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Previously in Puck & Pen
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Welcome to the fourth installment of the Puck & Pen Series! Just a reminder of what’s happened in the story so far, as this series is best read in order.

In Light the Lamp, Pietr and Harper met and shared a first kiss in the bathroom of the Mounting Bison. Since then, they’ve fallen harder in love than either thought possible. Things got complicated after Pietr came out as pansexual on an Instagram post at Christmas, leading to an accident on the ice that put him out of commission for a month. During his recovery, Pietr introduced Harper to his best friend (and former Friend-with-benefits), Isaac Parker. The book ends with Pietr and Harper having a discussion about opening their relationship, specifically to include Isaac, after a fun threesome experience.

In On the Power Play, our main couple spent time in LA during summer break to solidify their relationship and expectations with their new shared boyfriend. Harper also gets propositioned by Misha Levin, a former Minnesota Northern Light and current Edmonton Roughneck player. Misha has some secrets and insecurities of his own –including his marriage to his best friend, Cecil Spitz. But their jobs and homophobia within Cecil’s team has put stress on their relationship. At the end of the summer, Misha and Cecil visit Pietr & Harper at their new summer home in Wisconsin for a taste of what an open relationship could be like. Once the season starts, it’s back to business and for Harper, that means making friends with the WAGs or “Wives and Girlfriends” of the other Osprey players. It’s rough, but by the end she is finding it easier to deal with some of the wives over others. Pietr and Harper conclude the second book by going together to get inadvertently similar tattoos; lilac sprigs with appropriate queer flag accenting. 

In Top Shelf Biscuit, Harper and Isaac spend some time together in Wisconsin. This culminates in telling Harper and Pietr’s parents that the trio are in a relationship together. While Anya and Yuri are unfazed, Val in particular is not thrilled with the development. They are even more disappointed when the couple have a quickie marriage ceremony at the Mounting Bison. Meanwhile, Pietr’s teammate, Gregor, has developed a crush on Isaac. During an evening out, after an afternoon of voyeurism, Isaac agrees to go home with the man –only to have the night come to an abrupt and early end. Misha also humors Pietr’s interest in bondage play. A bonus short story further elaborated on what happened at Gregor’s place.
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Author’s Note
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A few reminders of what to be mindful of when reading Puck & Pen

	At this point, Harper’s pronouns are she/her, BUT may still appear as They/Them by people outside her everyday life. 

	None of these characters are representative any of queer identity as a whole. 

	There is spice beyond this page! This includes but is not limited to detailed open door or “on the bed” sex scenes, multiple sexual partners, voyeurism, use of toys/sexual aids, light bondage, and dirty talk.

	Other potential triggers: gaslighting, childhood trauma, judgmental parents/family, cussing, “coming out” experience, discussions of past physical and sexual assault. (Specifically in Chapter 41). 
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Chapter One   
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“We have body language expert, Tasha McLeod, with us here today on Talk of Tampa. Tasha, who are we analyzing today?”

“I tell you, Gina, I love this whole dynamic that is happening with one of our favorite hockey players and his wife Harper Wyatt –and their boyfriends! Most of you know that Pietr Ivanov came out quietly as pansexual almost exactly a year ago today, after being traded from our beloved Gators. Last month we found out that they’ve been in a relationship with Isaac Parker, a former teammate of Ivanov’s from LA. Now, just two weeks ago, we learned that Wyatt’s secret boyfriend is none other than superstar Edmonton native, Misha Levin.”

“Wow. That is a lot of love. ...Or is it?”

Harper sighed. She wasn’t going to ask Anya to change the channel, but she wasn’t sure she wanted to hear whatever this body language expert had to say about any of their relationships. For one thing, a single still photograph was not the way to read a person’s body language. As an expert, she should know that. With every name drop, a photo had popped up.

“Let’s start at the beginning. This is the photo that Ivanov shared last year on his Instagram, coming out. He and Wyatt are very close together. They’re leaning into one another. Genuine smiles. Feet are turned. The hands together in the pockets. Very sweet. Very, very much in love. No doubt about it,” Tasha continued.

“I sense a but?” Gina looked skeptical on the screen.

“Let’s fast forward. Here are some of the photos that were shared from the wedding. In the pictures with them together, they look comfortable. Happy. Again, genuine smiles. Very cute.” Tasha had out a little pointer stick to wave around at the photos that were blown up and attached to cardboard on an easel between herself and the host. “But in these with the full polycule, things may be slightly off with the other partners. Look at the way Parker holds himself, slightly away from the couple. Almost like he doesn’t want to be there. Whereas Levin is very close to Wyatt, almost possessively.”

“No shit,” Harper spat out. “He was in a clingy mood.”

“These photos are from last week when the Roughnecks played the Osprey in Manhattan. It’s obvious by the relaxed shoulders that the men are comfortable with one another. They’ve almost pushed Wyatt behind them. It definitely makes you wonder!”

“Makes you wonder what?” Harper retorted. “Whether you made a poor career choice? Yes. You did.”

“Harper!” Anya chided. “Is just for fun. No one takes this seriously.”

