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What they don't say

    by Fuddlewuddle

      Summary

      If you asked Ilya Rozanov what he loved about Shane Hollander, he would just look at you in that unimpressed Russian way of his and not tell you a fucking thing before walking the other way and ignoring you completely.
If you asked Shane Hollander what he loved about Ilya Rozanov, he'd scoff at you and say, "are you fucking joking?", rolling his eyes as if was all a big joke, because they were rivals. They didn't like each other, let alone seek each other out off the ice. He'd be lying as he said it all, but still. He couldn't possibly admit that he had a whole list of things he loved about the Boston Captain.



      Notes

        So, I've not read the books (I'm working on it), so this is based on just the first two episodes of the TV show.
I couldn't stop thinking of this as I watched it with my friends, and so, I hope if y'all read it, y'all enjoy it 💜


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






    






What they don't say

    
      If you asked Ilya Rozanov what he loved about Shane Hollander, he would just look at you in that unimpressed Russian way of his and not tell you a fucking thing before walking the other way and ignoring you completely. But if he did answer, he'd probably say something like this:

	How formidable he is on the ice. An opponent, a rival - unmatched by anyone else. He makes playing ice hockey exciting in a way no one else ever has before. 

	His soft, doe-like eyes. How endless they look when Shane is on his knees looking up at Ilya, just waiting for him to give him his next order, like a good fucking boy. And how they crackle like lightning when he's pissed off, or his blades cut across the ice, determination a rod of steel down his back.

	When Ilya tells him to get naked, Shane folds his clothes up neatly. It's endearing and Ilya doesn't bring it up, because Shane would just tell him to fuck off. But still, it’s ridiculously cute.

	That Shane kept his socks on the first time they touched each other's dicks. His toes curling in the confines of the ribbed cotton as Ilya sucked his dick so hard he saw stars; sweat coating his whole body, but those damned socks kept snug around his calves just in case his fucking feet got cold.

	That little smattering of freckles across the bridge of his nose and the apple of his cheeks that makes Ilya desperate to pepper kisses over every single one.

	His fat peachy ass that fits in Ilya's hands perfectly, and takes all nine inches of his cock like he was just made for him; tight, little hole parting for him like a knife through sun-warmed butter. 

	The serious slant to his striking brows when he's concentrating or has no fucking clue what Ilya is talking about.

	The way he can't help but smile even when calling Ilya a fucking asshole. Like he's fond of him. Impossibly fond, but still. Fond. 

	That Ilya is his first - first experience with a guy, first time sucking a dick, first time having a cock splitting him in two. (First of many things, but no doubt not his last).

	Those kittenish mewls he makes one second while they're rolling around in bed together; turning into loud, slutty moans a minute later whenever Ilya gets his mouth on him, or pushes his cock inside him until he's notched to the balls.

	"Come here," he says, and Shane walks towards him even when he says something snarky at him in return. Shane does as Ilya tells him to so fucking perfectly, it makes his head spin, and it's a good job they're rivals on the ice and Shane is always determined to win and beat him, otherwise Ilya wouldn't be able to stop himself from scruffing him by the neck, dragging him close and murmuring, "my good boy," right there in the middle of a fucking game.

	How Ilya can fold him in half so his knees are up by his cute fucking ears, snapping his hips hard and rough, and Shane just takes it so fucking easily; Ilya is of half a mind to think that if he had a desire to breed him - fuck a baby into him and show everyone else who Shane Hollander actually fucking belonged to - the Montreal Captain would probably find some way to make it happen just to one-up him. (But, fuck, he'd look so fucking good round and pregnant, he just knows it).

	Those stupid little handshakes he does, because they don't hug, and they can't kiss where someone else might see them. Electricity zaps up his arm from the tips of his fingers, every time their palms slide against each other.

	The fact that Shane makes him smile even when they're half the world away from each other. Sexting him back terribly or snarking back at him. Making him blush when that's not something Russians fucking do.

	The dildo that Ilya is yet to see, though he knows Shane has. Because he told him. Admitting to the secret shyly with Ilya's fingers rubbing over the fluttering clench of his hole that first time. Though he still hasn't told him what colour it is. (He bets it's pink).

	How he can tell Shane is scared a lot of them time when they're together, worrying about what would happen if they were discovered despite how much he protests that he's not scared to do anything with him. And yet... he does it anyway. (Most of the time).

	And how Ilya can forget about everything else when he's with him; like it all just fades away, until it's just him and Shane. No rivalry. No one else watching. No hearts waiting to be broken. 


 
Their time together is never long enough if you asked Ilya, but no one's asking, because no one knows about them. If Shane asked him though, that's what he'd say.
But Shane never asks and Ilya never tells.
                                                               ~~~~
If you asked Shane Hollander what he loved about Ilya Rozanov, he'd scoff at you and say, "are you fucking joking?", rolling his eyes as if was all a big joke, because they were rivals. They didn't like each other, let alone seek each other out off the ice. He'd be lying as he said it all, but still. He couldn't possibly admit that he had a whole list of things he loved about the Boston Captain:

	How he's an asshole, but a talented one. Cocky, yes. But damn, if it ain't deserved. No one else comes close to matching Shane on the ice; making fire burn in his veins. Adrenaline or something else, he's never quite sure. Only knows it's only like that when he's staring into Ilya's intense eyes with only a puck between them.

