write. They’re in a better place now, but they still need to put in the work.

	I hope the people calling for Ilya’s head (or mine) in the comments understand his intentions better after this chapter and enjoyed finally seeing some actual groveling. If you still completely hate Ilya after this and don’t want to give him a chance, then this isn’t the fic for you. 😅
    	Some people had a very visceral reaction to the it’s simple lines. Good. Those lines are so hurtful and upsetting. I didn’t include them as a cute callback to the show. I included them because they’re the words that Ilya spits out in Tampa when he feels vulnerable and afraid and doesn’t want to seriously acknowledge or confront his feelings for Shane—which is how he felt in the last chapter. His canon lines just hurt even more in this context.



	 me: doesn’t like writing long dialogue exchanges

also me: writes two emotional, dialogue-heavy chapters back-to-back

me to me: why have you done this, you fool!? 🫠

	me, writing the first draft: nice 😎✨

me, rereading the first draft: wow, what a toxic telenovela *deletes the whole thing*

in other words, hope you enjoy the second draft ✌️

	I’ve woven in a few lines of dialogue from Heated Rivalry S1E4: Rose, S1E5: I’ll Believe in Anything, & S1E6: The Cottage.

	I enjoyed learning more about Russian culture around apologies. Some of that comes through here, with Ilya’s very direct acknowledgement of what he did wrong and how it hurt Shane, as well as his intent to apologize through actions and not only words. The fact that Ilya speaks at such length is admittedly uncharacteristic of a typical Russian apology, but let’s give him some wiggle room for being desperate after fucking up so badly with the love of his life. 😅

	Shane happens to love plans and direct communication. This pairs nicely with Ilya’s apology.

	Yes, there are still some things they haven’t resolved. The boys were overwhelmed enough with all their ✨emotions✨ in this chapter. But I promise this is the peak of the angst. Everything is going to be okay. 🙏

	Chirping is one of their love languages. ❤️

	Because of the angst I’ve put you through, I will reveal that Ilya’s next plan is a good one! 🙂‍↕️


Russian TranslationsБлять! - Fuck!
Прости меня - Forgive me (I’m sorry) [This is a heartfelt apology that would be used in serious situations with close friends. In using this phrase, the speaker acknowledges they have done something deeply wrong.]
Content WarningMentions of Ilya’s unhappy home life, Russia’s homophobia, and toxic hockey culture. Lots of profanity.


  






  










Afterword



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