“It’s dumb.” Harper sighed. “They pushed me behind them because of the cameras. After what happened at KongKon, none of them like me in front of an unknown camera.”

“Understandable,” Anya replied. “Here. Taste this.” She handed Harper half of a small, filled cookie.

“Ooh, that’s very cinnamon-y.” Harper smelled it before tasting it. “It’s good. What is it?”

“Priyaniki. We’ll make sbiten later to enjoy with it.”

“You say that like I know what it is, Anya.”

“Sbiten is like a hot tea. This is a cookie.” She waved the other half before shoving it into her mouth. “We’ll have soup and dumplings too. Meat filled kind, not the fluffy bready kind.”

“Do you need help with anything?” Harper offered.

Anya shook her head. “Go relax. Find Pietr and complain about the nonsense lady on TV.”

“I complain about enough nonsense in general,” Harper assured her.

“Then take these.” Anya pulled out a plate to stick some chocolate chip cookies from a cookie jar on. She pushed it over to her. “Go sit out on the sofa and read or something.”

“You want me out of your kitchen, Mama?” Harper teased.

“Da,” Anya nodded, “you’re very distracting while trying to cook and watch my talk show.”

Harper picked up the plate. “Do I get milk or something with my cookies?”

“You know how to pour your own glass,” Anya retorted.

Harper laughed. “Just teasing you, Anya. Let me know if you change your mind or need help with anything.”

“I will, dear.” Anya waved her off. “Go on.”

Harper took the plate into the little living room, off the enclosed kitchen. Everything about Anya and Yuri’s house was small. Pietr and Harper were staying a hotel nearby, as it was only a one-bedroom. In the three days that they’d spent in Florida, they’d visited three theme parks, seen the Winter Village at Curtis Hixon Park, gone to Busch Gardens, and let Anya feed them every traditional Russian Christmas delicacy that she could come up with. It was their last day of freedom before Pietr was scheduled to be at the arena the next morning for pre-game practice. Hence the interest in Pietr and Harper on the local TV station. Many hockey fans were amping up for the game. They’d already been photographed together locally at several of the attractions they’d visited. Both by fans, unknown photographers, and of course Pietr had posted a few photos to Instagram with his usual batch of ridiculous hashtags. 

“Hey, baby.” Pietr was stretched out on the sofa. Yuri was reading a newspaper in a recliner nearby. “Mama kicked you out of the kitchen?”

“There was some bullshit body language expert saying shit about us on her talk show,” Harper explained.

“Like that we are madly in love?” He sat up, swinging his feet back to the floor to make space for her to sit beside him.

“Like that Isaac is standoffish and there’s something going on between you and Misha.”

“Well, Isaac was a little uncomfortable at the wedding,” Pietr admitted. “And there is something between Misha and Me. You.”

“That’s not what they meant.”

“I know.” He put an arm around her shoulder before stealing one of the cookies. “Ignore them, lyubov moya. We know the truth.” He nuzzled her cheek before taking a bite. “Speaking of, did you call Misha?”

“Not yet. He’s doing stuff with Cecil and his parents.”

“Don’t put it off,” he chided. “Even if it’s short. He wants to hear from you.”

“I know.” Harper squeezed Pietr’s knee. “Don’t eat too many of these.”

“If I can’t cheat at Christmas, what is the point of living?” He teased.

Harper snuggled into his side, and they shared the plate. Pietr relaxed, content with the cookies and the light touch. He brushed crumbs out of his beard and Harper teased him to keep the crumbs for later, trying to tuck a chocolate chip into the wiry hairs.

“Rude!” He turned his head nipping her fingers. He snapped up the chocolate chip. “I don’t think that would taste very good with all the product you put in this.” He stroked his chin. “Is very soft though.”

“I told you to stick with it.”

“It is only because you take such good care of it. Like your own special pet.”

“Your beard is my pet?”

He hummed, kissing her again. “It could use a little trim.”

“I like it the way it is,” she retorted, reached up and scritching her fingers into his cheeks. Pietr groaned.

“You two are indecent. Can’t an old man read the news in peace?” Yuri grumbled from his chair.

“I thought old people liked seeing young people in love?” Pietr retorted.

“Da, Da,” Yuri waved a hand, “out in the world. Not in my own living room.”

“Sorry, Papa.” Pietr’s arm tightened around Harper’s shoulders. “We’ll reel it in. Should we turn on the TV here? There are probably some good Christmas movies on.”

“Or some really shitty ones,” Harper rebuked.

“Hallmark has a marathon. You can turn that on,” Yuri suggested.

“Oh no! Have you and Mama gotten into the Hallmark movies?” Pietr reached over for the remote. Sure enough, it opened up to the Hallmark Movie channel, currently showing something about a big city doctor moving to a rural Vermont town and falling for a chiseled, too-clean carpenter. Or something like that.

“It’s kind of early in the day to start a drinking game,” Harper said, “but we might need to if this is what we’re doing all day.”

Pietr covered a grin, rubbing her shoulder. “I’m sure they have some good stuff hidden away somewhere.”

