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T

his isn’t just a love story series it’s the story of what happens after the fairytale fades, when desire collides with grief, and when identity refuses to fit into tidy boxes.

At the center of Open Closed Fire are Roger Evans and Ethan Stevens two men whose high-profile romance was never simple. Roger, a bisexual pop star torn between personal truth and public image, and Ethan, a former hockey player battling private trauma, are bound by love, loss, and the deep scars left by what they never said out loud. But they’re not the only ones affected.

Enter Veronica a woman who doesn’t just complicate things; she reveals how love, in all its forms, can be redemptive, destructive, and necessary. What begins as a story about two men becomes something richer: a story about choice, forgiveness, and who we become when love no longer feels like enough.

Set against the backdrop of fame, fatherhood, and fractured loyalty, this novel explores bisexuality, betrayal, masculinity, and survival all while asking: Can love heal what silence destroyed?

This is not about choosing one person over another. It’s about choosing who you’ll be when the fire burns out.
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T

wo men. Two voices. One story that set everything in motion.

In Open Closed Fire, you’ll hear directly from both of us Roger Evans, a rising pop star with too many secrets, and Ethan Stevens, an ex-hockey player who spent too long trying to keep the peace instead of telling the truth. This isn't just a love story. It’s the ignition point for something much bigger.

What begins with passion unravels into betrayal, grief, and the kind of choices that echo across years and books. Because this?

This is just the beginning.

Roger: I was twenty-five then, and I’m thirty-five now, but back then I was obsessed with success and addicted to control. You’ll see the flames I lit, the people I burned, the woman who grounded me, and the man I couldn’t let go of no matter how much damage we caused.

Ethan: I was twenty-six, and I’m thirty-six now, and I was trying to survive in a world that kept taking. I didn’t speak up when I should have, and the fallout nearly destroyed us all. What you’re about to read is how I lost everything... and slowly found my way back.

This isn’t a fairytale romance. It’s a reckoning.

And it’s only the first chapter in the story we never meant to tell.
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The Theory and the Threat

Roger’s P.O.V

T

he restaurant, perched atop the city’s highest skyscraper, offered a breathtaking panorama of twinkling lights. Crystal chandeliers cast a warm glow on pristine white tablecloths, each place setting a miniature masterpiece of silver and fine china. The air hummed with the low thrum of conversation a symphony of clinking glasses and hushed laughter from well-heeled diners.

But for Ethan and me, the opulence felt muted. The celebration, too artificial. A thin sheen over a simmering tension.

Let’s go back my five-year anniversary with Ethan. There I was, riding high. Opulent dining room. City lights twinkling like a diamond tiara. My face? Probably sporting a cocky grin. I was twenty-two, had chart-topping hits under my belt, and a Grammy practically within reach.

We’d agreed to an open relationship a while ago. Not perfect, but necessary or so we convinced ourselves. Freedom, with honesty. It was the only way to keep things together without falling apart. At least, that was the theory.

Now back to that night. The vibe was right until Veronica Garcia walked in.

Even then, before everything went sideways, she was captivating. Tight black dress, curls pinned high, that unmistakable aura of don’t-need, don’t-chase, just-am. I’d seen her in magazines. Heard the stories. Her star had dimmed a bit, but her presence? Still bright. Still commanding.

If I hadn’t been there with Ethan, I might’ve

But she wasn’t alone.

Tanner Golden.

Slithering up, all fake smiles and sleaze in a suit. “Roger Evans,” he drawled, eyes scanning me like I was an open tab. “Didn’t know you dined in places with ceilings this high.”

I smiled tight. “Didn’t know you were still relevant.”

He glanced at Ethan, then back at me. “You two still... doing your thing? Figured you’d be bored by now.”

Before I could tear into him, Veronica cut in voice smooth, sharp, and unimpressed. “Tanner,” she said, lifting a brow. “If you’re gonna insult him, at least be clever. Right now, you’re just loud.”

My eyes met hers brief, but electric. A flicker. A spark. A challenge?

