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Summary: 
“I’d date you if you were a girl,” Brandon says, apropos nothing.









jerk

Author’s Note:
hi hi hello!

it’s the unhinged dewey2 fic i’ve been talking nonstop about for two days. this fic would not have happened if not for the 10/17/23 wild game i went to in montreal, where brandon got into the world’s most pathetic fight and someone on tumblr said there was no explanation for it except that he wanted to get beat up. and now we’re here.

title is from the eponymous front bottoms song, which is only one of many tfb songs used in this insane moodboard i compiled today, because i can never be normal. the original doc for this was titled jerk/the truth, which is the song on the album immediately following jerk, and works just as well for this fic as jerk does.

i also did absolutely zero research for this — the first game mentioned is the habs game, but past that, the schedule, travel itinerary, and game events all came directly from my beautiful brain. at least i got their housing arrangements somewhat accurate.

last note - this fic contains some pretty heavily under-negotiated kink. at no point do they talk about it, and while it’s clear they’re both enjoying it, it’s also painplay, which gets violent. i’ll leave more detailed warnings in the endnotes if you’re worried this might not be for you.

alright! as always, rpf with an emphasis on fiction! enjoy!





“I’d date you if you were a girl,” Brandon says, apropos nothing. He says it thoughtfully, though, like it’s not the first time it’s crossed his mind. Connor’s water goes up his nose.

“What,” says Connor, when he can speak again. Brandon’s watching him with this tiny smirk, and Connor wants to take a swipe at him.

“Like, if you were a girl,” Brandon says, poking at his salad. “I’d date you.”

Right. Okay. “No, I know —” Connor squints at him. “Hang on. Why am I the girl? What if you were the girl?”

Brandon snorts derisively. “Why would I be the girl? I’d never be the girl. All I’m saying is I’d date you if you were a girl.”

Connor stares at him. What the fuck. It doesn’t look like Brandon’s gonna back down on this one, though, so: “Well, if I were a girl, maybe I wouldn’t date  you.” 

Brandon actually has the gall to laugh. “Of course you would. I’m a catch.”

Brandon’s smiling, but Connor knows he’s not entirely joking. He holds Brandon’s gaze until he can’t, until his eyes slip and suddenly he’s considering it: Brandon’s stupid face, his lazy eyes, his mouth. His eyes flicker back to Brandon’s, but Brandon has already looked away, flitted off to some other train of thought like the mercurial asshole that he is. Connor doesn’t say anything else. He thinks Brandon would see right through him.

So that’s how it starts.

 


 

A couple nights later, Brandon gets into another fight. It’s something they don’t really talk about — Connor doesn’t want to embarrass him, and Brandon always skates back from the penalty box all stony and deferential. Connor figures he’ll talk about it when he’s ready to. He just wishes Brandon would give him a little warning, is all, before he goes out and gets his teeth punched in.

“Not again,” says Hartzy, skating lazy circles after the whistle.

Connor looks over. Brandon’s grabbed the jersey of that little ratty guy, Pezzetta, and he’s saying something that is inevitably gonna get his nose broken. Connor sighs. He skates over like a good liney, stands there and leans on his stick while Hartzy chews on his mouthguard impatiently.

“You’d think he’d have learned by now,” Hartzy mutters when Pezzetta takes Brandon down to the ice.

“Yeah,” Connor says, noncommittal. He’s only half listening. Brandon had let out this little  oof  when he hit the ice, the sound of body on a hard surface, and for some reason it’s playing on a loop in the back of his head, even as Brandon gets up, looking chastened, blood dripping from one nostril into his mouth, and lets the ref guide him to the box. Connor blinks.

“All right,” says Hartzy, already skating away.

Connor lingers for another moment, watching Brandon toss his gloves down beside him in the box and dab at his nose with a towel. He kind of — well, Connor kind of wants —

Brandon looks up at him. His face is hard. And then, just barely, he grins.

 


 

Bolds texts him that night, late-ish and all mother hen:  he ok? 

Connor looks across the room. Brandon is spinning in circles in the hotel room’s desk chair.  peachy,  he says. He pictures Matt rolling his eyes when he reads it. He says Connor texts like a grandmother, but Connor doesn’t think he’s much better. Besides, they’re both better than Brandon, who Connor’s pretty sure never learned that slang evolved past 2010.

Brandon spins in another circle. His head is tipped all the way back so he looks kind of like a lopsided weathervane, and Connor’s pretty sure that when he stops he’s gonna puke. Connor just hopes it’s not on his carpet.

“I’ve got crazy vertigo,” says Brandon, still going.

“What the fuck,” says Connor. “Stop spinning, then.”

Brandon does another turn and then lets himself slow down. “Aurgh.”

“Uh huh.” Connor watches him peel himself out of the chair and keel over on the floor, staring up at the ceiling. “There’s something seriously wrong with you, you know.”

From up on the bed, Connor can just barely make out the way Brandon’s face splits in a huge grin. “Just figured that out, huh?”

“Shut up,” says Connor, and Brandon does. They’re both quiet for a moment, just Brandon’s somewhat labored breathing drifting through the air. His nose is still a little red, though it stopped bleeding hours ago. Connor wants to poke at it to see if Brandon would flinch. “What was that about tonight, anyway?”

Brandon tilts his head back, meeting Connor’s gaze upside-down. “What, the game?”

“The fight,” Connor says. The game was fine. The game was great, even, their stupid matching shorties and the solid win for Flower despite their depleted roster — but Brandon’s fight. Something about it nags at him, and Connor can’t put his finger on what. “What was the fight about.”

“Oh.” Brandon looks back up at the ceiling. “He was being an asshole.”

“He’s always an asshole,” Connor points out. “He didn’t even do anything to you.”

Brandon doesn’t respond for a second, and Connor’s a little afraid that he’s touched a nerve. But then Brandon lurches upright and turns so he’s facing Connor from the floor. “C’mere.”

Connor’s brow furrows. “What?”

Brandon beckons impatiently. “C’mon, just —”

Connor sighs. He scoots to the end of the bed, and as he reaches a leg out to slide down to the ground, Brandon wraps both hands around his ankle and pulls. Connor yelps, flailing, but Brandon’s caught him by surprise, and he slides off the bed and onto the floor in an undignified pile of limbs.

“What the fuck,” Connor grunts, but Brandon doesn’t respond, is on him already, one knee on his stomach and a hand pinning down Connor’s left wrist. Fine, then.