Harper split the last cookie on the plate with him and settled deeper into the couch. Smells from Anya’s cooking began to permeate the apartment. Pietr’s hand slipped down Harper’s side, flirting with the hem of her t-shirt. Harper reached, squeezing his fingers. They’d been almost non-stop since landing in Florida. Taking advantage of the brief time they had with Anya and Yuri. Getting back to their hotel each evening had been spent winding down, brushing teeth, a kiss goodnight, and crashing. No energy left for love making.

“Maybe after lunch,” Pietr leaned down to whisper to her, “we go back to hotel? Spend some time, the two of us?”

“That’s not rude?”

“I’m sure Mama and Papa want us out of their space. Plus, we’ll see them tomorrow before the game. You’re all sitting together.” Pietr murmured. “Is not rude. Just a break.”

Harper nodded. “That would be nice.”

Pietr growled something low in his native tongue in her ear. Harper didn’t need a translation, coupled with the tight squeeze to her hip and a nip from his teeth.

“Behave.” There was a loud swat as Yuri hit him upside the head with his newspaper. “You’re a married man now. She’s not going anywhere.”

Pietr laughed, rubbing the back of his head. “Damn it, Papa, that hurt.”

“Good. Knock some sense into you.” Yuri broke off into his own string of Russian. He ruffled his paper back open, settling back into the recliner. “Ridiculous boy.”

“I’m in love. I can’t help it.”

“Don’t you find him smothering, Harper dearest?” Yuri asked. “If you ever need break, you come spend some time here with Mama and Papa.”

“Thanks Yuri.” Harper rubbed Pietr’s knee. “I don’t mind though. I’ve gotten used to it. I’d be more concerned if he wasn’t like this.”

Yuri grunted, shaking his paper some more. “Just keep it down over there then.”

Pietr smiled, relaxing again. He traced light circles through her t-shirt into her side. Harper zoned out for a bit, content to be next to him. She was nearly asleep when Anya announced that lunch was ready.

“Oh good.” Yuri closed up his newspaper. “Perhaps our son will control himself better once he has food in him.”

“Or perhaps this is a refueling for more shenanigans,” Pietr countered. “You never know.”

“I am so happy you have found someone, someones, who will put up with you in your own old age, syn moy.” Anya patted his cheek. “I am also so happy you live in your own, far away.”

“Love you too, Mama.” Pietr caught her hand, kissing her palm. “What did you make for lunch?”

“Nothing special,” Anya retorted. She waved them over to the table just big enough for four as she rattled off the menu. It was more of an evening dinner than light lunch to be sure. Though, with most of the Russian food that Harper had sampled, she wasn’t sure that there was much distinction. A lot of it seemed filling.

After lunch Pietr yawned. “Thank for a good meal, Mama. Harper and I are going to go back to the hotel for now.”

“But we didn’t make the sbiten,” Anya argued. “And the—”

“Mama, don’t throw everything at us in one visit. You and Papa can enjoy the sbiten and the other stuff. You’d make them whether we were here or not.” Pietr kissed her forehead. “We’re tired. It’s been a busy couple of days. Aren’t you exhausted? Following us around all the theme parks, and the garden, and the park...”

“I am not saying a nap is not in order,” Anya said coolly. “Come back for dinner. Otherwise, we will not see you until the game tomorrow.”

“Tell you what,” Pietr began. “We will come back here at about six o’clock. We’ll go out for dinner. Somewhere nice. My treat. Then we’ll come back here for your sbiten if it is that important to you. Okay?”

“Fine.” Anya nodded. “It would be nice to not have to cook, I guess.”

“I love you, Mama.” Pietr kissed her again. “Love you too, Papa. We’ll see you later?”

“Yes, please, get out. You’re suffocating us,” Yuri teased, waving them off. “Shall I call and see if I can get reservations at your someplace nice?”

“If you want to pick the place, sure.” Pietr nodded. “Surprise me when we get back.” He turned to Harper. “Come on, lyubov moya. Let’s go.”

“See you later.” Harper let Pietr pull her out of the tiny apartment.
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Chapter Two   
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The hotel wasn’t far. A short walk down the street. They were going to move to the team hotel the next day but opted to be closer to the parents for the holiday. It wasn’t the grandest hotel, but it was comfortable, and they hadn’t been bothered during their stay.

Pietr pushed Harper through the door into the room. He closed and put the security latch in place before beginning to shed clothes after they’d each kicked off their sneakers.

“What are you waiting for?” He prodded, realizing that Harper had not begun the same.

“I still need to call Misha,” Harper realized. With the holiday hub-bub, they’d sent a few texts, but Misha had requested she call. He was spending time with Cecil and the Spitz family, but he promised to make time for her whenever she got the chance.

“Then call him,” Pietr urged. “That’s hot. Talk to your boyfriend while your husband eats your pussy.” He stepped closer. His fingers moved into the waistband of her jeans. He waited until she kissed him before popping the button and unzipping them.

“He might be with Cecil. Or with Cecil’s parents.”

“Then you will have to be very well behaved so that he doesn’t know what’s going on. That’s even more hot.” Pietr coaxed. “I bet he’s into it.”