“Appreciate the backup,” I said quietly.

She smirked. “Don’t get used to it.”

Then she turned and walked off, graceful as hell, like she hadn’t just lobbed a grenade in the middle of the table.

Tanner leaned in again, whispering something to Ethan some garbage about me being surrounded by women throwing themselves at me. I clenched my jaw so tight I could’ve cracked diamonds. My patience snapped.

“Minding your own business is free,” I said, voice low but cutting. “But messing with mine? That’ll cost you.”

His face faltered. Absolutely priceless.

Tanner scoffed and turned to leave but not before delivering his final dig:

“Keep surrounding yourself with fans, Evans. Eventually, they’ll start asking for refunds.”

Once he was gone, Ethan nearly exploded.

“Why the hell were you so confrontational with Tanner?” he snapped. “Do you not get it? That guy could ruin your career!”

I leaned back, smirking. “Trust me, Ethan. I know things about Tanner things you probably don’t. That guy’s a snake, and I’m not scared of him. Never have been.”

Ethan wasn’t amused. He picked up his champagne and muttered something.

“What was that?” I asked.

He sighed. “No comment.”

I set my glass down with a sigh. “What’s really going on, Ethan?”

He finally met my eyes. “There are things... things about Tanner I know from personal experience. Stuff I don’t want to get into. Not tonight. Just... be careful. Please.”

I raised an eyebrow but shrugged it off. “If it makes you happy, fine. Let’s get back to the celebration.”

The Tanner subject dropped, just like the sighs that fell from both of us.

And just when I thought we could salvage the night...

I noticed Ethan kept lightly bumping his glass against mine and was annoyingly tapping his foot underneath the table. That’s when I said, “Alright, Ethan, I can see there’s clearly something else you want to say. What is it?”

Then he opened his mouth and said something no one wants to hear on any date let alone a five-year anniversary. He just had to bring up his overbearing, obnoxious ass mother. Ugh. Of course he did. That’s totally what I needed to hear.

Anniversary dinner? More like an anniversary disaster. Ethan’s mother’s name is Cynthia, and as you can tell, I’m clearly not a fan of hers. And that was even before dating Ethan, because prior to that, I was dating her other son, Mitchell Ethan’s brother. And before you start, she was a bitch to me during that relationship too.

Mitchell and I shouldn’t have happened. Should’ve stayed just friends. Ethan was always the better match. But still history lingers.

So Ethan, while sweet and oblivious, chirps up: “Dinner with me, Mitchell, and Mom let’s all talk. Rebuild some bridges.”

I looked at him like he’d grown a second head. He explained that Mitchell needed closure and Cynthia wanted peace. I tried to care. Really. Gave him my best maybe-I’m-listening look.

But then I hit him with the truth.

“Why the hell do I have to deal with your mother?”

He said she’s the one who was actually pushing for it. She wants peace, apparently. So what did I do?

I invited my own parents. Petty? Sure. But I wasn’t going in there alone. Mom and Pops weren’t thrilled they’ve never exactly rolled out the welcome mat for Ethan but they said they’d try to make it.

Try.

Their “support” dripped with polite detachment. Classic.

I hung up and turned to Ethan, jaw clenched.

“Thank you,” I said, voice like ice, “for ruining our anniversary.”

I gave him a kiss sharp and dry, more punctuation than affection and walked out.
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The History That Lingers

Roger’s P.O.V.

T

he next night, I showed up at Ethan’s house just as conflicted as ever.

This dinner was supposed to be about closure, but I was bracing for war. Between Cynthia’s constant disdain and Mitchell’s wounded pride, it felt like walking into a minefield. But I’d promised Ethan. And if this was what it took to help him to protect what we had then I’d take the damn hits.

Cynthia beat me there.

She was sitting on Ethan’s ivory loveseat like she owned the place. Arms crossed. Eyes sharp. And the air? So thick with tension it could’ve suffocated a grown man. We started polite fake smiles and stiff greetings but it didn’t last.

