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Knot a Distraction

    by AutumnFoxed

      Summary

      A reporter stepped forward. "Rozanov. Thoughts on Shane's new look?"

"The wolfcut is falling perfectly," Ilya explained. "Also, Shane had very good game tonight. But I could not appreciate properly because I was too busy thinking about how pretty he is."

On Twitter: Rozanov looking at Hollander’s wolfcut like it personally saved his life is my Roman Empire 🙏

When Shane grows his hair out into a wolf cut and starts tying it into a bun, Ilya becomes distracted on the ice, and very publicly on the internet.

Featuring: a viral hair tuck, a possessive tweet, and a team rule that exists solely because Ilya cannot behave.



      Notes

        So I saw THIS and got possessed by the need to write a wolfcut Shane. There are no TLG spoilers here, unless you count Shane having a manbun, which… obviously :)


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






    






Knot a Distraction

    
      Ilya was mid-stretch along the boards, one skate hooked up behind him in a position that looked flexible but was actually just lazy, pretending to listen to Weibe outline drills. 
Then Bood said, very softly, "...Hollander?"
Luca squinted from center ice. "He looks like he's about to drop a spoken word poetry album about trees."
That was when Ilya finally looked up - and promptly forgot how to function. 
Because his husband was walking towards them with his hair tied up in a bun.
His longer wolf-cut - which Ilya had already spent several private hours being emotionally compromised by - was gathered neatly at the crown of his head like some kind of gift to humanity. Loose strands framed his sharp cheekbones, and the lines of his jaw were somehow more defined. His neck looked like something Ilya wanted to investigate more thoroughly later.
Ilya forgot he was still balancing on one skate.
There was a very public collision with the boards.
Nick didn't even pretend to be concerned. "You good, Roz? That looked personal."
Ilya peeled himself off the boards with what he considered maximum dignity under the circumstances. "I slipped." 
"On what?" Evan called out. "Your own thirst?"
Weibe blew the whistle hard enough to echo. "Rozanov. Hollander. Line rush. Let's go, let's go, we don't have all day."
Shane bent slightly at the knees, rolling his shoulders once to loosen up. He caught Ilya staring. A faint flush crept up his neck, visible even under the arena lights. After he put on his gear, Weibe's whistle blew again.
They took off.
Ilya meant to drive wide and cut inside. Instead, he was watching the way strands slipped free at Shane's temples when he accelerated, the way they caught the light.
Half a second was all it took for Shane to deke left, stickhandle right, and steal the puck cleanly off Ilya's tape like he was taking candy from a distracted baby.
"Jesus, Roz," Troy called from the side. "Blink. Use your eyes. That's what they're for."
Shane scored. 
Ilya skated backward in front of him, refusing to let this go. "You did that on purpose."
"Did what?"
"The hair. The bun. This whole situation."
"It's tied up for practice," Shane pushed past him, but not before Ilya caught the tiny smile he was trying to hide.
Weibe pinched the bridge of his nose. "Rozanov, if you cannot behave, I will separate you from the group."
"You cannot separate married couple," Ilya said. "Is against law."
Next, they ran a power play simulation.
Shane took his usual spot, directing traffic with small hand gestures and sharp commands.
Ilya tried to concentrate on positioning and not on the bun. But every time Shane turned his head to call instructions, Ilya found himself stealing glances at the back of his helmet, wondering if the bun was still perfectly in place beneath all that cage and plastic. Shane tilted his head to bark something at the point, and Ilya caught himself straining to see past the helmet's edge, like he might catch a glimpse of that escaped strand curling against his ear if he just tried hard enough.