	Those infuriatingly sexy winks he does. Shane didn't think people actually looked sexy when they winked, but that Russian asshole proved him wrong every fucking time. He'd be more annoyed if they didn't seem to be just for him.

	The moles smattered over his body, making him ache with the desire to lick a path from each one to the other with his tongue, until he knows where every single one is when hidden under Ilya's clothes.

	His stupidly fat ass. Honestly he's surprised the other Captain hasn't shoved someone out of the way with it during a game. It's distracting. Even more so when he's in the shower and the hot water runs off it in rivulets. Shane knows Ilya is obsessed with his ass, but if he had the courage one day and he knew Ilya would say yes, he'd love to bury his face between those generous, firmly muscled cheeks, and just feast on his hole until he felt like he might pass out.

	His shitty flirting over text, and his shitty timing making Shane hard before a match, and his stupid fucking dick pics sent just like that, like it's not painfully, horribly, devastatingly risky to even be talking to each other like they do. Shane might smile whenever Ilya sends him an emoji or says something so audaciously cheeky that no one else would get away with it, but the asshole doesn't need to know that. His ego was big enough as it was.

	His dick. All nine, thick, beautiful, gut-rearranging, brain-melting, life-changing inches of it. 

	That he's serious on the ice and most of the time off it, but there's some moments with Shane where he lets himself be silly. Pouting and making faces; teasing him just because he can. Shane doesn't know what life is like for Ilya back in Russia, though he thinks it might be difficult and painful if the way he clams up about it is any indication, so any time he smirks or blows raspberries at him as if nothing else could possibly matter right in that moment, makes his chest clench in a way he doesn't want to put a name to.

	His tits. Big and perky. Perfect for resting his head on. Not that they really cuddle much, but those few minutes after they fuck they do, and Shane's been tempted to shuffle down the bed and lay with his cheek on Ilya's chest, just to listen to the steady thump-thump-thump of his heart. (It's probably a good job one of them always leaves before the sweat has fully dried on their skin. It would hurt otherwise.) (As if it didn't already).

	The way Ilya can suck his dick like that was his main talent, and not the way he skates; making Shane lose his mind and blow his load in mere minutes.

	That sometimes flat, sometimes clipped, but always making him crazy rumbling accent of his, that makes butterflies tangle themselves in knots in his belly.

	The way he kisses Shane like he wants to devour him, and whenever they don't kiss Shane feels like he's going to starve to death.

	How he fucks Shane so fucking good the thought of getting on his hands and knees, with his ass in the air, hole wet with lube and spit waiting to be speared open and left gaping, for anyone else other than Ilya Fucking Rozanov has him terrified, because he knows. He knows it won't be the same. It won't be as good. It won't be them.

	That Ilya had wanted whatever this was between them to keep going enough to give Shane his number, and come up with a way for them to text without being caught. And that Jane rhymes with Shane, and Lily is almost Ilya, as if he didn't want them to be completely different people, just hidden enough that no one else would know.

	The “Is this ok?” murmured into the quiet dark between them when they fuck, as if Ilya can’t not make sure Shane is alright, before slamming his dick inside him over and over, gripping his hips, just shy of bruising. (A choice Shane knows is to keep team mates from asking questions, but still, he’d like to wake up and there be marks. Just once. Just to remind him that it did actually happen).

	The way Ilya stares at him, and sees right through him to the soft, vulnerable squishy parts he tries so desperately to hide, and yet...doesn't hate him. Touches him greedily, demandingly. He looks and he looks and he makes Shane want to look back even though they shouldn't.

	And how Shane can forget about everything else when he's with him; like it all just fades away, until it's just him and Ilya. No rivalry. No one else watching. No hearts waiting to be broken. 






                                                            ~~~~
If you asked either one of them what they hated, they'd both shrug and give you a half-smile and say, "losing."
Which would be true. 
But what they don't say is that they don't just mean the matches they play. They mean the time together that's lost before they even get to find the opportunity to be together. They mean the distance between them that doesn't always feel like it's there just because they're in separate countries or states. They mean they hate the thought of losing the other from their arms, their beds, their lives.
They mean losing in a way that only applies to those that sneak their way into your heart when you weren't looking, and even when you were.
But no one knows that they're together, or what they mean to the other, and Ilya and Shane doubts they ever will because Professional Hockey and same-sex relationships just doesn't go together.
And so they say they hate losing because they do, but there's so many other things they just don't say; hoping the other is hearing those words in the silences in between anyway, and having no fucking clue if they're even speaking the same language when they don't have their hands on each other, because words are hard; clogging up their throats, struggling to make noise.
But they don't stop, even if they can't admit how they feel. Pulled to each other like magnets; knowing the other could be their damnation, while craving salvation and freedom from those very same hands. It's fucked up and a tangled mess, and dangerous and exciting and no doubt will blow up in their faces at some point.
Though that's just their way isn't it?
And as they don't say out loud, they really do love it. 
(Or at least, they love each other, which makes every little thing they hate, and every risk they take, so very worth it).

    





  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          Leave me a comment if you enjoyed it, so I know I'm not writing into the void 🩷


        


    


  Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!








