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Summary: 
By the fourth time Crosby has hung up on him, Alex has to admit that this has gone from funny to, frankly, a little hurtful.









Flip Shut, Hang Up

Author’s Note:
So we both saw this fine tumblr post, which gave us the idea of Ovie calling Sid just to keep his chirping skills up, and then this happened. Title because Sid is still rocking a Razr and that will never not be funny. Thanks to Lynnmonster for the beta!





Alex is driven to call Crosby out of sheer boredom, the first time. Well, boredom and also the need for gossip, presuming Crosby could be persuaded to part with any.

Crosby hangs up on him, once Alex has explained that no, this is not a joke, and also, hello Sidney Crosby!

By the fourth time Crosby has hung up on him, Alex has to admit that this has gone from funny to, frankly, a little hurtful. He tells Maria as much and she just laughs at him, dropping a kiss on top of his head. 

“Well, you’re nothing if not persistent,” she tells him. 

Alex acknowledges the compliment with a tilt of his head. He clearly needs to change his plan of attack. 

If Crosby has a weakness, it’s that he’s too responsible and therefore will most certainly not hang up if Alex makes it clear that he has very important NHLPA questions. Or at least, this is what Sergei advises, and Sergei is usually right regarding all matters Crosby, even if he reserves the right to chirp Alex mercilessly for asking in the first place. At least he got an answer out of Sergei — Zhenya was completely useless, asking him why he was even calling Crosby in the first place and not to bother him, can’t you see that Sid has a lot going on, blah blah blah. Honestly. Alex comes from the school of tough love; if Crosby isn’t ready for his jelly, that’s not Alex’s fault.

He begins his next phone call with not a salutation, but with a, “Wait! I have very important question about HRR percentage.”

“Yes?” Crosby says politely, because of course he does. Sergei was so right.

Alex waits a respectable ways into Crosby’s painfully correct and precise answer out of the NHLPA playbook before he gets to the original point of his now five calls. “Have you talked to Zhenya about any of this?” Alex could watch any number of soap operas, but his favorite is Crosby and Zhenya.

“Of course I have,” Crosby says defensively. “I mean — I text him. I don’t want to bother him while he’s playing hockey. His mind should be on that.”

It’s the soap opera that keeps on giving, really. “You don’t think text is a little cold? Zhenya’s English still not so good, you know he understands better when you say than when you write.”

“He’s gotten a lot better,” Crosby snaps, and Alex avoids snorting laughter into the phone. Nothing gets Crosby’s back up like a slight toward Zhenya. He’s tried to tell Zhenya this, but Zhenya foolishly believes Crosby would do this for all of his teammates. Sometimes it makes Alex very sad that he must play on the Olympic team with someone so obviously and painfully besotted. While Alex is sure that Crosby is a very good captain — not as good as Alex himself, but one can’t ask for perfection — to think that Crosby doesn’t harbor a specific and enormous soft spot for Zhenya, and Zhenya alone, is sheer and willful blindness.

“Sometimes distance requires a personal touch,” Alex croons sweetly at the phone. “Zhenya seems a little sad, just in his eyes.” 

“I’m hanging up on you,” Crosby warns, but he sounds thoughtful and even more defensive. 

And at least he warned Alex this time. It’s definitely progress.

***

“Do you really want to know, or are you just asking me so that I won’t hang up?” Crosby says, his suspicion nearly adorable.

“You wound me,” Alex says, holding a hand to his heart, even though Crosby can’t see him. “I’m extremely interested in—” Alex pauses, trying to remember what he’d tricked Crosby into talking about.

“You don’t even remember, do you,” Crosby says with a sigh, but the line doesn’t go dead. Alex feels like he’s coaxing a very sullen cat inside.

“I remember!” Alex says, but it’s mostly sheer luck. “Unrestricted free agency change.”

“I’m going to quiz you,” Crosby threatens. “And this was in the email, didn’t you read it?”

“I read it, I read it,” Alex says breezily. “But lots of long English words, so hard for me and Zhenya. You call and explain it to him?”

“I think you only pretend not to be able to understand English when it’s convenient for you,” Crosby accuses.

“C’mon, Google translate is so bad. You try to learn Russian, you’ll understand,” Alex tells him. “Zhenya would be so happy.”

“I learned a little,” Crosby says, sounding like the words are being dragged from him. “When he first came.”

Alex bites down on a joke about learning to impress his future mother-in-law. “You should study again, then you would finally be able to understand all the sweet things I say to you on the ice, Crosby.” 