Harper smiled, pushing him away. “Let me call him. It will only be a few minutes. Then we can play all you want.”

“At least ask.” He stepped away, pulling off the last of his clothes before going to the bathroom.

Harper took out her phone, tapping up Misha’s phone number.

“Hello Kiska. You have good timing,” Misha’s voice filled her ear. “Cecil just left.”

“So you’re home alone?” Harper asked.

“Yes. I’ll go back to Edmonton in the morning.”

“How was your holiday?”

“It was good to have some time with my husband,” Misha admitted. “We did some talking, which was good. Had some of our own fun. How’s Pietr? You’re at his parent’s place?”

“We just got back to the hotel. He’s horny.”

“Then why are you talking to me?” Misha laughed.

“I didn’t want to forget to call you.”

“I understand.”

“Pietr thinks it would be hot to talk while he goes down on me.”

Misha hummed. “Would you let me listen?”

Harper felt a flush rise to her cheeks. “Would you be into it?”

“I think listening to you try to keep it together, having a mundane conversation with me while Pietr is trying to make you cum sounds fun.” There was a brief pause. “I’m sad you didn’t call a few minutes earlier. I could have seen if Cecil would have played too. We could have done it at the same time.”

“We’ll have to keep that in mind for the future,” Harper replied.

Pietr reappeared from the bathroom, a towel tucked under his arm. He frowned, motioning at her. “What is this? Take it off already.”

“He sounds impatient,” Misha said. “Let me talk to him while you do as he says.”

Harper considered for a moment before she gave a slight nod. “Okay Daddy.” She held the phone out to Pietr. “He’d like to talk to you.”

“Da?” Pietr took the phone. “How are you, Meesh?”

Harper couldn’t hear the response other than a soft rumble on the other end. She pulled off the LA Scorch hoodie she’d worn, long commandeered from Pietr’s closet. A remnant of his time with his first NHL team. She had one of her plain black tanks on underneath it, no bra.

“We did some sightseeing. Very cute pictures at the Wizarding World. I will send you some. Harper’s face –priceless. Is easy to forget she is giant fucking geek sometimes.”

“You had fun too.” Harper poked him in the side before shimmying out of her jeans. She tossed them aside before reaching down to peel off her socks. 

“You drive me nuts.” Pietr angled the phone away from his mouth. “Dawdling is what this is.” He turned his attention back to the phone. “How was your holiday? Cecil sent a Merry Christmas text.”

Harper wriggled out of her trunks, then finally shed the tank. She stepped close to Pietr, kissing his cheek. He let out a little groan, turning to meeting her lips. He reached down, giving her a smack to the butt before jerking his chin toward the bed and mouthing, “Bed. Now.”

Harper got on the bed as directed. Pietr tucked the phone up with his shoulder, kneeling in front of her. He grabbed her by the back of the knees, pulling her flat to the mattress. Harper caught a laugh in her throat, not resisting. He unfolded the towel, making her lift her butt to tuck it under her.

“Da,” he was speaking to Misha again. He said something in a string of Russian that Harper didn’t even pretend to follow, not able to recognize any particular words after da. Then he smiled, handing her the phone back. “Here you go.”

“Hi.” Harper kept an eye on Pietr. He ran his hands up her thighs, pulling them apart to move between them. He leaned forward, pressing a kiss first to her chin, then trailed downward to suckle on a nipple. “It’s not very nice when you two speak Russian, you know.”

“I’m sorry,” Misha’s voice was a purr. “It’s not so often that we get to speak our first language. Does it bother you?”

“No,” Harper admitted, “but sometimes it seems like you do it just to have a conversation about me.”

“Sometimes,” he admitted. “It’s not to complain or anything bad. Only ever good.” There was a pause, followed by a slight creaking sound. “Has he started?”

“Yes,” Harper admitted. “Ignore him though. I know you just said, but how was your holiday?”

“Good. Cecil’s mom cooked for us on Christmas Eve. We spent all of yesterday just the two of us. He has a game tomorrow, or he would have stayed today too. I have a little longer break.”

“Pietr has a game tomorrow too.”

“I know. How has your trip been? You went to the amusement parks?”

“Yeah. We flew into Orlando. Anya and Yuri met us. We all stayed a night there, then came back to Tampa for Christmas Eve.”

“What did your husband get you for your first Christmas as a married couple?”

Harper grinned. “The trip was the gift.”

“You don’t mind that?”

“I don’t mind at aaah—” Harper reached down to touch the top of Pietr’s head as he finally moved south. “Fuck. I don’t mind at all. Gifts aren’t everything. I’d rather we got to do things together than have a bunch of stuff.”

“Very wise,” Misha replied. “I’ll keep that in mind for the future.”

“What about—Oh fuck, Pietr!” Harper’s fingers tightened in his hair. The phone slipped a little from her ear. “I know what you’re trying to do, and don’t you dare. We have to sleep in this bed.”

“I put down a towel,” he retorted casually.

“No.”

He sighed, his breath hitting her wet center. Harper shivered audibly, making Misha laughed in her ear.

“Let him, Kiska,” Misha chided. “It feels good, doesn’t it?”