When Mitchell was running late and she decided he wasn’t coming, her mask cracked.

“You know what I see when I look at you, Roger?” she said, her voice smooth as acid. “Poison. You infected both my sons and now you want applause for it?”

I froze.

That word poison hit like a damn sucker punch. She didn’t just disapprove. She hated me. Despised me. And worse, I could hear it in the way she said both my sons, like I was a repeat offense.

My jaw clenched. “I don’t owe you a damn thing, you bitter old

I stopped myself. Just barely.

One more syllable, and I’d torch the entire night. Ethan’s eyes locked on mine across the room wide, pleading. He stepped in before I could open my mouth again.

“Mom, enough,” he snapped, voice strained. “Roger’s here for me. You don’t have to like it, but you will respect it.”

The room went quiet. Except my pulse loud and fast in my ears.

I felt the guilt settle like a stone in my chest. I’d almost ruined it. Again.

Before I could say anything, there was a knock at the door.

Mitchell.

We got everyone else out of the room Ethan, Cynthia, the noise until it was just me and him. Two chairs, one old tension hanging between them.

I tried to smile. “Hey, Mitch.”

He gave me a slight nod. “Roger.”

We stood there in the weird half-silence of old history

“Still into photography?” I asked, gesturing at the camera slung across his chest.

“Yeah. Keeps me sane.” He glanced around. “You still hitting the studio?”

“Every chance I get. I’m always on the road these days.

He smiled at that, but it didn’t quite reach his eyes. There was something unspoken hanging in the air between us, like a song stuck on a loop.

I exhaled. Enough circling.

“Look,” I said, cutting through the quiet. “I heard you’ve been feeling like there’s unfinished business between us. I just celebrated five years with Ethan. I figure now’s the time to clear the air.”

I locked eyes with him. “So no filter. What do you need to hear from me?”

Mitchell sighed. “I just want to know why. Why did you dump me for my brother? What did I do wrong? You never said anything, not really. You just disappeared emotionally. I wasn’t perfect, but I thought I mattered.”

I nodded slowly. “You want the real story? Fine. Let’s rewind.”

“When you were sixteen, Mitchell, I was still just figuring things out because I had just come out as bi you remember that, don’t you?

He nodded.

“You were there. Supportive. When you finally admitted you were gay and had feelings for me, I didn’t hesitate. I thought, why not? You were sweet, we had a connection, and I wasn’t seeing anyone. But here’s the thing...”

I took a breath.

“You were cute, Mitch. But I didn’t see forever when I looked at us. We were... just different. Like that night I had my first gig you heckled me. Laughed it off later like it was no big deal, but man... that hurt. I was out there chasing something that mattered to me, and you couldn’t even stand behind me. That was when I knew we wouldn’t last.”

He blinked. Didn’t argue. Just listened.

“We hooked up a few more times, but I was counting down the days. Then your dad died, and all that stuff stopped mattering. I stayed. Not because I was in love, but because you needed a friend. Someone steady.”

I leaned forward. “You want brutal honesty? I was halfway out the door when Ethan came back into the picture.”

Mitchell’s jaw tensed, but he said nothing.

“You canceled plans on me. Told me to go with Ethan instead. You always talked trash about him but when I was alone with him that night, it clicked. We laughed. We talked for hours. And when I found out he was bi too... yeah. He was my type. Still is.”

I swallowed. “I never cheated on you. Not once. I ended things when I knew I had to. But if I’m being honest, it had nothing to do with who was better in bed or who made better playlists. It was about who got me. Ethan challenged me. Saw me. You were someone I cared about... but Ethan? He was it.”

Mitchell stared at the floor. For a second, I thought he might explode.

But instead, he just whispered, “Thanks... for finally saying it.”

Then he stood up, left his plate untouched, and walked out the front door without another word.

I sat there in the echo of his silence, shoulders heavy with guilt and relief all at once.

Ethan reappeared a few minutes later. Didn’t speak. Just sat next to me with a glass of whiskey.

