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Summary: 
The simplicity of wanting Quinn—to touch, to kiss to fuck—soothes Elias, and it makes acting on his impulses so much easier when there’s nothing complicated tied to them. It’s always been like that with Quinn: steadfast and straightforward.









the mess we could make

Author’s Note:
this happened, i lost my mind and then this fic happened

a million thank yous to ro for the beta and screaming with me about these two





Getting Quinn into the bathroom takes barely any effort at all. Elias waits until they’ve been out for a little while, long enough that the guys are settled with drinks and a conversation that Elias hasn’t been paying attention to. Quinn is at the bar with Brock, probably getting some water. That makes things easier.

Elias is able to leave the table they’ve taken over without much fanfare. Kuzy cocks his head to the side but doesn’t question it when Elias simply says, “Bathroom.”

The tug Elias gives to the back of Quinn’s black sweatshirt makes him stumble back a step, cutting his sentence short with a grunt.

He smiles at Elias. 

Elias smiles back, tilts his head towards an empty table, the one closest to the toilets. An innocent enough gesture, subtle, but Elias sees the understanding dawn across Brock’s face, eyebrows rising in shock, the pursed lip smile he gives when he wants to laugh but not because he’s amused.

Elias doesn’t dwell on that. Brock only knows what Elias is really saying to Quinn because he’s been in Quinn’s shoes before. To draw attention to that—make a joke or an innuendo—would require Brock to explain how he knows what Elias meant, something Elias knows he will never, ever do.

Quinn is oblivious to Brock’s inner turmoil, giving him a friendly pat to the arm and following Elias over to the table.

“Is this the part where we have to fake a conversation until the coast is clear?” Quinn asks. He left his hat at the table. Elias wants to pull on his hair. “Is Brock still there?”

He is, but if Quinn is given long enough to contemplate what they’re about to do then he’ll probably back out. Besides, Brock already knows what’s going to happen, waiting for him to leave before they head to the toilets won’t change that.

“Let’s go,” Elias says as he pulls Quinn’s wrist to lead him toward the dimly lit alcove where the doors to the toilets are.

There’s a guy washing his hands inside. Elias slowly makes his way to the urinal, Quinn following a beat too late. He pretends to unzip, staring straight ahead at the tiled wall until the guy finishes up and leaves, then herds Quinn into the lone stall and locks the door behind them.

Quinn laughs, shoulders shaking, an oddly timed giggle that Elias smiles at. Elias thinks he’s nervous, like he was the last time and the time before that. He had laughed those times, too.

“What?” Elias asks, then kisses Quinn before he can answer, fingers running through his hair. It’s a little bit dry because Quinn forgot to pack his own shampoo for the road trip, but that doesn’t make Elias want to touch it less.

Quinn melts into the kiss in a way that Elias is beginning to find comforting. It’s dangerous, how much Elias likes the way Quinn seems so easy for this, for  him. 

The first time they kissed Quinn used too much tongue. When Elias told him he rolled his eyes and said, drunk and nonsensical, “Beggars can’t be choosers,” but he’d reined it in, let Elias tease at his lips with the tip of his tongue before his breath went all shaky and Elias put his hand on his cock.

Now, he kisses just how Elias likes it: unhurried, searching presses of their mouths, their tongues sliding together for a moment then gone again. It’s hypnotizing, the feel of Quinn’s body against his without the clean smell of ice or the roar of a crowd around them, without the safety of an excuse. Quinn is so steady in his arms, turning into Elias’s grip. He doesn’t need anything from Elias, but he wants it. It’s always better that way.

Quinn’s hands drop from Elias’s waist to the button on his jeans. “Is it—I kind of wanna suck your dick,” he says with barely an inch of space between them. A bit embarrassed, Elias thinks.

Elias hasn’t found the desire to suck dick embarrassing for a long time, and has found that most men who do never look at him the same after they’ve done it. Quinn isn’t like that. The embarrassment isn’t tinged with shame or reluctance. There’s something else in his eyes that Elias hasn’t quite been able to figure out, but it hasn’t made him say no yet.

He gives Quinn a quick kiss and then backs up against the wall. “Not setting a very good example,” he says as he pops the button open.

Quinn’s eyes drop to Elias’s hands then meet his eyes again. He smirks and shrugs, his body loose. Quinn isn’t one to put on airs, candid to a fault at times with a face that can’t hide what he’s feeling. Elias likes this about him but it means he’s noticed the tension he carries now, the captaincy a literal weight on his shoulders. To be someone that Quinn can unburden himself around feels good; to be someone who can get Quinn to relax and forget feels even better.