“I wouldn’t say it’s good. Or bad. It’s just messy.”

“You’re embarrassed about it,” he said. “However, I will point out that...it is hot as fuck. It is a rarity, to be sure. You’re the first woman I’ve ever known to do it.”

“It doesn’t make it less...I don’t know.” Harper’s mind was drifting between the feeling of Pietr’s tongue on her clit and Misha’s soft, reassuring voice in her ear. “If I do it, I prefer it be in my own bed. Not making a huge mess for some poor hotel housekeeping staffer to clean up.”

“Try not to think about that. What’s he doing to you right now?”

“I already told you. He’s going down on me.”

“No, I mean, where is his tongue. Where are his hands?”

“His hands are on my thighs,” she answered. “His tongue is...licking.”

“You are so bad at this,” Misha chided. “You write such vivid scenes, but you can’t tell me out loud that your husband is licking your clit?”

“I know. I’m absurd.”

“Fast? Slow?”

“In the middle,” Harper’s voice caught as he began sucking instead. Two fingers slid back inside her, making slow shallow strokes.

“Does it feel good?” He asked.

“Yes. Pietr is an expert at making me feel good.”

Below her, Pietr growled, pulling away long enough to nip at her thigh. Then came back to her clit, making her cuss under her breath.

“You going to cum big for him, Harper darling?” Misha coaxed. “How many fingers does he have inside you? Two? Three?”

“Just two.”

“How wet are you?”

Harper laughed lightly. “Dripping.”

“I bet you are, baby.” There was another soft creak and rustling in the background. “Eating that pussy is a lot of fun but fuck I can’t wait to bury my cock in you again.”

“It’s probably good we don’t see each other too often,” Harper teased. “I get to recuperate in between.”

Misha laughed. “You’re not the first to say such a thing to me. Is it really so big?” She could hear the telltale slicking noises as Misha stroked himself.

“It’s a monster and you know it,” she retorted.

“You take it so good,” he responded. “You don’t complain at all.”

“You’re good at taking it slow,” Harper said. “You’re very patient.”

“Yes, I am. Are you close?”

“Not necessarily. Are you?”

“No but I’m plenty hard. I only need a little incentive,” he prompted. “Tell me what he’s doing to do you. Good details. Use your words.”

Harper closed her eyes, letting her hand trail back up to tuck behind her head. She tried to focus between the sensation of Pietr’s mouth on her pussy and the sound of Misha stroking his cock on the other end of the phone. She relayed Pietr’s movement; the way his tongue flicked at her clit then sucked down hard. His fingers thrusting inside of her. Kissing his way across her thighs. The way his beard tingled against her skin. No holding back, but not flowery or overly detailed either. Matter of fact. Informative.

“Am I distracting you from your orgasm?” Misha asked.

“A little,” she admitted.

“Put me on speaker instead. Let me listen. I’ll be quiet.”

“Hold on.” Harper pressed the phone to her chest. “Pietr, Misha wants me to put him on speaker so he can listen. Is that okay?”

Pietr paused, looking up at her. “I have asked you to do that for me for months and you always say no! But for Meesh, you will try?”

“We’re kind of in the middle of things right now,” Harper said. “But if you don’t want me to...”

“Do it,” he growled, “but promise you do it for me at some point in the future too, okay?”

Harper nodded slowly. “Yeah, okay.”

“Okay then. You all right?” He rubbed his hands down her thighs. “It all feels okay?”

“It feels great,” she assured him. “Just, divided attention.”

Pietr leaned forward, kissing her again. Harper let out a little noise of distress; his beard was a soggy mess.

“You deserve it,” he admonished. “Now let him listen to me make you cum.”

Harper tapped the speaker button on her phone and hesitated for a second before placing it on her stomach between the two of them. “Okay, it’s done. Sound okay?”

“Sound is perfect,” Misha replied. She could also hear him a little better; the way his hand was sliding smoothly across his cock. Slick, slightly sticky sounding meant he’d probably applied some lube during the lull. “I feel like I’m right there next to you.”

“Blind folded,” Pietr teased.

“Should we try that next? Sensory deprivation,” Misha replied. “What do you think, Harper? Would you be willing to try it? Blind fold. Ear plugs. Cuffs to keep your hands out of the way. Let us do as we will to you.”

“I was fine until the cuffs,” Harper answered.

“It’s okay, lyubov moya.” Pietr kissed the inside of her thigh. “We could try me first. I trust you to take care of me.”

Harper’s breath hitched as he sucked down harder on her clit then, fingers moving faster. Misha’s breath was a little louder too; a deep intake followed by a slow breath out. The slick sounds slowed slightly.

“Tell me when you’re close,” he requested.

“Almost,” Harper promised.

“Cum big for us, baby,” Misha purred.

Harper blew out a slow breath and closed her eyes. She tried to ignore the weight of the phone on her belly. She listened to the slick noises coming from both herself –as Pietr’s fingers thrust into her and his tongue sucked harder at her clit, and from the phone where Misha was stroking himself and breathing hard.