No scolding. No lectures. Just quiet understanding.

But as I sat there, staring at the untouched dinner and the empty space where Mitchell had been, I knew something had shifted.

The past was no longer just baggage it was a live wire between us. And the sparks? They were far from over.
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The Victory And The Vice

Roger’s P.O.V.

T

he Grammy Awards were finally here, and I was determined to leave the tension from the previous night behind. Last week’s encounter with Veronica and Tanner still stung, and things with Ethan were awkward after that well-intentioned dinner that ended in disaster. But I shoved those thoughts aside. Tonight wasn’t about them. Tonight was about me.

Tanner, ever the smug prick, kept tossing out insults veiled as compliments. He kept mentioning my "lucky break" with "Babe's Got Back," his words dripping with false sweetness. Veronica remained silent, her stillness somehow more cutting than anything he could say. And I well, I couldn’t keep my mouth shut. I shot back with, "Some people buy success, Tanner. I earned mine."

The tension was thick, suffocating even. Ethan had to practically pull me away, a sigh escaping his lips. "Let it go, Rog," he said, but I wasn’t about to let Tanner’s cheap shots slide.

The awards began, and it felt like every nomination was a punch to my gut. Toby Green Pop Artist, Album of the Year, and, of course, Hit Song. The name echoed in my head, a constant reminder of his domination. He was a juggernaut, a force of nature, and I was just a pebble hoping to stop the avalanche.

Each award felt like it dragged on forever, the anticipation building inside me like a pressure cooker. Sweat beaded on my forehead, despite the air conditioning. My fingers were clammy, gripping the program so tightly that I feared it would rip.

The announcer’s voice cut through the tension: "And now, the nominees for Music Video of the Year..." My name was third. The presenter’s words blurred into a low hum in my ears. Everything felt distant, like I was floating outside of my own body. I tried to breathe, tried to focus on something, anything, but the crushing weight of the moment consumed me.

Then came the silence. That one second felt like an eternity. The words, the ones I’d been waiting for, hung in the air before they finally arrived: "And the award for Music Video of the Year goes to... Roger Evans!"

The applause was deafening, but it all felt surreal. I stumbled toward the stage, trying to keep my composure.

"Wow. I'm speechless," I began, voice cracking despite my best efforts to sound calm. "First off, I want to thank the Academy..." I paused, letting the applause wash over me. "Seriously, though, this is unreal. To my incredible team, you know who you are your dedication made this all possible. And to the amazing cast and crew, especially Sarah, the lead dancer you brought so much energy and passion to this. You were unforgettable."

As I stepped off stage, my adrenaline still buzzing, I found Sarah near the bar. We started chatting; the conversation was light, but soon it shifted. We were laughing, teasing each other.

"You were incredible tonight," I told her, my voice low with sincerity. "That final sequence? Unforgettable."

She laughed, a melodic sound that made my heart race. "The choreographer deserves the credit, but I had a lot of fun with it."

I leaned in, my smile playful but genuine. "I think you’re pretty unforgettable too."

Across the room, I saw Ethan watching us. His expression was unreadable, his eyes narrowed just slightly enough to make the tension between us palpable. I wasn’t ready to deal with whatever was simmering between us. Not tonight. This was my moment, and I was going to savor it just for a little while longer.
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The First Crack in the Foundation

From Ethan’s P.O.V.

M

y name’s Ethan, and I want to set the record straight. You’ve heard Roger’s side of things his charm, his bravado but here’s how it looked from where I sat.

It wasn’t just about Tanner. Yeah, I was pissed about that little showdown at dinner, but the real issue ran deeper. Deeper than any passive-aggressive insult or champagne toast gone wrong.

I love Roger. But I was exhausted.

We were five years into a relationship that should’ve been stronger. I was ready for more exclusivity, stability, commitment but every time I brought it up, he’d dodge. Deflect. Change the subject. It was only when someone like Tanner questioned our dynamic that Roger suddenly turned into Mr. Protective. It felt like our relationship was only sacred when someone else dared to mock it. Inside, I was screaming for more than a performance.