He shoves at Brandon’s shoulder with his right hand, unbalancing him, and rolls them so he’s kneeling over Brandon, pressing all his weight into Brandon’s stomach and collarbone. Brandon huffs, and it takes Connor a second to recognize it as a laugh, this relieved breath, and before he can think about it too hard, Brandon’s free hand wraps around the nape of Connor’s neck, and he cracks their skulls together.

Connor falls backwards with a shout. “Fucking —”

Brandon’s laughing for real now, rolling over to kick at Connor’s shin, just lightly, like they’re both in on some joke.

Connor scrambles upright, breathing ragged, and before he realizes what he’s doing, his knee is jammed back into Brandon’s stomach, digging into the soft space just below his ribcage, and he’s got one hand pinning both of Brandon’s wrists, and — Connor freezes, fingers just millimeters from Brandon’s throat.

Brandon’s gone completely limp. He’s breathing like he just ran a marathon, and his eyes — Jesus, okay, his eyes are almost all pupil, and he’s baring his throat like — like he  wants  Connor to —

“What,” says Brandon, voice rough as sandpaper, “can’t do it?”

Connor swallows. It’s deafening. He can feel his heart pounding in his ears. “I —”

Brandon grins, but it’s not friendly. “What, you’re some big fighter all of a sudden? Really, Connor?”

Connor rears back. He’s so — his whole body feels hot, like he just — he doesn’t even know, really, but his heart is hammering and his hands feel numb, a bit, and he falls on his ass and scrambles backward until he’s pressed safely against the wall, away from Brandon, until not a single part of them is touching anymore.

Brandon laughs. “C’mon, man, what the fuck?”

Connor can’t reply. He can barely catch his breath. “I —”

Brandon sits up. He’s still relaxed, body languid, big and cat-like, inexplicably  pleased.  “Connor, chill out, dude.”

Connor swallows again. His mouth tastes of blood. “Sorry,” he manages. “I’m sorry, I — don’t. I don’t know what happened.”

Brandon snorts. “No shit.” He leans back against the foot of the bed. “Calm down, Dew. It’s fine. You weren’t gonna fucking kill me.”

“No,” says Connor. He breathes through the tightness in his chest. “I know. I wasn’t.”

 


 

“If you were a girl —”

“Not this again,” Connor groans, knocking his head against the plane seat with a  thunk. 

“If you were a girl,” Brandon says, undeterred, “do you think you’d be into dudes?”

“What,” says Connor. Brandon sounds entirely serious. “Do you mean like, would I suddenly turn —” he pauses.

“Like do you think you’d turn into a straight girl or — you know.” Brandon inclines his head, as though Connor had really ought to know.

Connor closes his eyes for a moment. Sometimes he regrets his choice of best friend. Oftentimes. Often. “I don’t know, B.”

“Come  on,  Dew,” says Brandon. He sounds genuinely annoyed. “I think I would, if I were a girl.”

“You’d —?” Connor cannot follow him at all, sometimes.

“Be into dudes,” says Brandon. “I’m straight now, so if I were a girl, I’d still be straight.” He says it like,  duh.  Connor does not think this is  duh  at all.

“You think you’d be into dudes because… you can’t imagine not being straight?”

Brandon nods.

Connor resists the urge to bury his head in his hands. “You’re an idiot, dude.”

“What, you don’t think you’d be into dudes?” Brandon asks.

“No, of course I —” Connor stops. He should probably think carefully about what he says next. “Just because you’re a girl doesn’t mean you stop liking girls. Like I’d still be into girls. They’re girls.”

It’s Brandon’s turn to squint at him. “Yeah,” he says.

“Yeah?” Connor asks, tiredly.

“Yeah,” Brandon says. “You’d have better luck finding a girlfriend to listen to you talk about all your nerd shit, anyway.”

Connor punches him. Just in the arm, not too hard, but it gets a grin out of Brandon, this beatific, unapologetic thing. Connor turns back to the seatback in front of him.

 


 

Bolds looks worriedly at the bruise on Brandon’s forehead. “You said he was peachy.”

“Peachy?” asks Brandon.

“He is.” Connor sticks one finger directly in the bruise. Serves him right, the dick. Brandon swats him away. “He’s a big boy.”

“Ew,” says Bolds. “What even happened?”

“With the fight?” asks Brandon. “Pezzetta was being an asshole.”

“With this.” Bolds pokes the bruise. Brandon scowls at him.

“Brandon was being an asshole,” Connor says, smiling serenely. “He tried to give us both concussions.”

“Hey!” Brandon looks genuinely offended. Matt looks like he’s about to have an aneurysm.

“He’s fine,” Connor assures him. “Maybe it’ll stop him from getting into any more fights. Would be embarrassing if someone figured out you got that bruise from a hotel room wrestling match.”

 “Ew,”  says Bolds, face scrunching.

“Give you a go, if you want,” Brandon says, grinning at Bolds.

Bolds looks alarmingly green. “I’m gonna stay out of — whatever the fuck you guys are doing. Forever. Thanks.”

“Lame,” says Brandon. He doesn’t sound all that put out about it.

 


 

Brandon gets into another fight. Connor stopped keeping track of it rookie year, but it’s got to be an embarrassing number of fights by now. There’s no real pattern to it — some nights Brandon plays like shit and takes stupid penalties and doesn’t get his hands dirty once, sometimes the frustration boils over and he goes to the box with a cut on his cheek. Sometimes he plays beautiful hockey, and then he fights anyway.

Connor stands there next to Addy this time, feeling resigned.

“He’s not even improving,” Addy says. “It’s like he wants to get beat up.”

That sparks something — Connor with his hand hovering, trembling, so close to Brandon’s throat that he could feel the hummingbird pulse just below his ear — that Connor does not put words to. He crushes the thought, shoves it away, fits it neatly inside a little box and tosses it into the abyss. “He’s just —” Connor shrugs. “Dewey.”

“Yeah.” Addy watches as Brandon’s lip is split open, as he’s thrown down to the ice. He purses his lips in an awkward little grimace. “Whatever works for him, I guess.”

Connor doesn’t even bother to reply. He’s watching a drop of blood trace its way down Brandon’s chin. Brandon lifts a hand and wipes it away, but all he really does is smear it, until his chin is stained red and there’s another bead of scarlet working its way back down.