Pietr moaned, sending a brief vibration through her. Harper released a short whine, a curse, and then the high-pitched sound that both men seemed to love so much. Pietr kept going, letting her ride out the wave of orgasm, switching from his tongue to rub his fingers over her clit instead. He leaned forward, forgetting about the phone and squishing it between them for a moment.

“Can I fuck you now?” He asked. He leaned forward, kissing her. Harper grinned, wrinkling her nose at the dampness that clung to his beard, but still put out her tongue to lick his lips, then suck away a little of the wetness. “I take that as a yes.” He leaned back just enough to position himself before sliding inside of her. Harper moaned. She reached down, picking up the phone and setting it on the bed next to them instead.

“Sorry, Misha, you’re in the way.”

She heard him chuckle.

“It’s okay, kitten. Do what you need to do,” he replied.

Harper was more keenly aware of the sounds they both made. The slick wet noises as Pietr thrust into her, the rustle of the bedding, the creak of the mattress, and of course Pietr’s heavy breathing –not much better than her own. The distraction likely kept her from a second orgasm, but Pietr didn’t seem to take it personally, simply enjoying his own. She laughed as he was a little extra loud with his finishing groan.

“Was that necessary?” She teased as he collapsed on top of her.

“Da. Had to make sure Misha heard.”

“Trust me,” Misha sucked in a breath, “I heard everything just fine.”

Harper picked the phone back up, tapping off the speaker. She picked her fingers through Pietr’s hair as he pressed kisses to her shoulders as he settled heavily on top of her. Wallowing in the closeness.

“Did you finish?” She asked. “I was too distracted to listen.”

Misha let out a soft laugh. “Yes, kitten. Right before your husband did. I was quiet, so as not to disturb.”

“You’re pretty quiet in general,” she said. “Are you feeling okay? I’ve gotten used to you talking the whole time.”

“I’m fine,” he assured her. “Tired. Missing my husband. Missing you. Missing your husband a little too.”

Harper laughed. “Are you counting down the days until I visit?”

“No, I’m not that pathetic,” he chirped, teasing. “It’s about nine weeks. Hopefully it will go by quick.”

“I am that pathetic. It’s sixty days,” Harper informed him.

Misha chuckled. “I’m glad one of us knows.”

The bed rustled as Pietr rocked against her again. Harper looked up at him, raising an eyebrow. 

“Are you going again?”

Pietr gave a little laugh. “Maybe?”

“Shit. Really?”

“Just talk to Meesh,” he encouraged. “Don’t worry about what I’m doing to you.”

“I do worry,” she chided.

“All that noise and he’s already going again?” Misha sounded surprised. “Has being around his parents put a kink in your love making, Harper darling?”

“A bit,” she admitted. “With all the travel and sight-seeing, it’s been a packed few days.” She pet Pietr’s hair, then tucked the phone more securely between her ear and shoulder. She dug her fingers into his beard, giving him the soft massaging scritches to his cheeks that he liked so much. He let out a low, contented growl and leaned into her hands.

“I should let you go. Focus on getting him satisfied.” There was a brief pause before Misha laughed again. “This was fun though. We should do it again sometime. Maybe some video?"

"No, no video,” Harper admonished.

“A guy can ask,” he replied. “Talk to you later. Call me when you get back to New York.”

“I will.”

“Thank you. Bye, Kiska.”

“Goodbye, Misha.”

Harper let the phone drop away and she turned her focus back onto her husband. “Okay, Mr. Insatiable. I’m all yours.”
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Back in New York for New Years, the next couple of weeks went by quickly. With Pietr and McKinley on the road, Harper tried to make more of an effort to reconnect with her best friend Tanner. It still didn’t feel like long before Pietr was dropping her off at the airport with a “have fun” and Harper was on her way to Edmonton.

“I told you I could get to your place on my own.” Harper said but was still relieved to clip the seatbelt into place after getting into Misha’s sedan. Sensible, but not boring. It was definitely a luxury model with all the perks including cozy butt warmers. 

“I know you could. You’re a very capable person. It’s one of the things I love most about you.” Misha turned, learning over the center console. “Kiss me. Quickly, before the people behind me start honking.”

Harper grinned. The kiss was too long. A loud honk from behind made her jump.

“Worth it,” Misha declared. He tugged her back for another brief peck before straightening and shifting the car into drive. “How was the flight? The layover wasn’t terrible?”

“It was good. Surprisingly smooth. I had enough time to use the rest room, grab a snack, and then was boarding again,” Harper said. “I might almost say it would be worth the longer layover just for the breather.”

“You got to me faster. I appreciate that. Plus, timing was good to come pick you up after my morning pre-game. Now we can enjoy a couple of hours together before I have to be at the arena. Take a nap?”

“Is that a euphemism? You already know Pietr’s pre-game habit.”

“It seems to work well for him.” Misha reached over to squeeze her knee. “I’m excited you’re here. Coming to my games.”

“I can tell. I’m excited too. A little nervous,” she admitted.

“Nervous? Why?”

“It’s mostly going to be the two of us. Alone. No buffers. For a whole week.”

“I know. Fucking finally. I don’t have competition.”