Elias drags his zip down. He’s been amped up since the game ended, since Quinn turned that beaming smile on him, let Elias tug him around where everyone could see. He’s not hard yet but it won’t take a lot.

“What would the fans say, hm? Their captain on his knees in a public bathroom?”

Quinn slaps Elias’s hands away and takes over, tugs Elias’s jeans and underwear down as he drops to his knees. “They’d probably say wow, Petey you’re so lucky someone wants to suck your dick in a public bathroom or something like that.” Like he doesn’t get off on Elias being a little bit mean to him.

Quinn’s hand is confident on Elias’s cock now, it doesn’t tremble the way it did the first time. Quinn gives him a few firm tugs then traces Elias’s foreskin with his tongue, drawing it back when Elias is hard so he can lick across the head of his cock.

Elias pulls Quinn’s hand off him and up to his mouth to spit in it. Watches, smug, at how Quinn swallows and his mouth falls open. Elias doesn’t need to tell him what to do next, moans quietly as Quinn smears Elias’s spit over his cock, pleasure sharp in his gut when Quinn gets his mouth on him, tasting their mingled spit.

Quinn doesn’t do much with his tongue, too new to this to have moves, but his mouth is warm and wet, his cheeks hollowed as he sucks. He looks very much like the straight boy Elias thought he was, sometimes thinks he still might be, but his eyes are closed and there’s a crease between his eyebrows like he’s getting off on having Elias’s cock in his mouth. And he wanted this,  wants this. That pretty much makes up for the lack of experience.

Other than a few soft moans, Quinn doesn’t make any noise as he starts to build up a rhythm, his free hand on Elias’s hip for balance, the tip of his thumb tucked up under Elias’s hoodie.

People often interpret Quinn’s quietness as shyness, awkwardness. Elias is rarely extended the same kind of grace; his is usually interpreted as arrogance or apathy now that there’s less of a language barrier. 

“It’s because you’re European,” Brock had said however many years ago when Elias, a little drunk and more upset than he’d like to have been, had ranted about it to him.

Elias barely pays attention to what people say about him now, cares even less. Still, he wonders what those same people would think if they could see Quinn slobbering all over his cock, pulling off only long enough to suck in a wet breath before taking Elias back into his mouth. Elias doesn’t think they would call him shy, though his rhythm is a bit awkward, his hand and mouth slightly out of sync with each other. Elias finds there’s a small amount of pleasure to be found there; the things Quinn isn’t brilliant at, that he is much better at doing. Arrogant may not be that far off.

Quinn gags when he tries to take Elias deeper and he pulls off to cough, sniffling. He doesn’t like to feel coddled so Elias doesn’t tell him to slow down or breathe through it. He tugs on Quinn’s hair and says, “You can take it.”

Watery-eyed and breathing hard, Quinn grins up at him. The lighting in here is harsh but it makes Quinn’s eyes glow, a thin ring of gray-green around his blown pupils. “Okay, fucking—Mr Grey.” 

The reference isn’t completely lost on Elias, he’s just too distracted by Quinn licking across the head of his cock to let it land the way Quinn wants it to.

“You’re captain now, need to put in the extra work. On and off the ice.”

Quinn laughs. “Yeah, okay. You keep that in mind when I throw up all over your dick.”

Undeterred, Elias shrugs down at him and guides his cock back to Quinn’s mouth.

Despite the jokes, the next bob of Quinn’s head is slower, steadier, almost a tease though Elias knows it isn’t. Quinn still gags when Elias’s cock hits the back of his throat, muscles spasming and making Elias groan and fight not to fuck forward, but he doesn’t panic this time. He breathes through his nose, slides his mouth back a little and then down again, so slow and careful that Elias wants to scream, the slick heat of Quinn’s mouth engulfing him.

He runs his hand through Quinn’s hair to the back of his skull and pulls. “Like that,” he says when Quinn looks up at him. He tugs Quinn’s hair again when his eyes close and they snap open. 

Quinn looks like he’d be smiling if his mouth wasn’t full, a pleased glint in his eyes. He doesn’t look away once as he works Elias’s cock, smoother now, more confident, everything tight and wet, getting sloppier every time he takes a deep breath and lets the head of Elias’s cock nudge into his throat. He seems dazed almost, his eyes growing heavy lidded like they want to shut but he stubbornly won’t let them, just because Elias doesn’t want him to, and his hair is a mess, dark strands falling across his forehead. He’s all sloppy sounds and muffled moans, shiny eyes and pink lips. Elias would argue he’s never looked better, not even when he’s weaving his way past every player on the opposing team to set up a play nobody else can even see let alone defend against. Quinn belongs on the ice but Elias thinks he belongs here, too, making a mess of himself trying to make Elias come.