Brandon catches his eye. He looks serious, like he always does after fights, but there’s an intensity to his face that feels almost intentional. Not dropping Connor’s gaze, Brandon flicks his tongue out, catches the new stream of blood, takes it back inside of himself, and smiles. His teeth are red.

Connor’s grip tightens on his stick. Fuck.

 


 

Brandon’s taking forever in the bathroom. Connor paused HGTV for him, and Brandon’s taking  forever.  Connor doesn’t even know what he’s doing. There’s been no rustling, no water running, no telltale signs of life. Brandon just disappeared for ten fucking minutes to do — whatever. Whatever he’s doing.

“Dew!” comes the muffled shout.

“Jesus Christ,” Connor mumbles, heaving himself out of the hotel bed and poking his head inside the now-ajar bathroom door. “What.”

Brandon is hunched over the sink, face inches away from the mirror, prodding at the purpling scab on his lip. His finger, when it comes away, comes away bloody.

“What the fuck did you do,” Connor sighs. He steps inside the bathroom.

“Dunno,” says Brandon. “You think it’ll be okay?” He turns to face Connor, and suddenly the space feels very small.

Connor swallows. “Let me see.”

Brandon leans in, offering his chin, which Connor takes. He tilts Brandon’s face back and squints at the split — it’s fine. Of course it’s fine. Brandon’s a fucking drama queen. There’s just a tiny bead of blood at one edge, undoubtedly jostled out by Brandon’s fussing. Connor does not reach out to wipe it away.

“You’re fine,” Connor says.

“You sure?” says Brandon. He doesn’t sound worried. He, in fact, sounds downright predatory.

Connor looks away from Brandon’s mouth just in time to dodge his fist, just a softball blow that would’ve glanced off of Connor’s ribs. In hindsight, he should’ve seen this coming. Connor grabs the arm that struck and rams into Brandon’s sternum with the other. Brandon lets out this sound —  oof  as his body hits the ice, as he — as he — and he stumbles back, hips hitting the bathroom counter, back of his head cracking against the mirror as his spine folds.

He lifts his other hand, almost halfhearted, like it’s more of a reminder than an attack, and Connor grabs that one, too, and then there he is: standing between Brandon’s legs with his hips pinned against the counter and his hands held fast at his sides.

Brandon’s so tall like this, Connor thinks, staring up at him. They’re both breathing heavily, chests barely brushing. Connor thinks he should probably feel small, but he doesn’t. Brandon’s straining against the grip on his wrists, but it’s more the principle of the thing, like he knows he ought to be fighting back. Connor feels a thousand feet tall: Brandon is letting him put him here.

“You  do  want to get beat up,” Connor blurts. He has no idea where the words come from. His voice sounds like a sigh.

“What the fuck,” says Brandon. There he goes again. But his chest is still heaving, and Connor’s not  that  stupid.

“You’ve got a thing about it,” Connor tells him.

“Seriously, what the fuck are you talking about,” says Brandon. He’s lying through his goddamn teeth, and Connor knows it.

“You let all those guys beat the shit out of you because you have a  thing,”  Connor says, and he can feel the smile tugging at his lips. He likes the way Brandon’s cheeks are flushing red. Connor studies him, the huge dark of Brandon’s eyes.  Got you. 

Brandon shoves him. It’s not nice. Connor trips a little and crashes backward into the shower curtain, cursing. “Fuck off, Dew,” Brandon hisses.

“What —” Connor has no idea what the fuck he did. Brandon  let him —

“Fuck  off,”  says Brandon. Snarls it, really. “Keep your weird shit to yourself.”

That stings. Connor doesn’t mean to flinch, but he does, still tangled up in the plastic shower curtain, off-balance. Brandon can’t — he can’t just lead Connor all the way here and then snap at him when he points out the view, when he — when he does what Brandon fucking  wants.  He must make some sort of hurt noise, because Brandon scoffs.

“Oh, grow up.” He shakes his head, pushing his hair back off of his forehead. The blood from his lip is dripping down his chin again. “Fuck.” Brandon whirls out of the room like a receding storm.

 


 

Connor doesn’t have it in him to be surprised when Brandon drops down into the seat next to him.

“Heading home at last,” Brandon sighs.

“Wasn’t that long,” Connor says quietly. He doesn’t want to talk about what happened in the hotel room last night. It looks like Brandon doesn’t either. Good, then. Cool. That’s cool. “Bolds is gonna be on your ass about the fight.”

“Bolds worries like he’s getting paid seven million dollars a year to do it,” Brandon says, waving a hand. “He’ll live.”

“Yeah.” Connor glances out the window. He got there first, so he gets the window seat this time, and he’s glad for it. He doesn’t want to spend the entire flight trapped between looking at Brandon and looking at the rest of the team.

“You think you’d date Bolds if you were a girl?” Fucking this again.

“No,” says Connor. “Bolds wouldn’t listen to all my nerd shit.”

Brandon makes a noise of acquiescence. “Yeah, I dunno. I think I’d feel weird dating a guy the same height as me.”

Connor blinks at him. “Girl you is still six two?”

Brandon looks at him like  he’s  the crazy one. “What? Yeah, obviously. Girl you is like, five four though.”

“What,” says Connor. He’s losing track of how many times he’s said that to Brandon in the last week.

“Oh, come on.” Brandon rolls his eyes. “I have tall guy energy. You have short guy energy. It’s why we work.”

“We — what?” Connor hates him, he thinks. Connor has really got to start hanging out with Addy or something.

“We work. I’m the tall one and you’re the short one. You know, like those guys from that movie.” Brandon looks at him like Connor should have any fucking clue what he’s saying.

“Gonna have to be a bit more specific,” he decides to say.

“That movie,” Brandon says. “About the princess. And there are those two guys.”

“Are you —” Connor swallows an incredulous laugh. “Are you talking about  The Princess Bride?” 

“Yes!” Brandon punches his arm. He does it very casually, like he’s making a point of it. Connor wants to strangle him. “Those guys — there’s the tall one and the short one.”

Connor sighs. “First of all, there are three guys. Second of all, you’re not  that  tall.”

“Who’s the third guy?” Brandon asks obtusely. “Whatever, he’s Bolds. Whoever it is.”

Connor shakes his head. “You’re right, you know. I’m the smart one, Bolds is the talented one, and you’re the extremely tall comic relief.”

Brandon squints at him. This time, when he hits Connor, he does it hard.

