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Summary: 
The inherent romance of wrestling and one-a.m. McDonalds.









fries



“I’m gonna hit a bar with a few of the guys,” Colby says, as soon as he drops his duffel bag onto the carpeted hotel floor. “You coming?”

“I’m good, thanks,” Sid replies, sitting at the foot of his bed (next to the window, like he always chooses,) and kicking off his sneakers. That’s about what Colby expected. It’s almost midnight, there’s a game tomorrow, and Sid’s spent several hours on a plane — there’s no world where he chooses to stay out even later, much less for a bar.

“Yeah, I get it. The Kid needs to get his beauty sleep.”

Sid’s ears get a little pinker as he smiles, eyes crinkled. “Yeah. I mean, I’m looking right at what happens if you don’t.”

“You little shit—“ Colby laughs, and then makes an almost-running jump into Sid’s bed, landing behind him to drag him a little backwards, trying to maneuver him into a headlock. 

Sid makes a surprised noise. “Don’t fuckin’ go for my balls again, dude,” he laughs breathlessly, even though Colby’s  behind him. Sid’s never gonna let that go. He’s got his hands loosely gripping the arm that Colby has around his neck, but he’s giggling too hard between words to really try to fight back. “Seriously, I won’t cover for you this time. I’ll—“

“—That only happened ‘cause you  charged me, Croz—“

“— I’ll tell them you went straight for ‘em—“

“—And  I’ll tell ‘em—“

Colby’s headlock loosens just enough for Sid to break out of it and spin around, shoving Colby’s shoulders and pinning him to the bed. His knees cage Colby’s legs in. And — he could keep the little joke-fight going. He really could. And most nights, he would.

But he doesn’t. It’s this weird kind of  comfortable feeling that keeps him there, lying beneath Sid, eyes flickering to his biceps, his face, and Colby feels — weird.

They’re a little quiet now, both smiling, catching their breath in the glow of mutual laughter. Sid’s hands run hot; warmth breaks past Colby’s thin t-shirt sleeves. 

He risks a glance at Sid’s eyes, except he doesn’t look away. He’s suddenly very aware of his heartbeat, all the places they’re touching, and— he lets out a breathless, belated laugh. God, why does the room feel so warm? He feels like he’s boiling out of his skin. “Alright, get off me, you fuck,” he snorts.

Sid hesitates a moment, looking down at him, like he’s about to say something. He doesn’t. He lets up easily, untangling his legs from Colby’s.

Cool air rushes to fill the space Sid occupied. Some inexplicable disappointment hits him.

For a brief moment, there’s this strangeness that settles between them. But before Colby can pinpoint that tentative feeling, Sid breaks it.

“I win,” he says, still smiling.

Colby scoffs in mock-exasperation as he sits up, feeling just a little wrong-footed. In a weird way. A good way. “Always gotta be a competition with you, eh?” he asks, even though he’d be saying — and has said — that exact thing to Sid.

“Yeah,” Sid says unabashedly. The scuffle has his hair mussed, and his cheeks are still red. They’re sitting facing each other now, and Colby’s glaring in that way he knows always makes Sid crack up, and Sid’s trying to keep a deadpan face, and they both only manage five seconds of silence before bursting into laughter.

A couple overpriced beers suddenly doesn’t feel like it compares at all to staying in with Sid, wrestling like dumbasses and trading weak chirps and laughing too hard about things that aren’t  that funny. 

But he already agreed to go. And he has half a mind to text and cancel, but once he’s made plans, he follows them through. “Right, well, I gotta get going,” he says as he stands up, grabs his phone, makes his way to the door. “Don’t wanna fuck with grandpa’s bedtime.”

“I’m younger than you,” Sid reminds him, in that tone you can really only achieve after the three hundredth time reminding someone of the same thing.

Colby laughs. “Night, Sid,” he says, and closes the door behind him. 

;

It’s late when he gets back. 1:27, according to his phone. Sid’s gotta be asleep by now.

The beep of the keycard and the click of the heavy door handle sound like a gunshot in the silence, and he winces. Slowly, navigating the darkness, he toes his shoes off. 

He’s holding two bags’ worth of McDonalds. He meant to get less food than this, but he was tired, and it was muscle memory to spout off an order for Sid, too.

It’s fine. They’re hockey players — there’ll always be someone willing to eat a cold, day-old burger or three.

He glances at his bed. He can barely make it out in the dark. If he digs in there, it’ll 100% wake Sid up, and he’s not going to go sit out in the hallways to eat like a weirdo.

He minds the crinkling of the paper bags as best he can while he pads to the bathroom, flicks the too-bright lights on, and shuts the door closed behind him. He takes a seat on the edge of the white tub and opens a bag.

Fuck. He’s actually really hungry. The smell of greasy fries wafts out.

He demolishes a burger and large fry in minutes, easily, and starts going for a second.

Suddenly, the door cracks open just a little bit. Tired, squinty eyes look in through long lashes. “Hey, Army,” Sid says quietly. He’s in sweatpants and a sleep-rumpled cotton shirt. Something light lifts in Colby’s chest — or unfurls — or settles. There’s a feeling he can’t describe. “Did you get any for me?”

Colby holds up the other bag in a wordless offer.

And — sometimes, life feels so unreal. Like, every decision he’s ever made has somehow stacked up and led to this: sitting on the side of a hotel bathtub at one a.m, with Sidney Crosby — the best hockey player in the world, his teammate, his friend — sitting on the toilet next to him, eating cheeseburgers. But it also feels more real than anything in the world. Like there’s nowhere else he could possibly be right now. 

He looks at Sid for a few moments, as long as he thinks he can without being noticed. 

Sid looks tired. And happy. And Colby wants to say something awful, suddenly, like  I’m really glad I know you, but he doesn’t. He keeps sitting with Sid — this nameless, warm feeling tucked away between his ribs — and he doesn’t have to say a word.

He just enjoys each moment as it passes. And when he gets to the bottom of the paper bag, he shares the last red container of fries with Sid. 


Notes for the Chapter:so!! this really wasn’t proofread. i saw this post - https://www.tumblr.com/rinkrats/632509187582230528/sid-it-used-to-be-much-more-common-to-have?source=share - like an hour ago, and i kind of went insane about it, and then i threw this together really quick. i’ll probably come back and touch this up a bit later, but thank you for reading, and i hope it’s okay!! kudos and comments are super appreciated if you’re so inclined !!! <3