Elias tilts his head back for a moment, his control slipping. He can’t imagine Quinn has any idea what he looks like right now; Elias feels a possessive thrill over being the only person who knows.

Quinn pulls back to mouth and lick at the head of Elias’s cock, his hand still jerking him off.

Elias groans. He’s close. “Let me come on your face,” he says, means it as a question but his inflection is all off.

Quinn chuckles and Elias thinks he’ll say no, but, “Do your worst,” he says and sits back on his heels.

There’s so much spit on Elias’s cock, his own precome adding to the slickness as he jerks off, that unmistakable wet sound filling the air.

It’s very obvious that Quinn has never been on the receiving end of a facial. “Close your eyes,” Elias has to tell Quinn’s smiling face. “Stick out your tongue.”

He obeys instantly and that’s what pushes Elias over the edge, muscles in his thigh twitching as his orgasm rushes through him.

Quinn flinches as the first spurt of come hits his cheek, screws up his face all ugly but Elias keeps coming on it, focuses on Quinn’s nose, his pink tongue, then slides his cock back into Quinn’s mouth and thrusts a couple of times.

Elias’s whole body buzzes pleasantly as he rides out his orgasm. He pushes his shoulders back against the wall, his cock slipping free. A final drop of come lands on Quinn’s chin. He is such a sight like this, slowly blinking his eyes open, streaks of come across his cheeks, in his stubble, along the prominent line of his gorgeous nose. If Elias could get hard again so soon he would.

As it is, he reaches to the side and tears off some toilet paper for Quinn to clean his face with and tucks himself away, committing this image of Quinn to memory.

Quinn gets to his feet, blindly chucks the dirty tissue in the direction of the toilet. He misses but Elias doesn’t tell him so. There’s still a spot of come in the stubble on his jaw; Elias doesn’t mention that either, too busy letting Quinn press up against him and kiss him.

Elias cups Quinn’s cock over his jeans. He’s so hard. Elias smiles against his lips.

“C’mon, Petey,” Quinn says, voice cracking. He puts one hand over Elias’s.

“What?” Elias squeezes the back of Quinn’s neck. His skin is fever-hot. “You want to come in your pants?”

Quinn huffs a little laugh, bites softly on Elias’s bottom lip.

“Would you? Come in your pants and go outside, back to everyone out there?”

Quinn’s groan sounds pained and he drops his forehead to Elias’s shoulder as his hips rut forward. He doesn’t say no or yes, but Elias knows the answer.

He won’t make Quinn do that though, not tonight. 

Elias gets Quinn’s pants open then spits in his hand and wraps it around Quinn’s cock. It isn’t overly long but it’s thick. Elias wonders what it would feel like inside him but that won’t be something he’ll offer; if Quinn wants to fuck him he’ll have to ask.

Quinn’s shoulders sag. “Fuck,” he sighs. He tucks his face against Elias’s neck, his breath coming out of him in huffy little pants.

He’ll probably come soon, doesn’t seem to have much in the way of stamina which delights Elias to no end, another thing he can chirp him for. He finds it hot, too, the way Quinn can’t seem to control this part of himself when he’s usually so good at keeping his cool, how it might partly be because of Elias, specifically, and what he does to him.

“Petey,” Quinn says, soft. His fingers are fumbling and uncharacteristically uncoordinated, pawing at Elias’s cheek to turn his face.

Elias kisses him, lets Quinn lick into his mouth, clumsy and messy. He tightens his grip on Quinn, rubs his palm over the leaking head and gets his fingers back in Quinn’s hair, pushes his hand up to the crown of Quinn’s head and yanks on it.

Quinn hisses then exhales sharply. “Fuck.”

“You gonna come?”

“Yeah, fuck.” He pulls on Elias’s sleeve, his nose dragging along Elias’s cheek. “Fuck.”

Elias speeds his hand up, tilts his head and licks his own come off Quinn’s jaw and Quinn comes, moaning as his hips jerk and his cock spurts all over his sweatshirt and Elias’s fingers.

Elias lets him catch his breath for a moment, gives him a close-mouthed but lingering kiss, then nudges him to the side and says, “Your top,” as he unlocks the stall door. He sees Quinn jump and rush to put his cock away in the mirrored reflection directly across from the stall, laughs at the face Quinn pulls when he notices the mess he’s made.