 


 

“You and Brandon didn’t have any more —  hotel room wrestling matches,  did you?” Bolds asks it like he really, really does not want to know the answer.

Connor doesn’t look at Brandon.

“Nah,” Brandon says breezily. Okay then. “We were very responsible. Not a bruise on me.” He grins, and Connor doesn’t trust it.

Bolds sighs. “Thank God.”

Connor hums vague agreement. He doesn’t want to say anything — he’s always been a shit liar. And he’s a little worried that Bolds might notice, if he does speak, the way he doesn’t look at Brandon as he does it. Matt’s always been a perceptive little shit.

But Matt doesn’t say anything about it, and he doesn’t notice, evidently, when Connor sits through  Hacksaw Ridge  without really saying a word.

Afterward, before any of them want to think seriously about going their separate ways, Brandon says, “Hey, Bolds.” There’s a dangerous edge to his voice, but Connor’s pretty sure Bolds doesn’t hear it. “If Connor were a girl, you think you’d date him?”

Connor’s hands curl into fists. He knows what Brandon thinks he’s doing. He’s  not  going to be the one who rises to the bait.

Bolds actually thinks about it for a minute. “Yeah, probably,” he says. “Connor’d be a cool girl.”

Connor feels strangely touched. “Thanks?”

“Too bad,” says Brandon. He sounds so fucking mean. “He’d be a lesbian.”

Connor glares at him. Matt just looks confused. “What?”

“It’s a stupid fucking conversation he keeps bringing up,” Connor snaps. “He’s being a dick.” He says that last bit to Brandon, nearly spits it.

Brandon just laughs. “Chill out, dude. It’s just a fucking question.” Like a shark scenting blood in the water.

Connor knows he’s already lost this round, but the bubbling anger that rises up from his stomach won’t let him stay quiet. “I never said I’d be  only  into girls,” he says. “I just said I wouldn’t date  you.”  The  you complete asshole  goes unsaid, but Connor knows that Brandon hears it.

Brandon sneers. “Dew, come on. We both know that’s not true.” Connor reels back like he’s been hit. But he hasn’t, has he? Brandon’s been very fucking careful about that.

“Um,” says Bolds. “I think we should call it a night.”

Connor stands as quickly as he can, fury still boiling in his chest. “Yeah,” he says very, very coldly. “We probably should.”

 


 

Brandon catches him in the hallway, of course. “Hey, Dew —”

Connor whirls around as soon as he feels the hand on his arm. “Don’t touch me.” It comes out as a snarl, this hurting animal sound.

“Dew,” says Brandon. “Look, I’m sorry. I don’t know what — I don’t know why I said that.”

“Yes you do,” Connor counters. Brandon should’ve waited to do this, he thinks. He should’ve let Connor sleep it off. Because now Connor’s fucking pissed. “You know exactly why you said that.”

“Dew.”

“You’re  embarrassed,”  Connor says. “You’re embarrassed because I called you on your bluff, and you can’t handle someone else knowing that you want to get thrown around like a  girl.”  The last bit is a low blow. It’s unnecessary. But Connor can’t — he can’t stop himself, is just — so angry.

Brandon bares his teeth like a dog. Connor wants to laugh at him, but he can’t around the ball of rage in his lungs. “Shut the fuck up,” Brandon snaps. “You don’t know anything about what I want.”

A couple weeks ago, maybe Connor would’ve agreed with him on that. But now he’s seen Brandon when he’s where he wants to be. And Brandon’s cheeks are so red right now. The laugh comes out then, low and mean.

Brandon clearly isn’t expecting Connor to crash into him, elbow to his sternum, slamming him back against the wall of the hallway. He makes this  noise  — the one that won’t leave Connor alone, that he can’t get out of his stupid head — and Connor slots a leg in between Brandon’s thighs like a knife through butter. Brandon makes another noise then, surprised and fucking  needy,  and Connor grabs his jaw to stop him from making any more.

Connor leans up as far as he can, eyes flickering between Brandon’s. He looks dazed, like Connor really had given him a concussion. Connor swallows the sharp laugh in his throat and pulls Brandon down to meet him.

It’s a mean kiss. It’s a kiss that makes a point. It’s a kiss that parts Brandon’s lips ruthlessly, that says,  Look what I know. Look what I know about you. Look what you’re letting me do.  Connor’s tongue is so deep in him that he can feel Brandon’s voice when he whines around it.

Connor breaks away from his mouth. With effort. They’re both breathing so raggedly in the sudden silence of the hallway, heaving against each other, and Brandon’s hard now against Connor’s thigh, and Connor watches as Brandon realizes what just happened, realizes what the fuck it means, jaw still firmly in Connor’s grip.

Connor makes himself let go. He shoves Brandon back against the wall as he does. He’s not going to be nice. “Yeah,” he says. “There it is.” Connor turns and walks away, and Brandon lets him.

 


 

Brandon’s quiet at practice. He’s quiet at practice and he’s quiet during games and he’s quiet when they’re watching movies with Bolds and Connor refuses to look at him. Their line is fine. Their line is doing just fine, thank you, because Connor and Brandon are professionals, and just because Brandon is dealing with whatever stupid crisis this is doesn’t mean they can’t fucking play hockey.

Connor has to admit, though, that the team is starting to get a little worried about it.

“Jesus, what’d you do to him, man?” Hartzy again, skating lazy circles, watching Brandon weather the commercial break alone on the other side of the ice.

Connor shrugs. “He’s fine.” Peachy.

Hartzy shakes his head. “Like a kicked puppy.”

“If he wants to talk about it, he knows where I am,” Connor says. That’s what he’s been telling himself, mostly.

Hartzy looks doubtful. “You think Dewey’s going to want to talk about his feelings?”

Connor considers this. “I think that if he wants to be friends again, he’d better start.”

“Cold.” Connor looks over at him, surprised. Hartzy’s mouth is twisted into a frown. “Honestly, Connor, I’m not even sure he knows how.”

“He’s not a baby,” Connor says. He’s not going to let Hartzy pin this on him like it’s  Connor’s  fault. “He knows how to apologize.”

Hartzy’s watching him carefully now, brows etched with concern. “Connor,” he says slowly, “Brandon has been getting into fights every week for the last two years and losing every single one of them.”

Connor raises his eyebrows. “Yeah. And?”

“And has he ever said a single word to you about why?”

Connor frowns. “If he wants to talk about it, he knows where I am.”

“Uh huh,” says Hartzy. “Just think about it.”