And then... there was her.

At the Grammys, I saw it again. Roger with Sarah. Whispering. Laughing. She touched his arm. It wasn’t just some harmless flirtation. Sarah was someone I’d once confided in, someone who knew about the cracks in our relationship. She was the last person he should’ve been cozying up to.

I kept it together until we got home.

I shut the door behind us, hard. “You really think I wouldn’t notice?”

Roger looked up from his phone, confused. “What now?”

“Sarah, Roger. You had your hand on her back the entire night. You weren’t even subtle.”

He scoffed. “We were talking. And for the record, I wasn’t with Sarah. But yes, I slept with someone... one of her friends.”

“Oh,” I said flatly. “Well, I’m glad honesty still makes a cameo around here.”

He rolled his eyes. “You’re acting like you haven’t been with anyone else.”

“That was a year and a half ago! We agreed to be honest and communicate, not to make a public display out of disrespect.”

Roger’s jaw tensed. “You always make a problem out of everything, Ethan. That’s so fucking annoying.”

I didn’t have the energy for another spin cycle. “You know what, Roger? Do what you want. I’m done fighting.”

He stormed out around midnight. I didn’t sleep. Just paced the condo until I heard the door open an hour later.

No words. No apologies. Just that same unspoken routine.

And yeah... we made up the only way we knew how. But even in his arms, I felt distance.

The morning after, I thought about bringing it up again. About us.

The silence between us was louder than any argument. He looked peaceful, asleep beside me. And I didn’t want to break it.

So I let it go.

For now.

But if I’m being honest, this pressure wasn’t just coming from inside our relationship. My family’s mess was looming, too. And Mitchell... he was always a powder keg.

We were never close, not even as kids. I remember once breaking Dad’s favorite fishing rod. You know what he said? “Don’t worry, son. We’ll get a better one.” But when Mitchell tracked mud into the house? Full-blown lecture. Same thing over and over. I got the grace. He got the guilt.

Dad died three years ago. Massive heart attack. One minute he was there, making deals, barking orders. The next, I was at his funeral, inheriting a multi-billion-dollar empire with my name on it and my mother, Cynthia, gripping the reins with a death grip.

But for now, it was Roger I couldn’t stop thinking about. I knew what I wanted someone who chose me and only me. Someone who wasn’t afraid to commit, publicly, privately, fully.

But every time I reached out for more, Roger pulled back. And even though he came home that night... I couldn’t help wondering:

Was he still mine?

Or had the first crack in our foundation already begun to spread?
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The Ice Beneath My Feet

Ethan’s P.O.V.

L

et’s switch gears for a moment from love and loss to something else that’s defined my life: hockey.

I knew by the time I was seven that I wanted to be in the NHL. No fallback plans, no half-hearted dreams. Just hockey. My dad, who worked harder than anyone I’ve ever known, became my number one fan, coach, chauffeur, therapist everything.

He used to say, “If you want to make it, Ethan, you’ve got to out-skate your own excuses.” And God, did I try.

By high school, it was all or nothing. Practices at dawn, protein bars instead of pizza, game tapes instead of parties. Then came the state championship. We were down by one, seconds ticking away. The puck was mine. I could hear my dad yelling from the bleachers probably something supportive, but in that moment, it was just noise. Everything slowed.

Fake left. Cut right.

Shot.

The puck slammed into the back of the net. Buzzer. Chaos. My team tackled me in celebration, and I swear, in that dogpile of sweat and adrenaline, I felt Dad’s hand on my shoulder. That hug tight, proud, maybe even tearful meant more to me than any trophy.

And yet, nothing compared to what came next.

June 24th. Draft day.

Los Angeles Kings.

They called my name, and for a second, I forgot how to breathe. Flashes. Applause. Shaking hands, I’d only seen on TV. Cameras everywhere. It was a blur of champagne and surreal disbelief... and then I saw him.