The water from the tap runs cold for a few seconds before it warms up.

“Jesus.” Quinn pulls the bottom of his sweatshirt away from his body as he surveys the damage. It’s bad, come all the way up to his chest. 

Petey laughs again. 

“Fuck you, seriously.” Quinn isn’t mad, Elias can tell.

“Need to work on your aim, Huggy.” Elias turns off the tap, flicks water in Quinn’s direction on his way to the hand towel dispenser.

“Hey, pass me a couple.” Quinn squirts soap onto the hand towels Elias passes him and then wets them to wipe the come off. He’ll probably be in here a while cleaning up.

Elias finishes drying his hands then passes behind him. “Good luck with that.”

Quinn kicks his leg back and catches Elias in the calf, grinning at him in the mirror.

Elias smiles back, raises his eyebrows at Quinn and then leaves.

 

–







For the fifth time in as many minutes, Elias rewinds the episode of  Suits  he’s been attempting to watch since the seatbelt sign turned off, chin cradled in his hand. 

Quinn stirs beside him, one leg kicking out as he shifts to the side, arms crossed over his chest and his black beanie pulled down to his eyebrows. He’s been restless since he fell asleep, little murmurs of nonsense under his breath that Elias only knows he makes because he’s been watching him more than his laptop.

The plane is dark, most of the guys asleep or watching something on their phone or tablet with headphones in and blankets over their laps. 

Brock is, as usual, at the table playing cards. He hasn’t mentioned anything to Elias about the bar the other night, just like Elias knew he wouldn’t. He  has been more annoying than usual, more present, pestering Elias on the ice during practice and trying to goad him into playfighting then trailing Elias to his hotel room to lay on the bed and fuck around on his phone. It’s obvious that Brock is jealous, though maybe it’s not obvious to Brock; for a man so sensitive he can be incredibly out of touch with his own feelings, especially when they’re inconvenient. And Elias has too much first-hand experience and knowledge of that to call Brock out and guide his ignorant hand to the truth. He isn’t worried, though; they survived Minnesota and the lake house and the fallout from that, they can survive Brock’s jealousy.

Fuck. Elias rewinds the episode again but at this point he’s become so distracted that he’s lost interest. He pauses it, stretches his back and neck, his legs. 

Quinn stirs again. Whatever he’s dreaming about has caused a frown to form on his face, his closed mouth downturned at the corners. Stressed even in his sleep and after their fourth road win in a row.

Elias shakes his head at him, feels himself smiling fondly. He drums his fingers on his thigh, watches the slow rise and fall of Quinn’s stomach. All of his shuffling has caused his blanket to fall so it only covers one of his legs. Elias reaches over to right it, covering Quinn’s lap. He pauses with his hand by Quinn’s hip. A quick glance around the cabin shows that Dak has now fallen asleep with his big over ear headphones on, and when Elias takes out his air pods he can hear that even the guys playing cards are quieter now, probably a result of JT’s grumbling.

Elias isn’t a particularly impulsive person, especially not with guys—especially not with guys in  public—but he follows the urge to palm Quinn’s hip and feel the heat of him through his white shirt. 

Pushing into the touch, Quinn lets out a small contented sigh.

Elias is aware that Quinn isn’t really his to touch like this, though the opposite isn’t quite true either. How many times do you have to have sex with someone until you’re allowed to casually feel them up? The morning after he and Brock fucked for the first time, at the lake house when Elias woke up hours before everyone else and was making coffee in the kitchen, Brock had snuck up behind him, wrapped his arms around Elias’s waist and pressed these sweet little nothing kisses to his shoulder like they’d been married for years, something natural and routine. 

Though really Elias shouldn’t compare anything or anyone to Brock and what they had, it was—an anomaly, Elias thinks. Something you’re glad only happened with one person; thankful that it happened at all, but that you pray doesn’t happen again.

It’s nice and warm under the blanket. Elias would like to crawl underneath it and join Quinn there—it would make what he really wants to do easier—but he settles for draping his own blanket over himself and twisting his body towards Quinn’s. If anyone walks by they won’t find the sight suspicious. Unless it’s Brock, but he won’t say anything.

Elias gets his hand back under his blanket, fusses with it so it overlaps a little with Quinn’s, then palms Quinn’s thigh, just above his knee, and then further up where he’s thick and muscled, twitching under Elias’s touch.