Connor wonders how Hartzy could possibly think he wouldn’t.

 


 

Brandon, at least, has the decency to look surprised when he answers the door. “Um,” he says.

“Look,” says Connor. “I — don’t like being angry with you.”

“Okay,” says Brandon.

“So we’re gonna talk about it.”

“I don’t think —” Brandon looks like he might hurl, but Connor’s already pushing past him and into the apartment.

“Hi Matt!” he says, to a very pale Bolds.

“Right,” says Bolds. “I’m gonna —”

Connor has never seen a man leave his own apartment faster.

Brandon settles himself on a kitchen stool. That’s fine. Connor will let him pick the space. Connor rests a hip against the counter opposite him.

“Hartzy thinks you’re an idiot,” is what he starts with. He probably shouldn’t, but he’s still annoyed, and he thinks Brandon knows he deserves it.

“You — told Hartzy?” Brandon chokes.

“Chill the fuck out,” Connor says. “You’ve been moping for days. He just thinks you’re stupid.”

“Okay,” Brandon says slowly, unsure. “That’s fair, I guess.”

It startles a laugh out of Connor. He’d thought maybe he’d have to fight Brandon on this — this whole reconciliation. He’d thought Brandon might be trying to believe that handling it was more trouble than letting it fester.

“Yeah,” says Connor. “So we’re gonna talk about it.”

Brandon nods. He still doesn’t seem happy about it, but at least he looks resigned to his fate. “Dew, I’m — I.” He swallows. Jesus. It’s painful to watch. “I’m sorry,” he says, finally.

“Okay,” says Connor. Here’s the hard part, then. “I am, too.”

Brandon narrows his eyes. “For what?”

Connor sighs. “I shouldn’t have pushed you on it. I shouldn’t have — uh. I shouldn’t have kissed you.” He forces himself to look at Brandon as he says it, even though his whole body wants him to turn away, shut up, pretend none of this ever happened.

“Oh,” says Brandon. He sounds faint, just for a moment, but then he’s back. “No, actually, I wanted to — to say.” He draws a deep breath. “Sorry I was such an asshole about that. And you were — probably right, I dunno. About all of it.” He says that last bit in one big gust, looking at the ceiling, and Connor watches as his face flushes red all the way down to his neck.

“Okay,” says Connor again, dumbly. So there they are then. All fixed. Good. “Right.” The air between them still feels too thick, and Connor wants it gone, wants back the ease of the last two years, wants — wants all this to never have happened. He wants to forget the feeling of his tongue in Brandon’s mouth, mostly.

Brandon shoots him a tentative smile. “We really had Bolds going there. You know.”

Connor takes the olive branch, of course. He can never stay mad at Brandon for long. Never wants to. “Someone should give him a bonus.”

Brandon snorts. “I’ll mention it to Dean.”

So that’s good.

 


 

Brandon doesn’t stop with the fights. For some reason Connor had thought he might. Like telling someone about all of it would’ve gotten it out of his system or something. But obviously that’s not — whatever. Connor doesn’t know why he feels so weird about it, watching Brandon get taken down to the ice. Again.

Brandon gets back up after, like always. And he meets Connor’s gaze after, blood in his teeth, bruise starting just below his eye, and he grins. Like always.

Connor’s still thinking about it when he goes home that night, for some reason. Just the image of Brandon grinning at him, only him. Like he’d done it all for Connor. Or something.

Connor kicks his shoes off in his entryway and drops his jacket on a chair, and then he does something he’s never done before. He goes to his bathroom and stares at himself in the mirror.

Connor’s never been a self-conscious guy, really. No more than anyone else, he’s pretty sure. He knows he has these big thick eyebrows and kind of a narrow mouth, but he likes his nose, and he likes the flinty gray-blue of his eyes, and all in all, he thinks he hasn’t got all that bad of a face.

But — there is something that’s been bothering him for weeks.

Connor leans in close to the mirror, squinting. Lets himself notice what — what maybe someone else might notice. Just anybody. The dark fan of his eyelashes, long like — like a girl’s. His cupid’s bow, stupidly pronounced, and the delicate curve of his jaw beneath it.

“Huh,” Connor says. Truthfully, Connor thinks he’d make kind of a weird-looking girl. He’s got all these strong features that he wouldn’t know what to do with. But — well, he can’t help but think —

Someone’s knocking on his door. Loudly.

Connor blinks, and then suddenly it’s just him again, just him and his own face, day-old stubble and the bruise on his jaw from where a stick had caught him up high. Right.

Brandon’s got his hand raised as though he were about to start knocking again when Connor opens the door. Connor squints at him. Brandon smiles. He’s cleaned up his mouth, but the bruise under his eye is turning a proper black.

“Shouldn’t you be at home?” Connor asks.

“Eh,” says Brandon, pushing past him and into the apartment.

Connor turns to watch him meander around. It’s clear Brandon didn’t come here with like, a plan, so maybe that’s good. He’s just drifting, like he expected to show up and be entertained. Connor purses his lips. Well, might as well get it out there. “Lost pretty bad tonight.”

Brandon pauses where he’s standing by Connor’s couch, looking confused.

“The fight,” Connor reminds him. “Your eye looks like shit.”

“Oh, right.” Brandon flashes him another smile, this one close-mouthed. “Yeah, he got me pretty good, huh?”

“Yeah,” Connor says. It comes out sharp, hard-edged. Bitter. Connor snaps his jaw shut, surprised at himself.

Brandon’s surprised too, looking at him with bright, worried eyes. Connor stares at the ground.

The thing is, like. Connor knows. He knows what’s bothering him, has since the first time Brandon slammed their skulls together, since he watched him get thrown around on the ice by someone who wasn’t Connor. It’s just — Connor has no fucking idea how to tell him that. Never has.

“Hey,” says Brandon. Connor risks a glance at him, but he can’t read the expression on his face. “C’mere.”

Brandon sitting on the floor of a random hotel room, looking up at him, nose still red with dried blood.  C’mere. 

Connor goes. He’s not an idiot — he’s cautious about it. He remembers what happened last time. Brandon grabs him when he’s close enough, which Connor expected, and he flips them both over the back of the couch. Connor huffs when he hits the cushions, Brandon coming down messily on top of him, and he uses the momentum to roll, shoving Brandon down onto the floor with a sharp thud and following him over, knee to his stomach, familiar.