Shane barked a command. "Rozanov, backdoor. Now."
"I am trying," Ilya muttered, then louder, "Yes, Hollander."
They scored again anyway, because Shane was Shane.
After the whistle, Shane skated past, slowing just enough to murmur, "It's practical. Keeps it out of my face."
"Is devastating. To me. Specifically."
From the bench, Bood called out, "Coach, we gotta file this under workplace distractions. Hostile work environment."
Chouinard added, "I think Rozanov needs a cold shower."
Weibe's voice echoed from the bench. "Rozanov."
"Yes?"
"Get off my ice before I charge you rent."
~
The next day, Ilya came prepared with three hair ties in his gear bag. Two in his jacket pocket. One looped around his wrist like a friendship bracelet, "just in case."
Unfortunately, Bood found them first. "Are these yours?"
"Yes," Ilya said, not looking up from retaping his stick.
"Why?" Luca asked.
Ilya zipped his bag. "Prepared husband."
Bood held up the hair ties like evidence at a trial. "Prepared husband?! For when his hair gets loose on the ice? During the game? Is that the crisis?"
"In case," Ilya replied. "You never know."
LaPointe leaned against his stall, arms crossed. "Remember when you requested the team order extra Gatorade because 'Shane prefers the blue one and what if he runs out mid-game'?"
"That was reasonable request."
"Remember when you asked the equipment manager to heat Shane's jersey before every period?"
"Is for muscle warmth."
"Remember when you tried to get the team to change the away hotel because the one we were staying at didn't have 'good morning light for Shane's yoga and meditation'?"
Ilya paused. "That one, okay, maybe extra."
Young was already walking toward the corner of the room where a jar sat on a small table. It was labeled "GET A ROOM TAX" in aggressive block letters, and it was already disturbingly full of cash.
"Let's tally up, boys," Evan announced, grabbing the jar and a notepad. "Current balance before today: four hundred and seventy-three dollars."
"THAT MUCH?" Shane finally spoke, looking genuinely horrified.
"That's since January, buddy. You guys are expensive." 
Holmberg, who had been quietly watching from across the room, finally spoke up. "At this rate, the jar's gonna fund our Athens trip by December."
"We're going to Athens?" Troy perked up.
"Not yet, but with these two..." Holmberg gestured at Ilya and Shane. "We're gonna be eating gyros on the Acropolis by Christmas."
Shane had his face in his hands again. The position was becoming familiar.
Bood patted him on the shoulder. "It's okay, Hollander. Embrace it. You're the most loved man in hockey. Also the most memed."
"We're going to Greece because my husband won't stop complimenting my hair," Shane said flatly.
"See? You're a team player," Chouinard grinned. 
Ilya walked over and draped himself around Shane from behind, chin on his shoulder. "Don't worry, solnyshko. I will pay the jar. Is worth it."
"That's another twenty-five for the public display," Young called out.
Ilya didn't move. "Put it on my tab."
~
The thing was, Ilya did not approach this casually. If his husband was committing to a longer wolf-cut era, Ilya would be informed. He would study.
One night, sprawled across their couch while Shane reviewed charity camp budgets on the other end, Ilya opened his laptop. Shane had his reading glasses on, the ones that made him look unfairly attractive, and his hair was falling in soft waves around his face.
Ilya's search history over the course of forty-five minutes:
- what way to keep wolf cut man hair
- man bun how to tie right way teach me
- strong hair tie for big hair play hockey sweat
- braid hair is good for hair truth or lie
- how put hair in braid not look like i learned from computer
- viking hair style for real fight
- does shane know i am looking at this