Harper laughed. “What if we find out over the course of this week that we don’t get along, or click, outside the bedroom?”

“I already know that isn’t true, Kiska. I adore spending whatever time together we get. Plus, we converse very well. I feel like I know you as well as if we were able to see each other more often,” Misha said. “I’m not worried about anything like that. The worst thing that could come from this week is not wanting to send you back home to your husband. He would not be pleased with me. Nor would Cecil, so we’ll have to keep ourselves in check a bit, eh?”

Harper took his hand between hers. “Is it a long drive to your place? I didn’t realize how out of the way the airport was from everything.”

“Only about a half-hour. My apartment is close to a lot of things. We can go out and explore a little tomorrow. Cecil is excited to see you, though he won’t admit it.” He glanced over at her. “Does that make you nervous too? Being alone with Cecil and me?”

“Not necessarily,” Harper hesitated. “Not the way you might think.”

Misha raised their hands to kiss her knuckles. “I think you have gotten used to Pietr being a bit of a white knight and always protecting you.”

“I don’t need protection from you. Or Cecil. I trust you both. What’s more, Pietr trusts you, or he would have asked me not to come. At the very least would have said more than have fun when he dropped me off this morning.”

“I’m glad to hear that. I know he thinks we play too hard when we’re together.”

“Oh! That reminds me,” Harper interjected. “We better keep it tame this trip. The IUD is still adjusting.”

“Is it not going well?”

“It’s fine, but annoying. Spontaneous cramping. Spotting. When Pietr and I have been a little rougher, or broken out the big toys, it’s not that it hurts exactly. I’m just aware of the difference and it’s uncomfortable. If that makes sense.”

“We can take it easy. Would you like if this was a sex free visit?”

“Do you want that?”

Misha grinned. “I don’t want you to feel like that’s the only reason I want to see you or spend time with you.”

“I don’t think that,” Harper assured him. “We might have to switch things up a bit. With a little patience and experimenting, we’ll be fine.”

“Good deal. We can start immediately when we get to my apartment,” Misha announced. “I suggest kissing and butt rubs? Then a nap. Maybe, eh, a sensual wake-up?”

Harper laughed again, squeezing his fingers. “That sounds nice.”

Misha changed the subject and they discussed the itinerary for the rest of Harper’s visit. Misha had a couple of games that week, but had planned for minimal work and maximum relaxation time.

“Are you sure that’s a good idea? You’re not putting anyone off on the team? Irritating the coaches? Causing problems?”

“I think asking for flexibility this week was well received,” Misha said. “Some people need a break from me.”

“Such as the defenseman you punched in December?”

“Breitbart? He’s an asshole. He deserved it.” Misha parked the car in the small lot outside an older looking apartment building. It was well kept, but not a lot to look at. Definitely not the sort of place that Harper had come to associate with hockey superstars.

“Speaking of,” Misha unclipped his seatbelt and turned toward her, “while most of my teammates are solid, open-minded guys, Breitbart is an asshole. If, for whatever reason, you find yourself in a situation where he’s around, please stick close to me or to one of the other guys. Blaze or Barnet are good options. Charlie Hennessey is our captain. Aiden Swan is an Alternate.”

“Is he that bad?”

“His own ex-wife donated to a fund last month when Dylan DeLario cussed him out and got fined. Rio donated all the money that was sent to him to a charity, but still. Says a lot, in my opinion.”

“Hopefully it isn’t an issue,” Harper said.

“Hopefully not.” Misha gave her a reassuring smile. “Let’s go in. It’s cold.”

“It’s Canada. Isn’t it always cold here?”

Misha laughed as they got out of the car. He waved her off, hauling her suitcase out of the trunk. The wheels clacked against the cement sidewalk toward the apartment. He held a hand out to her instead, which she took with a roll of her eyes. He let go long enough to open up the main door and usher her into an apartment near the middle of the first floor hallway.

“It’s not big. What you see is what you get.” He set her bag down to remove his jacket and kick off his sneakers. Harper did the same as he pointed out the important spaces. “Kitchen, living room, bedroom, bathroom.”

“You warned me it was small, but I didn’t expect this small,” Harper admitted.

“It’s comfortable,” Misha said. “I’m here so little it didn’t make sense to get anything bigger or nicer. The house has more personality. Mostly Cecil’s personality.”

“This is bigger and nicer than my place when I met Pietr. That was an efficiency. Cozy. I kind of miss it, but it was silly to hold on to it, even just as a writing space.”

“I bet any space with you can be cozy.” Misha took the handle of the suitcase again. “Let’s test the theory in the bedroom.”

While not meticulous, it was neat and clean. The bed was even made. Misha tucked Harper’s suitcase near the closet door, then cupped her face in his palms to kiss her.

“Hi.” He grinned.

Harper let out a breathy, nervous laugh. “Hi.”

“Have I said I’m glad you’re here?”

“You have,” she confirmed.

“How about I show you how much?” He ushered her toward the bed and drew his henley over his head, tossing it aside. Lips met again as his fingers trailed under the hem of her t-shirt. Misha broke off long enough to draw it off. He slipped open the fly of her jeans, his lips moving to her neck.