Brandon’s grinning properly now, the cat that caught the canary, and wraps his legs around Connor’s so he can flip them again, Connor’s head just barely missing the glass edge of the coffee table. Oh. That’s an idea.

Before Brandon can get a grip on him, Connor rolls, slips out from under Brandon, and comes up with his hand cradling the back of Brandon’s skull. The sound Brandon’s forehead makes when it meets the glass is sickening. The sound that comes from his throat is fucking delicious.

“Jesus fuck, Dew,” Brandon pants, voice hazy.

Connor plants a knee on one of Brandon’s calves, pins an arm up by his head on the table with his free hand. The other, the hand still pressing Brandon’s face into the cool glass, fists into Brandon’s hair.

Connor makes a gamble. He leans in close, his chest pressed to Brandon’s back, and breathes, right into Brandon’s ear, “This what you wanted? Huh?”

He can feel the way Brandon’s lungs heave under him. He swears he can feel the thunderous beat of Brandon’s heart. The room is silent except for those gasping breaths, and then, so quietly, Brandon says, “Yes.”

Connor feels himself fucking melt. He lets up enough that Brandon can turn, can shift just enough that Connor’s hand goes from his nape to his throat, and then he’s pressing Brandon back into the table.

Brandon sprawls out beneath him, boneless, his legs snaking through where Connor’s kneeling over him, feeling so fucking tall, feeling high. Connor looks down at him, and Brandon looks back. “There you are,” Connor murmurs, and his voice doesn’t quite feel like his own, soft and low and nothing he’s ever heard from himself before. Brandon’s eyes, already dark, go darker.

Connor kisses him. Brandon opens for him immediately, sighing, choked little noises that get lost in Connor’s mouth as his fingers tighten on Brandon’s throat. This kiss, Connor thinks, is much nicer than their first one. This time, Connor lets himself feel it when Brandon gasps around his tongue, lets himself press forward and feel how hard Brandon already is, lets himself like it.

They break apart after long, long minutes of that, just the obscene sound of tongue and teeth and lips and Connor forcing little sounds out of Brandon, hand on throat, on wrist, holding him down. Connor stares at him, and Brandon stares back. Brandon’s got this dazed smile on his face, dumb-looking, but — Connor put that there. Didn’t he.

“Let —” Brandon’s voice comes out strangled, reedy. It makes Connor smile. Cute. He does loosen his grip on Brandon’s throat, just a bit. Brandon swallows. “Let me fuck you.”

Connor actually laughs. “Pretty sure that’s not how this works,” he says, meaning this thing they’re doing, where Brandon lets him take control, lets him do what he wants, and takes whatever Connor gives him.

Brandon shakes his head. “Please,” he says, like it’s being wrestled out of him, and — oh. Oh, right. Sure. Yeah.

Connor gives his throat one last squeeze before he leans back. “Fifteen minutes,” he says.

Brandon sobers immediately. “What?”

Connor rolls his eyes. “Fifteen minutes. I don’t just have, like — stuff. Lying around.”

Brandon’s laugh is more like a bark. “Fuck. Okay, wait, what —”

But Connor’s got an idea in his head, and he’s gonna make it happen. “Don’t move,” he says. Brandon laughs again, so Connor fixes him with a stare. “Brandon. Don’t fucking move.”

Brandon shuts his mouth immediately. Connor smiles.

 


 

Five minutes later, he’s staring down a row of different lubes and wondering what the fuck he’s doing. Connor’s never done this before. Connor didn’t know this was a thing he  could do until like, a week ago. Why are half of these flavored? He thinks he might be panicking.

He hadn’t brought his phone when he left, either, preoccupied mostly with trying to get himself to look like he hadn’t just been whaling on the guy he’s apparently about to have sex with. Who’s also his best friend. And linemate. Or whatever. Anyway, he can’t google any of this shit, so he just — grabs a bottle and goes. It’ll do the job. He’ll make sure of it.

The self-checkout can’t judge him, so Connor uses that, and ten minutes after that, he’s slipping back through the door of his own apartment.

“Fucking finally,” says Brandon. He, gratifyingly, has not moved. Connor takes a moment to picture him staring at the ceiling for fifteen boring minutes, taking Connor’s directions to heart.

Connor considers this as he takes off his shoes. When he’s done, he drops the bottle of lube by Brandon’s head on the coffee table and ruffles his hair. “Good boy,” he says, and it feels alien coming from his own lips, but Brandon’s head drops back against the glass and he closes his eyes.

“I hate you,” Brandon says.

“Sure,” Connor tells him, stepping away.

He retrieves condoms from the drawer of his nightstand, and then he stops. Takes — takes just a fucking moment. Scrubs a hand through his hair. He wishes briefly that he’d known this was coming. That he could’ve — practiced, or something, he doesn’t fucking know. As it is, he’s really only got the vaguest idea of how this will go, but he’s determined that it will. Go, that is.

Brandon’s still sitting there, now turning the lube over in his fingers.

Connor sets the condoms down a little more carefully, and then he settles back over Brandon, straddling his thighs. Brandon’s eyes are on him immediately, and Connor thinks he looks — hungry.

It feels awkward all of a sudden, being here, with Brandon watching him. Connor wishes he had something to cut through the moment with. But Brandon’s not saying anything, just watching him with those dark, starving eyes, and Connor can only deliberate for so long before kissing him.

This one’s soft, or softer. Connor’s hand rests lightly on Brandon’s collarbone, nice and safe, easy, while Brandon’s hands find their way to Connor’s waist. They settle there, wide and heavy, and Connor, despite himself, lets out a breath about it, just the faintest sigh, but he knows Brandon hears it, because Brandon’s lips curl up in a smile.

“Sweet thing,” Brandon says, and that’s enough of that.

Connor strokes the skin just below Brandon’s ear with his thumb, tender, and then he leans in and bites. The sound Brandon makes is completely undignified, and Connor is stupidly into it. He sinks his teeth in until he feels just the slightest give — just a bit, just to hear Brandon keen — and then he pulls back. He knows there’s blood on his lips. He kisses Brandon anyway.

Brandon arches into him now, drops whatever stupid act he’d been putting on earlier, and Connor happily takes back control. He runs his fingers under the hem of Brandon’s shirt, tugging, until Brandon breaks away and helps him, pulling it up and off, letting Connor take it and toss it off to the side. Unimportant.