He watched three separate tutorials and practiced the hand motions with one of Shane's spare hood strings. Muttered in Russian when it tangled, which was often. But at the end, he was confident.
A week later, at home, opportunity struck. Shane sat at the dining table in soft sweats and Ilya’s old t-shirt, hair down. It fell past his collar now, the layers framing his face in a way that made Ilya's pulse do something irregular. Medical professionals might be concerned.
Shane was frowning at paperwork, brows drawn together, lips pursed slightly as he calculated numbers for his charity program. 
Ilya walked behind him and ran his fingers through the hair experimentally.
Shane’s pen stopped moving. "What are you doing?"
"Standby." Ilya gathered a section carefully, splitting it into three pieces the way the tutorials had shown. "Do not move."
It took two attempts. A muttered, "Why is this advanced engineering? Is not rocket science. Is just hair."
But eventually, the strands crossed smoothly. Over. Under. Tighten. Over. Under. Tighten. The rhythm clicked into place.
"You know how to braid now?" Shane asked.
"YouTube university. Top rated program."
Ilya focused on keeping the sections even, fingers surprisingly gentle. He'd learned the hard way that gentleness was important here. The first time he'd tried braiding his own hair as a kid, he'd yanked so hard his eyes watered.
Shane's shoulders dropped further. "You researched this." 
"I am naturally talented. Full of surprises."
Ilya secured the end with one of his emergency hair ties. Shane turned in his chair to look up at him.
"Thank you." 
Ilya shrugged like it was nothing, like he had not spent forty-five minutes studying wolf-cut geometry like it was playoff footage, like he did not currently have three more hair ties in his pocket just in case.
He ran a hand over the braid gently, feeling the texture.
"Next time," he announced, "I try French braid. More advanced."
Shane laughed. "There's going to be a next time?"
"I have system now. Supplies. Training." Ilya tapped his temple. "You cannot stop progress."
~
Instead of just watching hockey, Montreal fans analyzed it, debated it, and treated every game like a religious ceremony where they were the high priests. The moment Shane stepped onto the ice, the jeers started.
Ilya adjusted his gloves and tried to behave like a normal person.
He knew Shane's bun was higher tonight. A few strands left loose near his temples, softening the sharp lines of his face just enough to be distracting. 
A Montreal winger drifted close during line rush. He gave Shane a slow once-over. "Nice man bun, Hollander." 
Before Shane could respond, Ilya slid into the space between them like a shark scenting blood in the water. 
"I agree," Ilya said pleasantly. "Is very elegant."
The Montreal player blinked. "I was chirping him."
"I know."
The winger's brain visibly caught up.
"Did your wife braid it?" he tried again, doubling down.
“No,” Ilya said calmly. “His dog did.”
The winger frowned. “His - what?”
“Is very talented dog,” Ilya continued. “Extremely loyal. Follows him everywhere. Also very attached.”
The winger’s expression shifted from smug to deeply confused. “You’re weird, man.”
"You wish you could pull it off," Ilya added. "Is okay. Not everyone can."
The Montreal player skated away, visibly reconsidering his career path.
Midway through the period, another Montreal defenseman tried it. They lined up for a faceoff in Ottawa's end. The guy leaned in close to Shane, muttered loud enough for Ilya to hear from his position.
"Careful, Hollander." Greasy smile. "Don't want that thing coming loose. Would be embarrassing."
Ilya's shoulder bumped the guy's space.
"You sound obsessed."
The guy's head swiveled. "I'm not talking to you."
"You are now," Ilya smiled. "Welcome to conversation. Is nice here."
The ref shoved them apart with ease.
Shane didn't look at Ilya, but there was the faintest twitch at the corner of his mouth.
That was enough reward.
Skating away, Ilya forced himself into game mode. The puck came loose at the blue line, bouncing off a Montreal skate.
Shane picked it up.
Everything slowed.
He cut inside one defender, smooth pivot, body between them and the puck. Slipped past another with that edge work that made defensemen look foolish. The Montreal goalie committed too early, dropped down, exposed the top corner.
Shane snapped it top shelf. The red light exploded.
Ilya didn't remember moving. He just remembered the sound of his own heartbeat and Shane ripping his helmet off as teammates crashed into him from every direction.
The bun unraveled instantly, hair falling loose around Shane's shoulders, flushed face bright with adrenaline and victory. He looked incandescent, like every historical romance novel Ilya would never admit to reading.
Religious experience, Ilya thought. I understand prophets now. This is what they meant.
He skated forward slowly, almost reverently, separating from the pile of celebrating teammates.
Shane turned toward him, still glowing. A strand of hair stuck to his cheek, plastered there by sweat.