“I doubt they’re sweet at all, judging by how hard Geno hits you,” Crosby says dryly.

“Zhenya hits extra hard out of love,” Alex says with an affectionate sigh.

“Yeah, love is what it looks like when he smacks the mouthguard out of you,” Crosby says, missing the point entirely. Typical.

“Well, what else you do right now, hmm? You practice with leftover Penguins, you go to PA meetings when Don tells you to go. Plenty of time to learn Russian. Unless you have more Bieber concert to go to.”

“I went for Mario,” Crosby says quickly. “And I bought that suite for charity, okay.”

Crosby hangs up on him halfway through the chorus of “Baby.” 

****

“What is it this time?” Crosby says with a sigh. “Rookie contracts? Escrow? The make-whole provision?”

Alex thinks about that for a second, and decides he could actually stand to have make-whole explained to him again.

“Wait, really?” Crosby says, sounding totally surprised. “You’re not going to tell me I should get a lockout haircut or mustache, no suggestions on interior decorating?” 

Alex thinks fondly on the shouting match they’d had about drapes. He still stands his ground that if he and Crosby shaved their heads it would make a totally sick statement. 

“I need you to tell me about make-whole for real, but also I have a serious question about hair,” Alex says, and Crosby groans. “No, don’t make noises, I’m being very serious,” he scolds. “Do you think I should shave my head again, as warrior for justice?”

The noise Crosby makes sounds like someone stepping on a dog — low, wounded and offended. “No, no, I really don’t. For the sake of the PA and your girlfriend, please grow your hair back out.”

“Sid, true gentleman, thinking about my girlfriend,” Alex says approvingly, then stops for a second. “Wait, you don’t think about Maria like that, do you? Zhenya would be so sad.”

Alex can practically hear Crosby roll his eyes across continents. “Like Geno would care if I stole your girlfriend.” 

Alex snorts, almost involuntarily. “One, as if you could steal my girlfriend. You have no game. Two, if you stole my girlfriend, yes, Zhenya would be sad. Sidney Crosby, homewrecker.” Then he really thinks about the idea of Crosby actually trying to homewreck him and he can’t stop laughing. 

It’s around the point where he’s actually having difficulty breathing from laughing so hard that Crosby hangs up on him again, but seriously, homewrecker. And anyway, the joke’s still on Crosby, because Alex is going to call him right back and really make him explain make-whole.

***

The next time the Dynamo play Metallurg, Alex is sure to tell Zhenya all about the important heart-to-hearts he’s had with Zhenya’s precious Crosby.

Zhenya narrows his eyes at him. “I told you not to bother him. I can’t understand your childish joy in teasing him. He doesn’t deserve it.” 

Alex doesn’t have to entirely ape offense. “I was asking him very important questions about very important business.”

Zhenya gives him a skeptical look. “He said you wanted to shave his head.”

“Not me personally,” Alex hastens to clarify. “In solidarity. I’m sure he would let you shave his head if you asked, Zhenya.”

Zhenya looks disproportionately horrified. “Nobody is shaving Sid’s head.”

“I knew you loved his hair,” Alex says, waggling his eyebrows. “I’m sure he would let you keep it.”

“You’re a creep and I’m going to knock out another tooth,” Zhenya warns him.

Zhenya does not knock out another tooth, but he does score two goals, which is more than Alex but only by one. He tells Crosby about this the next time he calls, and that’s when Crosby does something truly astonishing.

“Oh, I saw,” Crosby says, and he sounds — appreciative. “Only the highlights, but that goal in the second period was—” evidently Crosby is at a loss for words, and so is Alex, because this conversation got weirdly inappropriate, and it isn’t even Alex’s fault.

“Do you tell Zhenya this?” Alex demands, because if so, Zhenya is levels of oblivious that Alex had thought were scientifically impossible. Alex likes Zhenya’s hockey just fine, but he doesn’t get verbally weak in the knees over it.

“He knows,” Crosby says, dismissive. “I texted him.”

Alex shakes his head. “Again, the texting. Zhenya must miss your dulcet tones.” 

“Did you just say ‘dulcet?’” Crosby demands. 

“I’m a sensitive and literate guy, Crosby,” Alex says. Actually, he reads romance novels, because they’re just about at his reading level in English and he enjoys reading them aloud to his team on long trips and pestering Brooksie about words he doesn’t know, which is how Alex knows ‘dulcet’, ‘limpid’, and ‘nubile.’ He’d understood ‘throbbing member,’ but had just wanted to make Brooksie say ‘penis.’