Connor didn’t really think Brandon’s body was going to be a big deal to him, honestly. He’s been changing next to Brandon for years. But, he supposes, there’s a difference between the clinical way they stand next to each other in the dressing room and the way Brandon’s laid out beneath him now, there for the taking.

Connor runs a hand down Brandon’s chest, careful. Brandon watches him do it. He looks curious, like he’s wondering what Connor’s seeing. Connor digs his nails into Brandon’s nipple, and he gives up that train of thought with a huff.

“You look good,” Connor tells him softly. He pinches Brandon’s nipple again to keep his eyes closed. “Could spend forever marking you up.” As he says it, hot embarrassment floods him, but Brandon’s grabbing him before he can start to regret it, and there it is. There’s that desperation, Brandon’s teeth clacking against his own. Connor lets his hand rest against the frantic thrum of Brandon’s heart.

They kiss until Connor can work up the nerve to shed his own shirt, but he doesn’t let Brandon linger on it, is already working on shimmying off his pants, because fuck it, they’re doing this, they are. They are.

Brandon just watches until Connor hesitates over the hem of his briefs, and then he reaches out. He touches Connor’s bare knee so, so gently. “Dew, let me,” he says, and it’s so incongruously kind that for a second Connor doesn’t trust it.

“Please,” Brandon says then, in the same tone as earlier, and Connor nods.

Brandon’s hands on his hips guide Connor back down into his lap once they’re off, and his lips on Connor’s pull him back up against Brandon’s chest. It’s different. Skin to skin. Brandon feels so warm, and suddenly all of this feels so frighteningly, electrifyingly real.

Brandon’s hand on his ass surprises him a bit, and Connor decides that he is, once again, getting a bit too comfortable. He bites Brandon’s lip, hard, and Brandon yelps.

“Don’t touch,” says Connor. He studies Brandon’s face, still so close. Brandon nods.

Connor grabs the lube. It feels foreign and cold in his hands, but he catches the look on Brandon’s face — wrecked, like he can hardly believe that it’s Connor who’s in his lap, holding it — and he puts the weird feeling aside.

Connor has — an idea. Of how this goes. Carefully, he wets his fingers, wondering fleetingly if he should’ve used a different hand, and then, before he can overthink it, presses one finger into himself, up to the first knuckle. It’s definitely weird. Connor has no fucking idea how he’s going to get Brandon’s dick in there, but he is. He’s made up his mind.

Brandon watches him as he does it, face open and reverent, and Connor feels so stupid suddenly, sitting there on fucking — Dewey’s lap with a finger up his ass. God dammit. Okay. Connor kisses him, because that feels better than thinking about any of it.

Brandon, as always, is delightfully pliant, letting Connor grab his jaw with his free hand, position him where he wants, rise up and over, press Brandon’s spine into the hard edge of the table, fit a thumb into Brandon’s mouth alongside his tongue. Connor fits a second finger in his hole as he kisses Brandon, too, because he’s goal-oriented like that.

It takes a while, but Brandon only whines a little bit, panting against Connor’s mouth while he does all sorts of mean things with his teeth, keeping him occupied while Connor tries to make sure he’s — stretched enough. Or what the fuck ever.

Connor takes pity on Brandon eventually and presses the heel of his hand into the hard line of Brandon’s dick, denim on cotton on skin, and Brandon says, “Please,” again, and Connor laughs at him.

“You’ll wait,” Connor says. He doesn’t really mean it to be sexy, is more annoyed with how long all this is taking, but Brandon shuts his mouth and nods. So that’s a win.

Finally, after what must be a frustrating eternity, Connor thinks, he pulls away from Brandon’s mouth and nods. “Okay. Fuck me.”

“Yeah?” Brandon breathes.

“Don’t make me say it twice,” Connor tells him, and he’s amused to think that he’s never seen Brandon undress so quickly. It’s a little awkward — Connor has to get up a bit so he can kick his jeans off and everything, but then  Brandon’s  naked, and it’s both of them, pressing back together, skin on skin on skin, and something in Connor unwinds, just a bit.

Brandon has a nice dick, Connor thinks, watching him roll the condom on. Just. Of all the dicks he’s seen. Brandon has a nice one. He’s kind of — excited? God. Kind of excited to get Brandon inside of him. The thought sneaks up on him. Connor’s never had anyone inside of him, obviously. He’s kind of glad that the first person inside of him is gonna be Brandon.

Connor rests both hands on Brandon’s shoulders. He thinks about it for a second, and then he forces himself to say, “I’ve never done this before. So.”

Brandon nods. “Okay.” He doesn’t sound put out at all. “Whatever you want.”

Connor nods. Nods again. And sinks down.

Brandon’s bigger than his fingers. Obviously. Connor bites back a hiss. Brandon’s hands are resting on his hips, not insistent, just there, and the look on his face is just — Connor doesn’t know. It’s like, worshipful. Connor kisses him so he doesn’t have to look at it anymore. Like that, trading long, slow kisses, tongue-in-teeth and messy, Connor works himself onto Brandon’s cock.

Connor settles onto Brandon’s hips, and Brandon makes a noise like he’s been punched. Connor smiles, lazy. Once he got past the pain and discomfort, it turns out it feels pretty good to have Brandon’s dick up his ass. Huh.

Slowly, a little unsure of his own body, Connor lifts a hand and lets it rest on Brandon’s throat. Brandon’s eyes flutter closed. Nice. Connor raises up, leans over him, presses down on his throat, and drops back down into his lap.

Brandon makes a hurt sound, mouth open like he forgot he had control over it, and Connor kisses him then. Of course he does. How could he not?

“God,” says Brandon, mindlessly. “God, Dew, you’re —”

Connor bites him. If Brandon starts saying shit like that, he’s gonna be too embarrassed to keep going. Brandon whines, and Connor bites down harder. His fingers catch on the mark from earlier, clotted blood and raised skin, and Brandon seems to forget he’d been saying anything at all.

Connor stays like that, rolling his hips, keeping Brandon pinned against the table with his hand and his mouth, until Brandon manages to break away and says, “Gonna have to let me talk at some point.”

Connor isn’t going to let himself be distracted like that. He rolls his hips again, thumb digging into the dip between Brandon’s clavicles. “I’ll gag you,” he says calmly, which — was not really what he meant to say, not at all, but now that he’s thinking about it, yeah, he would. That would be good.

Brandon’s lips part in a sleazy smile. Asshole. “Promise?” he says.