Misha paused, hands on Harper’s hips. “Do you need to text Pietr? Let him know you got here in one piece?”

“I did that while I was waiting for you.”

“Good. I don’t want him mad at me.” Misha pushed her jeans over her hips. He shuffled her closer to the edge of the bed. “What did I suggest in the car? Kisses and butt rubs?”

Harper laughed against his mouth. “Yes, though you didn’t mention if that was exclusive or mutual.”

“I don’t care, so long as we’re skin-to-skin,” he declared. He went for her neck, unhooking her bra and casting it aside.

Harper pressed closer as the rest of their clothes came off and were discarded. Misha’s teeth sank into the sweet spot between her neck and shoulder. He hiked her up by the thighs, tipping her backwards onto the bed.

“Turn over, flat,” he coaxed. He waited until she was comfortable on her stomach. Harper folded her arms under her head and Misha straddled her hips. He started at the base of her neck, kissing a line down her spine. His fingers dug into her flesh, skimming her back and sides. He spent a few minutes just enjoying touching her and sprinkling her with soft kisses and bites. He settled in after drinking his fill. 

“Not too heavy?” He asked, bracing himself on his forearms as he covered her.

“No,” Harper assured him. “You feel good.”

He grunted, rocking slightly against her. “You feel good too. Soft. Smooth.”

“Great, my back-ne is clearing up.”

Misha snorted back a laugh. “Hey, I’m trying to be... what’s the word I’m looking for? Sensual maybe? And you’re making a joke.”

“Couldn’t help myself.” She grinned, biting her bottom lip between her teeth. 

Misha sat up, giving her a swat to the butt. “Okay, naughty girl. Maybe we should skip to the nap?”

“Spoons?”

“You remember when I was in New York and you weren’t feeling well?”

“Yes?”

“Like that again. Lay on my chest?”

“You’re sure you’ll be comfortable?” Harper asked.

Misha moved, getting back off the bed for a moment to adjust the pillows and draw back the covers. Harper moved out of the way until he’d settled. Slightly reclined on a pillow, Misha beckoned her closer.

“Very comfortable,” he promised. “Come.”

Harper sank against him. Misha drew the covers over them both before resting his hands on Harper’s back. She laid her head on his chest –then reached to pull off her glasses.

“Is there a safe place for these?”

Misha hummed, taking them to set on the side table. He leaned forward to kiss the top of her head, then relaxed again.

Harper felt a wash of exhaustion. She’d been awake since nearly four that morning to get to the airport on time. She hated flying, even though she had been on more flights in the last six months than in her whole life previously. Misha rubbed her back in small comforting circles. Whether it was like he was filling her, or he was absorbing energy, she couldn’t be sure. She just knew it felt right. Necessary.
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Misha reached over, giving Harper a reassuring pat after she gasped awake. She had jerked upward at the sound of his far too loud alarm. The afternoon had bled into early evening. The windows were already showing a world starting to go dark. 

“It’s just my phone, baby,” he said. “So much for a slow wake-up.” He coaxed her to his side before getting up to grab his jeans. He pulled out his phone to finally silence the alarm and then slid back into bed with her.

“You have to get ready.” She smiled sleepily at him.

“I have time. They won’t start without me. As long as I’m there before warm-up, everything is fine.”

“You really going to push that?”

“To spend every available minute with you? Yes, I am.” Misha shifted over top of her, peppering her face, neck, and shoulders with kisses. Harper giggled, pressing her hands to his chest, but not pushing him away.

“We can leave together if I take my time. I prepped my sticks and all that before I left this afternoon. I literally just need to put on my equipment,” he assured her. “If we go together, you don’t have to get a rideshare. You can come in the player entrance with me. Avoid crowds.”

“And by avoid crowds, you mean you’ll protect me from paparazzi like that horrible Delly Forrester?”

He grunted. “Exactly.”

“You can’t protect me from everything,” she chided. “Don’t stress or burn yourself out trying, Misha.”

“Rationally, I know that,” he said. “Not so rationally, I’d rather put you inside a bubble for your entire stay, so I know you’re returned unscathed to Pietr.”

“Hey.” Harper took his face in her hands. “I am a grown-ass adult. I’m not your responsibility. So, please, relax? Let’s focus on having a good time together.”

He took her hands in his, kissing both of her palms before nodding. “I will try my best.”

“This is one of those times where I feel like you, and Pietr, have a tendency to shove me into a Woman Box.”

“You are a woman,” he said.

“My sex is female,” Harper said. “But I’m not a woman, Misha. They’re not mutually exclusive. And neither being female or a woman makes me incapable of taking care of myself.”

Misha considered that for a moment. He squeezed her hands again before kissing her fingers. “I’m sorry. Non-binary is still a new concept for me. Though, I’ll point out that you do refer to yourself as a woman at times. I’ll do better to be supportive.”

“You are,” she assured him. “I know it’s confusing, but try to keep that in your head the next time you’re inclined to worry about me?”

“Harper, darling, I am going to worry about you,” he laughed. “I love you.”

Harper stilled. Part of her had sensed it was coming. She had been considering
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