“Those are not the first words I’d think of to describe you,” Crosby says dryly. “Not even close.” 

“Ah, this means we’re learning about each other, yes? Very important for player communication. And maybe you and me communicate better, so I teach you to communicate better with Zhenya. Everyone win.”

“There’s nothing wrong with how I communicate with Zhen— with Geno,” Crosby says hotly.

“You really should call him Zhenya,” Alex says, aiming for gentle and sincere, because there’s teasing Crosby, and then there’s actively standing in the way of their future happiness, and Alex just can’t, no matter how entertaining the soap opera. “It mean a lot to him to hear it from you.”

“I’d just screw it up,” Crosby says after a moment, petulant — another one of his literary words. “I don’t have the mouth for Russian.”

Alex does the most noble thing in his entire life and refrains from saying a single word about that. “Crosby’s mouth is just fine. Just need to practice saying it with someone who isn’t afraid to hurt your feelings by telling you you’re still doing it all wrong.” 

“Great, I’ll call Gonch,” Crosby says.

“Don’t you trust me, Crosby?” Alex asks. 

“No,” Crosby says, but Alex can hear an amused something in there. Crosby sighs loudly. “Alright, lay it on me.”

“Okay, I teach you everything. Pay attention, Crosby, tone of voice very important. Russian all about feeling.” 

“Feeling,” Crosby repeats skeptically, but Alex can almost hear him square his shoulders over the phone.

Alex gets a full five minutes of Crosby trying to sound sweet before the inevitable hangup. It’s terribly amusing and he wishes he’d thought to put him on speakerphone and record it, first. Also, Crosby is awful at sounding affectionate. Maybe he just needs incentives. 

***

“Can we just skip the pretext?” Crosby says. He sounds — well, exhausted, actually.

“I am actually very concerned about federal mediator,” Alex tells him. And he is, anybody can see what’s-his-name’s twitter wasn’t actually hacked, never mind that he was dismissed from the commission immediately.

“It’ll work or it won’t,” Crosby says, and Alex is genuinely concerned now, because Crosby has been the most vocally optimistic through this entire shitstorm of a lockout. “What do you want?”

“You say Evgeni’s name like you like him, I tell you,” Alex says, because if Crosby’s going to hang up on him — and he will — he should at least see if he’s made progress first.

“I like Geno,” Crosby protests immediately, and Alex really, really wishes he was taping this. “I mean.”

“Today Crosby, today.”

“I like Zhenya,” Crosby says, missing affectionate by a mile and landing in sulky recalcitrance.

“Well, if you talk to him like that, no wonder he has no idea,” Alex sighs. 

“What are you — Geno knows. He’s my best friend,” Crosby says insistently.

“Best friend know you feel like shit?” Alex asks shrewdly.

“What? I don’t—”

“Bags under eyes, Crosby, anybody can see at press conference. You just hope Zhenya doesn’t watch?”

Crosby is silent, but he doesn’t hang up.

“What, you think Zhenya won’t like you if you’re human?”

“He’s busy,” Crosby finally says unconvincingly. 

“You’re not? You don’t have much respect for your friends if you don’t tell them your problems,” Alex says, dropping a truth bomb. “Anyway, what is Zhenya doing? Doesn’t matter — he always have time for you, Crosby.”

Crosby is silent again, probably in awe of all of Alex’s wisdom.

“Zhenya ever not answer, not call you right back?” Alex prods. “And if you tell me Zhenya do this for everybody, I tell you is bullshit. Zhenya never call me back.”

“Well, of course no one ever calls you back,” Crosby says, but his voice is quiet and pleased, just a little wondering. It figures that Alex’s pain is what it takes to convince him that Zhenya is his forever girl. “I gotta—”

“Go, go,” Alex says, pretending to be weary of Crosby, but in reality he’s practically bouncing on his couch cushions. “Remember, pretend you have feeling!”

The line goes dead.

***

Nobody is more surprised than Alex when his phone blares out Beyonce demanding that Alex say her name, if no one is around her, if he isn’t running games. “Crosby!” he says, both delighted and amazed. “You know, is first time you call me, very important for friendship—”

“I’m coming to Russia,” Crosby interrupts him.

Alex blinks. “Don tell you come here, negotiating tactic?”

“What? No, I’m — wait, do you think anyone will notice?”

Alex pulls his phone away from his ear so he can stare at it incredulously for a moment. “Crosby, all of hockey notice when you sneeze, of course they gonna notice Russia. Wait, you come play for Dynamo? As your friend, I cannot let you play for Spartak, they are too terrible.”