The simplicity of wanting Quinn—to touch, to kiss to fuck—soothes Elias, and it makes acting on his impulses so much easier when there’s nothing complicated tied to them. It’s always been like that with Quinn: steadfast and straightforward.

When Elias’s hand reaches just below the crease of Quinn’s thigh, his middle finger an inch away from Quinn’s crotch, Quinn rubs the back of his head against the headrest and softly smacks his lips as his eyes blearily blink open then close again.

Elias quickly scans the plane but nobody has moved, there are no eyes on them. He gives Quinn’s thigh a squeeze.

Quinn sighs. He’s usually slow to fully wake up, like his brain needs at least five minutes to come back online, but when Elias brushes his pinky along Quinn’s cock his eyes snap open, alert immediately. He blinks a few times and pushes into Elias’s touch.

“Petey, what the fuck.” His voice is too loud. 

Eliash shushes him. “You can ask me to stop.” He knows Quinn won’t; he wouldn’t have started this if he thought he would.

For a moment Quinn seems to assess the situation. He looks at Elias then down at his lap, lifts his head to peer around at what he can see of the plane and their teammates before he settles back in his seat again.

“What’s the game plan here?” he asks, his voice soft and low. He grins with all his teeth showing.

Elias cups him fully, feels how Quinn’s cock is starting to fill, how he grows harder under Elias’s hand. He doesn’t have much of a plan past just wanting Quinn’s attention, to feel him and catalog his reactions. Now that he has that, Elias feels a little bad about waking him up, though not bad enough to stop. 

Not that Quinn seems upset about it at all, his gaze stuck firmly to Elias’s mouth like he’d be kissing him if he could.

Elias tilts his body closer. “I want to see how long until you come in your pants.”

Quinn’s smile falters, his mouth closing as he swallows. “Probably not that long, to be honest. You—” he cuts himself off with a sharp inhale as Elias rubs him. “You drive me fucking crazy.”

Elias’s own cock stirs at that and he smiles at Quinn’s tone: helpless and turned on but beneath that happy, like he wouldn’t want it any other way. It’s all the encouragement Elias needs. He grips Quinn with more purpose, feels out the shape of him beneath the two layers of fabric as he moves his hand up and down.

“Hey, wait.” Quinn wriggles a hand beneath the blanket and pushes Elias’s to the side.

Elias can’t see what he’s doing but he can tell Quinn is shoving his hand down his pants from the awkward way he stretches and arches his back. 

“No cheating,” Elias says and gives Quinn’s thigh a light smack.

Quinn chuckles, too loud before Elias smacks him again and he quietens. “I’m not,” he says, grunting a little as he slumps back down and puts Elias’s hand back on his cock. “Just had to, y’know, rearrange so I don’t come all over my leg.”

That’s probably smart but now his cock is pointed up and to the side towards his hip. Elias doesn’t know if that’s really any better but hey, it’s Quinn who has to deal with the mess, Elias is just here to help make it. It’s easier to grip Quinn like this, though, to find the head of his cock and stroke his thumb over it, reach lower and palm his balls.

Quinn must like that, clutching at Elias’s wrist as he licks his lips.

It’s a shame, Elias thinks, that they haven’t had the opportunity to take their time with each other. They’ve only been naked together once—that first time when Quinn had some of the guys over and there were drinks and then everyone else left and there were more drinks then Quinn’s bed and his soft sheets (bought after Elias recommended them) and his soft voice and his hand slick with lube around both of them—but the memory is blurry, like looking through a fogged up window. Elias can remember the basics but not the details.

The team plane isn’t the place to reacquaint himself with them, to let his guard down and get lost in the hitches of Quinn’s breath when Elias teases a finger behind his balls or his lazy smile when Elias calls him easy.

“Whose hand is on whose dick?” Quinn asks. He humps up into Elias’s hand as if to make his point then freezes, his arms flying up to cross over his chest again, his eyes fixed on something towards the front of the plane.

Elias cranes his neck to see Conor stood up stretching, but all he does is turn and head towards the toilet.

Quinn relaxes but there’s tension in him still, and not the kind Elias wants to see.

Elias massages Quinn’s balls with the heel of his hand and smirks at the flutter of Quinn’s eyelashes, the twitch of his fingers against his arm. He’s so reactive. Elias kicks himself for starting this here where they have to keep quiet. He wants to pry Quinn’s mouth open and unleash the sounds he’s keeping trapped behind his lips.

Later, maybe, when they’re at the hotel.