Dad.

He wasn’t the stern, stoic guy most people knew. Not that day. His smile was so big it practically cracked his face. Eyes shining. Proud didn’t even begin to cover it.

And just like that, everything clicked. Every early morning skate. Every missed birthday. Every time he told me no when I wanted to quit. He’d carried me this far. That day was as much his as it was mine.

But perfect moments never last.

Three weeks later, he was gone.

A heart attack. Sudden. Cruel. Final.

One moment, I was planning to buy him season tickets. The next, I was giving a eulogy.

He never saw me take the ice in a real game. Never got to wear the jersey I promised him. Never shouted my name from the stands like he used to on those frozen pond mornings. Every goal I’ve scored since then feels like a letter I never got to send.

Three years later, I’m still chasing the Stanley Cup. Still grinding. Still pushing. But the ice doesn’t feel the same without him watching. The rink used to be my sanctuary. Now, some days, it echoes with his absence louder than the roar of the crowd.

Yes, the Cup is still the dream. But it’s not just a championship anymore. It’s a tribute. A promise. A ghost I skate with every night.

Some days, I feel like I’m moving toward something.

Other days... I’m just skating in circles, trying not to fall through the cracks.
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The Unsafe Sanctuary

Ethan’s P.O.V.

I

t felt different because the tension with my teammates had been building for weeks, a slow simmer that threatened to boil over. It started subtly – a stray homophobic slur muttered under their breath, a pointed glare during practice, a deliberate exclusion from team dinners. Then came the whispers, the insinuations, the constant reminders of my family’s wealth, each jab designed to chip away at my confidence, to make me feel like an outsider, an interloper in their exclusive club. They saw my family’s money as a shield, protecting me from any consequences for their actions.

They knew I could walk away, that I didn't need this, and that knowledge fueled their cruelty. I'd always had people fighting my battles, smoothing things over, deflecting attacks. This... this was different. I was alone, facing this onslaught of hate with no one to defend me. Their passive acceptance was a heavy cloak, suffocating me. The Vancouver game was the breaking point. We lost, and the blame, unfairly, fell squarely on my shoulders. The locker room was a pressure cooker, the air thick with hostility. It wasn't just the loss; it was the culmination of weeks of simmering resentment. They were waiting for this moment, this opportunity to unleash their pent-up fury.

The moment the door closed, the storm broke; Miller, his face contorted with rage, was the first to strike. "You cost us the game, Ethan!" he roared, his voice echoing off the damp concrete walls.

Johnson, always the sneering one, chimed in, his words dripping with venom. "Your fancy upbringing didn't teach you how to play hockey, did it, pretty boy?" His words were laced with a cruel, deliberate malice.

Then Davies, bigger and stronger than the rest, stepped forward. He didn't say anything; he just shoved me hard, throwing me against the metal lockers, the impact jarring my spine. The metallic clang amplified the silence that followed, before his hateful whisper tore through the quiet: "You're nothing without your daddy's money."

The insults came in a torrent, a cacophony of homophobic slurs that tore at me, each word a fresh wound. They yelled over each other, their voices a hateful chorus, a symphony of degradation. Their words were weapons, designed to hurt, to humiliate, to break me. One of them I can't even remember who spat out the ultimate insult: "Your family's money can't buy you talent, faggot." The sheer brutality of it, the casual cruelty, the entitlement in their eyes... It was terrifying. Their sense of ownership, their belief that my family's wealth gave them license to treat me like this, was sickening. I was trapped, surrounded, their hatred a suffocating blanket. I could feel the blood drain from my face. This wasn't just a locker room confrontation; it was a brutal, calculated attack.

As I lay in bed that night, my body still aching from the confrontation, I contemplated confiding in my boyfriend. I knew he had a short temper, and his impulsive nature worried me.