“What, don’t be ridiculous,” Crosby says.

Alex sighs. “Should have know you could not bear to be apart from each other further. Not sporting, though, you and Zhenya and Sergei together.” 

“I’m not coming to play,” Crosby finally manages to get out. 

Alex can barely breathe he’s so excited. “Oh, Crosby,” he sighs happily. “Wait, before you come, I teach you very important phrase. You tell Zhenya when you see him.”

He doesn’t teach Crosby “I’m glad to see you again” so much as “Give it to me, baby,” but he figures he is doing the world an immense service. He fails at coaxing a seductive tone from Crosby, but come on, he’s not a miracle-worker.

***

Alex gets about forty frantic texts from multiple people demanding to know if Crosby had contacted him about coming to Moscow, the sum of which seem to be mass panic both within the PA and the NHL. Alex sits back and cackles to himself as he responds “no comment,” because while everyone else seems to think Crosby is defecting, Alex knows that Crosby essentially crossed continents for a booty call.

Well, a booty call with feelings.

Then Beyonce wants him to say her name again, that’s like twice in twenty-four hours, which can only mean that Crosby is finally understanding how this is supposed to work. Crosby can’t help it, Alex supposes — it’s what happens when you bundle off impressionable boys for the minor leagues in Quebec, so unsocialized, like mill puppies.

“Um, Alex?” Crosby says, sounding harried. “Oh, shit — look, can you come pick me up from the airport? Geno can’t fly out until late tonight, and I just — you’re the only other person I know here.”

“You called me Alex!” Alex says, delighted. “Crosby, so proud of you.”

“Okay, let’s not get crazy,” Crosby says, sounding uncomfortable expressing feelings like natural and normal adoration of Alex. That he managed to get it together and tell Zhenya anything is a miracle. “But can you do it?” 

“I am coming right now, stay warm, Sid,” Alex says, pleased at how far they’ve come. When they finally make it back on the ice against each other, he will check him into the boards so lovingly. Alex throws some shoes and a coat on before grabbing his keys. 

Crosby — Sid — is waiting for him at the Arrivals pull through, looking good, strong. Not so actively pining for Zhenya. Alex has long considered Zhenya hopelessly goofy-looking, but he is a good Russian boy, and he supposes Sid could do worse than a good Russian boy. Zhenya could definitely do worse than Sid, who has long been in possession of some enviable assets, and Alex means assets.

“Sid!” Alex cries out, throwing his arms open. Sid looks at him like this is a trick, which is hurtful, he and Sid are warriors for justice in the lockout and also basically BFFs. It’s like that Paris Hilton show except Sid keeps making him go home every episode.

But maybe you can teach undersocialized Canadians new tricks, because Sid very gingerly steps into Alex’s manly embrace of true friendship and consents to being hugged.

“Okay,” Sid sighs, trying to worm his way out already. Alex squeezes him extra hard in retaliation. “Jeez, Alex. Look, Geno will be here tonight, you can drop me off at my hotel.” 

Alex stares at him, aghast. “A hotel? But Sid, you’re family. You stay with us.” 

Sid’s protests grow feebler and feebler as Alex drives him to go have dinner with his parents. 

***

After dinner, MC Hammer informs everyone they cannot touch this, and Alex answers his phone with, “Oh, there you are. Don’t worry, I picked up your boo, he’s safe and sound.”

“You did what,” Zhenya says flatly.

“We’re true bros,” Alex brags. “He called me in his hour of need.”

“What did — no. Just keep him there, I will be there as soon as I can,” Zhenya says, sounding really worried, which is uncalled for because Alex is very good with lost dogs and children and apparently, Crosbys.

The Crosby in question is looking at him curiously, so Alex tilts the phone in his direction. “You want to talk to Zhenya?”

Sid practically snatches the phone out of Alex’s hand. “Hi, Geno,” he says, and it figures that after all the work Alex did trying to coax a little basic human warmth out of Sid’s voice, Zhenya gets it instantly. 

Alex makes a face at him. Zhenya, he mouths at Sid. Sid rolls his eyes at him, turning and speaking quietly like Alex can’t hear every single word anyway. 

“No, I’m fine,” Sid says. “His parents are actually normal, I had no idea.” Sid pauses. “Well, normal for having Alex.”

Alex nods in agreement. It’s true, he is pretty extraordinary. But so is his mom — Sid just doesn’t know because he hasn’t played basketball with her yet.