For now, this is enough. Better than enough. Quinn’s adam’s apple bobbing as he swallows, the tendons in his neck sticking out as he turns his head and the freckles there that Elias wants to lick, the bump in his nose Elias wants to come across again.

“How’s it going?” Elias asks.

Quinn licks his lips, sucks the bottom one into his mouth. Before he can speak Elias draws his hand up and roughly jerks Quinn’s cock a few times, unrelenting pressure focused right beneath the head.

Quinn hisses, louder than he should, but Elias doesn’t chastise him for it, too turned on by the slip of control.

“It feel good?” he asks, his thumb stroking Quinn’s shaft.

Quinn nods, his eyes unfocused before he meets Elias’s gaze and they clear. “Feels good.”

The low murmur of their voices makes what they’re doing feel sordid, secret. And it is, Elias supposes, and yet his stomach doesn’t roll with shame like it did when he would hide out of necessity instead of by choice. His cock is hard in his trousers and his mouth curves up into a smile as Quinn’s hips jerk up desperately.

“Stop moving,” he says, because as hot as it is to see Quinn losing control, he doesn’t want the sound of the seat rattling to draw attention.

What might be hotter than Quinn losing control is the careful, deliberate way he regains it, his lips pressed together like it pains him not to hump Elias’s hand as Elias plays with him and teases the head of his cock with his nail.

“Petey,” he says and closes his eyes as he pants open-mouthed towards the ceiling.

Elias jerks him harder, faster, feels almost drunk from the sounds of Quinn’s staccato breaths, his eyes tracing Quinn’s profile, his strong nose and plump bottom lip, the mole on his cheek. He wishes he could use both hands, cradle Quinn’s balls as he rubs his palm over the head, but he just settles for the latter, rubbing over and over until Quinn’s leg starts to twitch and his hand flies down to clutch at the armrest.

“Go on,” Elias says, daring to shift a little closer, “come in your pants like a fucking teenager.”

It’s almost instantaneous, the jerking of Quinn’s cock coming only a moment after Elias’s words, his other hand fumbling with his beanie then dragging it down to cover the top half of his face, his nose disappearing behind it as he pulls it lower to his mouth so he can bite it and muffle his moan, his stomach tensing and relaxing over and over.

Elias laughs as he feels the wetness begin to spread. He twists his wrist so his fingers brush against Quinn’s balls, keeps up the pressure until Quinn gives a little shake of his head and his jaw unclenches. His beanie gets caught under his nose and Elias laughs again, looks around before he lifts it and pushes it back so he can see Quinn’s face.

His cheeks are flushed, his bottom lip red and wet with spit. Elias gives his cock a little pat then sits back in his seat, hands above his waist, nothing to see here.

Quinn is breathing like he got bag skated and there’s sweat along his hairline. He’s still wearing his coat.

Satisfaction settles deep in Elias’s bones, flows out into his muscles like he’s the one who just came. 

Elias watches, amused, as Quinn tries to right himself with his eyes still closed, tugging his beanie off and combing a hand through his hair then flinging the blanket off his lap. He sits forward, elbows on his knees, and puts his head in his hands as he says, “Jesus, man.”

Laughing, Elias rubs the small of his back. “What do you think, three minutes?”

Quinn’s shoulders shake as he laughs. He turns his head and grins at Elias. “Let’s say five.”

Elias hums. “Okay. I’m feeling generous.”

“Yeah, I can tell.” Quinn sits up and points to his crotch. “Is it obvious?”

“Not yet.”

Quinn scoffs and shakes his head as he gets to his feet and shuffles past Elias. His gait is a bit awkward as he makes his way down the aisle but then it usually is anyway—nobody appears to notice anything off. 

Elias folds up his blanket and stuffs it under the seat. He’s still hard but he can wait. He opens his laptop and pops his air pods back in; he’s just getting back into the episode when his phone lights up with a message from Quinn. He hits pause and unlocks his phone.

It’s a photo of the inside of Quinn’s underwear, the gray fabric sodden, his soft cock and pubes covered in come. 


 I’m gonna be in here for like an hour 


Elias smiles down at his phone. Objectively, it’s not a good photo. Elias saves it anyway.

 We land in 45 mins  

  Better get moving cap  🫡

 Fuck u  

  Come by my room later?  

  Only fair i get u back 


 Only fair 


Elias locks his phone and presses play, his mind already drifting, planning what he wants to do with Quinn. He’s never going to know what happens in this episode but Elias doesn’t care; there are better things to focus on.


Notes for the Chapter:thank you for reading! comments and kudos are always appreciated!!
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