Connor pauses. “Need me to give you a second black eye?” he asks. It’s not an empty threat. Brandon knows that. He’s still fucking smiling.

“You’re so pretty like this,” Brandon says, hands tightening on Connor’s hips, and that’s — that’s just.

Connor presses down with his thumb until Brandon’s smile turns to a pained, “Ah, Dew —” and then Connor presses further.

“If you can’t keep your mouth shut,” Connor says quietly, once he’s sure he has Brandon’s attention, “I’ll give it something better to do.”

Brandon still manages a stupid smirk. “Nice line, Dew.”

Connor sticks his fingers down Brandon’s throat. Brandon coughs, gags, and it’s fascinating to feel, soft wet muscle spasming around just his fingers, vulnerable enough to bruise. Brandon doesn’t fight him, though. Doesn’t try to push him off or bite down. He just lets Connor do it, fit his two fingers right inside Brandon’s mouth like they belong there. Jesus. Connor’s got enough self-awareness to know that this is really, really doing it for him.

Apparently it’s doing it for Brandon, too, because it’s not long before he makes a strangled sound around Connor’s hand, eyes wet, and it comes out more like a gurgle, this wordless animal noise.

Connor lets him speak.

“Dew, Connor,” is what Brandon says. “I’m —”

“I know,” says Connor, which makes Brandon huff a sheepish laugh. “You can touch now, you know.” Connor says it casually, but it’s intoxicating how quickly Brandon reaches for him. How obvious it is now that he’d been holding himself back.

Brandon’s hand only falters when his hips do, and he throws his head back, a sharp crack against the coffee table, and Connor wastes no time grabbing his chin and keeping him there, leaning in to sink his teeth into the exposed skin like a starving man. Brandon comes with these quick little breaths that trail off into whines, writhing under Connor’s mouth, nowhere to go but up into him, blind and needy. It’s exquisite. Connor lasts maybe another thirty seconds before it does him in, too.

They sit there in the aftermath, both still gently rocking into each other, labored breathing the only break in the silence. Slowly, Connor becomes aware of things he hadn’t noticed before: how wet he feels, the way their fucking sounds. The little rivulet of blood that escaped from his bite mark, pooling to congeal at Brandon’s collarbone. The slight bruise ringing Brandon’s throat, so faint it looks almost like a shadow, but definitely there. The ache in his knees from kneeling so long. The pleasant shock of Brandon there, underneath him, inside him, holding him. The surety of it.

Brandon exhales, heavy, against Connor’s shoulder. He’s tucked his face in there, just where it joins Connor’s neck, so Connor’s hyper-aware of his hot, wet breath. Connor lets him hide there for a bit. Connor needs to hide for a while himself, he thinks.

“Let me clean you up,” Connor says at length, after he feels more like himself, pulled back down into his own body, his own mind.

Brandon’s grip on him tightens abruptly. So quietly Connor thinks he might have imagined it, Brandon says, “Wait.” His voice sounds damp.

Connor tries not to freeze too obviously. Oh shit. Oh, shit. Fuck. Okay. He has — absolutely no idea what to do. God, he’s so stupid. The slight hitch of Brandon’s shoulders, the warm slick of tears on his shoulder, of fucking course. Connor does his very best not to move.

“B,” he whispers. “Brandon.”

“Just fucking —” Brandon’s hands dig into his waist. Probably, it’ll bruise. “Just.”

“Okay,” says Connor. Yeah. Okay.

 


 

Brandon eventually lets Connor up. Lets himself slip free, lets Connor clean everything up, drag him up to his feet and lead him into the bedroom, lets him leave and come back and wipe them both down with a wet washcloth. Lets Connor pull the sheets up around him and arrange him the way he likes, tucked neatly into Brandon’s broad side.

Brandon’s quiet. Scary quiet. Connor pokes his chest. “You still here?” He means for it to be a joke, but he doesn’t think it comes out as one.

“Yeah,” says Brandon, not very believably.

Connor hesitates. “You… okay?”

Brandon nods, but he doesn’t speak. Connor pokes him again. “Yeah. Just…”

Connor waits. “Just?”

Brandon lets out a long, gusty breath. “You know I never thought you actually would.”

It takes Connor a long time to parse that sentence. Hartzy was right. Brandon has no fucking idea what he’s doing. “You… didn’t think I’d notice that you got hard every time we fought?”

Brandon shrugs. “Dunno. Never thought you’d, you know. Do anything about it.”

Connor’s quiet for a minute. Thing is, Brandon’s always been deceptively uncomplicated. Outwardly, at least. Connor knows him too well to let himself believe that shit anymore. Brandon likes control and certainty and good, reliable routine. Brandon likes to know exactly where he stands. And he just spent an hour giving every bit of that control over to Connor, letting Connor turn it on him like the blade of a knife.

“Are you glad I did?” Connor asks. He means: are you happy?

Brandon nods. It only takes him a few seconds of thought, which Connor will count as a win. “Very.”

“Okay,” says Connor. “Me too.” So that’s that, then.

Brandon relaxes by degrees, melting into Connor’s dark sheets, letting his hand settle heavily on Connor’s bare hip. Like it belongs there. Connor risks a kiss to Brandon’s shoulder, and he’s rewarded with a laugh.

A thought strikes him. “Hey, didn’t you say you would always be straight?”

Brandon goes stock still. Abruptly, Connor is sure he’s hit another hidden nerve, that Brandon’s about to bolt. But then Brandon relaxes. Makes himself relax, Connor thinks, but it works. Brandon’s quiet chuckle isn’t too strained. “Well, you are a very pretty girl.”

Connor’s glad Brandon’s not looking at him, then, because he knows his whole face goes bright red. He shoves it into a pillow, just in case, and Brandon’s laughter follows him down.


Notes for the Chapter:content notes: brandon has a thing about getting beaten up, but doesn’t want to talk about it. he goads connor into multiple wrestling matches, which he lets connor win. eventually, when connor realizes what he’s doing, he lets brandon goad him on purpose, and they end up having sex after a particularly violent wrestling match. brandon never asks connor to do this, instead instigating fights so connor will have an excuse to hurt him, and connor never asks brandon if what he’s doing is okay. they’re both stupidly into it, tho.

brandon, returning home: hi matt :-)

matt, seeing the literal scabbed-over bite mark on brandon’s neck: please no

all that said ! thank you for reading! if you enjoyed, feel free to leave a comment or drop by my tumblr and say hi! i always love to chat fic. cheers!