What if he lost his cool and made an already volatile situation worse? But then again, Roger was successful, confident, and had a certain charm about him. He was a pop star, used to being in the public eye, and had a savvy business sense. Perhaps he could offer me a different perspective, a way to navigate this mess. I trusted him, and his unwavering support was something I desperately needed. We had kept our relationship mostly private, but this secret was weighing me down, and I yearned to share the burden. The pros and cons swirled in my head. I knew Roger's hot-headedness could be a liability, but his fierce loyalty and love for me were also undeniable. He had a way of cutting through the noise and offering clarity. My mind raced as I weighed my options, the tension in my chest tightening with each passing moment. The decision to involve Roger felt like a risky move, but my intuition told me it was the right one. I trusted his ability to provide a fresh perspective and support me in a way no one else could. As I grappled with this choice, I knew that whatever happened next, I wouldn't be facing it alone.
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The Unspoken Price

Roger’s P.O.V

E

than was trembling. I saw it in his hands first a slight, nervous twitch as he held his mug like a shield. Then came the cracks in his voice.

“They have been calling me ‘princess’ in the locker room,” he said suddenly, not looking at me. “Started off like a joke. Then it stuck.”

My throat tightened. I stayed quiet. Let him keep going.

“They hid my gear, threw it in the showers. Slapped my ass on the ice and called it a compliment. But it wasn’t... it wasn’t playful.”

He looked up at me now, eyes glassy. “One of them followed me to my car once, said if I ever spoke up, he’d make sure my contract got pulled.”

My stomach dropped.

“There was this one guy Kellan. He’d wait until no one was around and just... grab me. Push me. Tell me, ‘Real men don’t skate like that.’ Said I was embarrassing the league.”

“Jesus,” I whispered, my fists tightening.

Ethan’s jaw clenched. “I stopped changing in the main locker room. I’d come early and leave late just to avoid them. But it didn’t matter. They found ways.”

I was frozen in my seat, barely breathing.

“They said I was a virus in the room. That guys didn’t want to shower with me. That I made everyone uncomfortable. That the team was better when I wasn’t on the ice.”

Each word was a punch.

“I couldn’t breathe some nights. I’d just... sit in my car, staring at the steering wheel, trying to talk myself into going back.”

I leaned in. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

He looked away. “Because I knew you’d come down there like a wrecking ball. And I couldn’t have that. I didn’t want to be the reason you burned your whole career to the ground.”

His voice cracked. “But I didn’t know what else to do.”

There was a long silence.

Then, softly, almost inaudibly, Ethan added, “Please don’t get involved.”

That “please” hit harder than any of it.

He was begging me not to go to war for him.

But all I could feel was fire.

The fragile “please don’t” hung in the air, a desperate prayer I couldn't ignore.

“No way,” I ground out, the words raw with anger and a fierce protectiveness. “Not anymore.”

This wasn’t about a career; this was about my Ethan about protecting the man I loved from these monsters.

The meticulous documentation felt almost ritualistic: each date, each word, a bullet point in my war plan.

My hands shook as I wrote, the fury a barely contained inferno inside me. I contacted my PR and legal teams, the words tumbling out in a torrent of righteous indignation.

Their professionalism was a stark contrast to the raw, visceral emotion consuming me but their expertise would be crucial in the battle ahead.

The formal statement, crafted with precision, was a declaration of war. A promise that I wouldn't rest until those responsible paid the price.

This wouldn't be a whisper.

This would be a roar.

My timeline began right away.

Next, I called my agent. I arranged a meeting with the General Manager, Mr. Blake, and the head coach, Mr. McLellan. They initially thought it was about some kind of endorsement deal, but that changed quickly enough.

I said,

“Gentlemen, I'm here because of the unacceptable treatment of Ethan Stevens.

The homophobic slurs directed at him by some of your players are not only abhorrent, but a direct violation of the NHL's code of conduct and potentially several state and federal laws.

This isn't about a contract dispute; it's about basic human decency and your responsibility to create a safe and inclusive environment for your players.

I've documented the situation with numerous detailed logs of these incidents over the last month.