“I’m fine,” Sid insists, sounding both tender and mildly exasperated. “Stop worrying so much, Geno.” Another pause. “Well, when are you going to get here, then?” He smiles, seemingly reflexively, and shit, if Alex ever wanted to write a romance novel himself, this is the stuff, right here. “Okay, I’ll have Alex text you the address. I’ll see you soon,” Sid says. 

Whatever Zhenya says in reply has Sid going bright red in the cheeks, which is deeply interesting because usually Alex has to knee Sid on the ice to get the same reaction, although he’s pretty sure that’s fury and not sugar-sweet, Teenage Dream-esque love.

“Bye,” Sid says softly, and Alex kind of wants to bury his face in a pillow. It’s a lot of feelings, definitely way more than he was expecting.

Sid is almost antsy after the call, distracted and jittery. Ah, young love. That special feeling of wanting to throw up and break into song at the same time. He tries telling Sid as much, but Sid just stares at him like Alex is the freak in the room. Sid is the one who took years to figure out the most obvious love affair of all time.

When Zhenya finally arrives, he looks unnecessarily stern, like Alex kidnapped Sid, which is only a little bit true. Can you kidnap someone if they ask you to? He’s unclear but in any case, it’s not like he asked for ransom so it’s probably okay. “So, sleepover?” Alex says brightly.

Zhenya gives him a sour look, before looking over Alex’s shoulder at Sid, and then Alex actually steps aside, so that the only things standing between Zhenya and Sid right now are clothes and Canadian modesty.

And then Alex is sort of proud and genuinely moved when Sid just says, “Zhenya,” like he’s been waiting forever to say it. 

It hits Zhenya hard, and Alex spares a moment to wonder if he taught Sid too well, because Zhenya doesn’t have a prayer now. He can only hope that Sid will use “give it to me, baby” at an equally opportune moment, which will hopefully be in a room where Alex isn’t. Maybe he didn’t think this all the way through.

“We’re leaving now,” Zhenya says, and Sid looks startled but not displeased.

“So that’s a no to the sleepover?” Alex asks, because he can’t resist.

Zhenya doesn’t say anything else, just draws Sid over to him, wrapping a hand around Sid’s elbow, then putting his hand at the small of Sid’s back. 

“Bye?” Sid manages as Zhenya basically drags him off like a caveman claiming his mate, with luggage in tow. 

The door closes in something awfully close to a slam and Alex sighs, the moment a little bittersweet. 

“They grow up so fast,” he says wistfully to Maria later. “But they make you so proud.” 

Her lips twitch a little. “And if Crosby’s really here to play for Magnitogorsk?”

“Then I will hit him extra hard, but not near the head,” Alex says. That’s love, after all.

***

He doesn’t hear from Sid or Zhenya for a few days, and they’re noticeably absent from the game they “came to see.” Frankly, he’d be disappointed if it had gone down any other way. Responsibilities are one thing, but consummating your love comes first. He’s happy for them, but he’s getting like, mountains of text messages, which are all some variation of “DID CROSBY DEFECT” with increasing amounts of panic. He continues with his no comment routine, which only seems to make things worse.

Or better, if you count the reports of very important secret meetings in undisclosed locations regarding the CBA. This is normally when he would call Sid, knowing that if anything was really happening, Sid would know about it, but Sid hasn’t answered his calls — which is probably how it should be.

***

And all of a sudden, the lockout is over — all over the place, players shaving their beards and flying back from everywhere and anywhere and universal relief and excitement. Alex was glad to be in Moscow, but he can’t deny that he’s ready to be back in Washington, the perpetually mediocre weather and baffling street intersections welcoming him home. 

“We play each other in two weeks, yes?” he confirms, tucking his phone between his ear and shoulder as he puts clothes back into drawers. 

“You mean we beat you in two weeks,” Sid says, blissful in his sub-par chirping. 

“You cry yourself to sleep on Zhenya in two weeks, you mean,” Alex counters. 

“Hang up on Sasha, come here,” Alex hears Zhenya yell in the background. 

“Gotta go, bye,” Sid says in one quick exhale.

“I brought this on myself,” Alex sighs, staring down at his phone screen which judgingly displays “Call Ended.” Alex thinks long and hard about how best to express his feelings about this, but he is nothing if not an excellent communicator. 

Which is why, whenever Sid is done hooking up with Zhenya, he’ll find ten voicemails comprising the entirety of “My Heart Will Go On.” Zhenya will find only one, because Alex doesn’t need to leave more than one voicemail full of Salt-n-Pepa urging Zhenya to push it real good. He has faith.
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