If this isn't addressed immediately, swiftly, and decisively with the offending player suspended indefinitely, a comprehensive team-wide anti-discrimination training program implemented, and a public statement issued condemning such behavior there will be serious legal and professional consequences for everyone involved, starting with you.

I’m not just some disgruntled fan; I’m prepared to pursue this through every legal avenue available.

My lawyers are already on retainer, and I have significant media connections who are ready to publicize this situation.”

Roger’s P.O.V.:

Blake and McLellan practically sneered at me.

"Think you're the only one with connections, huh?" Blake spat, McLellan nodding grimly beside him.

"Don't kid yourself, Rogers. We're not intimidated by some pop star. Your fifteen minutes are up before this is over, and you and Ethan will be left with nothing."

Blake actually had the gall to suggest that if Ethan was being mistreated which he completely denied Ethan should just ‘man up’ and use it as motivation.

The nerve.

Blake actually said that?

He told me that even if Ethan was being mistreated which he is Ethan should just ‘man up’? Seriously?

The guy’s trying to build character by bullying him, and Blake thinks Ethan needs to toughen up?

That whole “your generation is so soft” line? Pure cliché.

They think we expect everyone to accept our version of things, but they don’t have to? They think they can get away with this?

I stayed calm I knew he’d go there. I saw it coming a mile away.

But McLellan’s silence? That was the real kicker.

Both of them. Enablers. Homophobic enablers.

So I let them have it.

I told Blake straight out:

"I knew you'd eventually show your true colors. And Coach McLellan, your silence speaks volumes. Consider this my official declaration of war."

McLellan, his face a mask of practiced indifference cracking at the edges, shifted uneasily.

“You really think you can take us both?” Blake sneered, his voice a low growl that vibrated in my chest. The smugness was a thin veneer, already chipping away.

“Easy,” I snapped.

My fist was clenched so tight I could feel my nails digging into my palm. I was in the perfect position one step and I could’ve broken his nose. But instead, I said...

“The flashing lights and handcuffs would be... inconvenient.

This isn’t about a brawl, gentlemen. It’s about leverage. Ethan matters to me.

However, I also know that you both cherish your families.

Let’s be clear.”

My voice dropped to a near whisper, each syllable precise and deadly.

“Blake,” I said, my gaze lingering on the subtle tremor in his hand,

“your son. Bright boy, around my age, aiming for graduate school.

A shame, wouldn’t it be, if a few discreet phone calls ensured that the bright future went dark?

Blacklisted. Vanished.

Think of the impact on his applications, his reputation... his entire life.”

The silence stretched, thick and suffocating, punctuated only by the frantic drumming of McLellan’s fingers on the polished desk. He opened his mouth to speak, then closed it again, his Adam’s apple bobbing nervously.

“And McLellan,” I continued, the steel in my voice hardening, “your son. The carefree one. The parties, the... carelessness. You’re funding this ‘phase,’ are you?

But what if that phase becomes a permanent stain?

What if my... friend... a detective with an interest in cleaning up certain clubs clubs your son frequents decides to pay them a visit? An undercover operation, maybe? A little entrapment?

Think of the headlines, the scandal. The... damage.”

The smugness vanished completely. Their faces, once slick with self-assurance, were now etched with raw, primal terror. The scent of fear intensified, sharp and bitter, mingling with the lingering aroma of expensive cigars.

They knew. They understood.

The game had changed.

And I held all the cards.

"Look," I laid it out plain and simple: “Mess with Ethan, and I'm coming after your sponsorships.”

I meant it.

Blake and McLellan, so puffed up before, suddenly got real apologetic.

Said they’d fix things, apologize for their earlier crap, the whole nine yards. But I told them straight: I don't want empty promises. I want action.

Now, I'm not expecting miracles overnight, and Ethan and I don't need their approval. But Ethan deserves respect he's an NHL player, and he's a human being.

I hope they got the message loud and clear today. This kind of treatment? It's over. Not gonna happen again with anyone on the Kings.
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