Without thinking, Ilya pushed the hair back from Shane's face and tucked it behind his ear.
Somewhere in the arena, a social media intern was having the best night of their career. 
~
The interview room afterward was already doomed. Shane sat down first, Ilya dropped into the chair beside him.
The first question went to Shane about the goal. He credited his linemates and talked about execution and positioning.
A reporter stepped forward. "Rozanov. Thoughts on Shane's new look?"
Resignation settled over Shane's features.
"He looks powerful," Ilya said with absolute sincerity. "Like Nordic warlord."
Shane tried to recover, straightening in his chair. "The team played well defensively tonight. We stuck to the system - "
"Was very distracting defensively," Ilya added. "Hard to focus when husband looks like that."
Another reporter raised a hand. "Ilya, can you elaborate on what you meant by 'looks like that'?"
"Is the bun," Ilya explained, gesturing vaguely toward the back of his own head. "You have to understand. During game, is always under helmet. But tonight, is out. In wild. Like, how you say, free-range bun."
"Oh god," Shane whispered.
"And the wolfcut," Ilya continued. "Is falling perfectly. Every time he moves head, the little pieces - " He made a fluttering gesture with his fingers near his ear. "Is very aerodynamic, I think. For skating. And my heart."
A few reporters snorted.
"Also, he had very good game tonight," Ilya added. "But I could not appreciate properly because I was too busy thinking about how pretty he is."
A reporter near the front shot up. "Shane, how do you respond to your husband's - " she glanced at her notes, " - objective fact assessment?"
"I respond by requesting a trade."
Ilya gasped. "You would leave me? After I defend your honor so passionately?"
"My honor didn't need defending. My hair did."
"Is same thing," Ilya waved this away. "Hair is part of honor. In Russia, is very important. If someone insults your hair, you must challenge to duel."
"Then you're the one insulting my hair right now."
"No, no," Ilya shook his head firmly. "I appreciate your hair very much. With my whole chest."
Shane turned to him slowly. "With your whole chest?"
"Yes. Is expression. Means I feel it here," Ilya patted his heart. "The appreciation. For your wolfcut. And your face."
"My face."
"Especially your face," Ilya nodded. "I notice it during power play, when you are yelling at me."
"I yell at everyone on the power play."
"Yes, but when you yell at me, I think, 'Wow, his brow bone is so strong. I should probably listen to what he is saying.'" Ilya paused. "I do not listen. But I think it."
Another reporter jumped in. "Ilya, you mentioned the bun being 'free-range' earlier. Can you expand on that?"
"Yes. I will narrate. 'Here we see the rare post-game bun in its natural habitat. Watch as it catches the arena lights. Notice how it frames the face perfectly. The subject is - '" Ilya squinted at Shane, "' - extremely hot. This is making it difficult for other players to complete basic tasks.'"
A reporter from the back called out: "Ilya, do you think the bun gives Shane a competitive advantage?"
"I think yes," Ilya said seriously. "Other team looks at him, thinks, 'That guy's hair is perfect. How can we win?' They cannot. They are already defeated. Is over before puck drop."
"That's - " Shane started.
"When he skates fast," Ilya continued, "the little pieces flow behind him. Like cape, but for hair."
"A hair cape," the reporter repeated, writing it down.
"Yes. Is why he is so fast."
Shane frowned. "I'm fast because I train. It has nothing to do with my - my hair cape."
Ilya looked at him. "My Shane, you think hard work and training cannot coexist with hair advantage? Both things can be true. Is called 'and.' You are good player AND you have beautiful wolfcut. The universe gave you many gifts. You should say thank you."
"Thank you," Shane made eye contact with Harris. "Can I go now?" 
"One more," Ilya said. "Is important."
"What?"
Ilya turned to the reporters. "He also had three assists tonight. I did not mention this earlier because I was distracted by his beauty, but should be in the article. He is not just pretty face. He is also pretty passer."
"Pretty passer," Shane repeated.
"Yes. You should print that. 'Pretty passer with wolfcut dominates game, steals heart of Russian teammate.' Is good headline."
@pinnedandpounded
Rozanov looking at Hollander’s wolfcut like it personally saved his life is my Roman Empire 🙏
@sportsanalytics ✔️
Fascinated by the suggestion that the bun provides an aerodynamic advantage. Running the numbers now.
> reply from @sportsanalytics ✔️
PRELIMINARY FINDINGS: Cannot confirm or deny bun-related speed boost. However, Ilya's ability to be down bad increased 400% during this press conference. 
@jockstrapsniffer
Ilya: literally anywhere in the arena
Shane: exists within a 50ft radius
Ilya: 😦⁉️⁉️⁉️🥺👉👈
@rozanovsgoodgirlbadchoice
Shane: ruffles his hair during postgame interview
Ilya: 😍😍😍 the way he does that... so talented... so precise... I am blessed every day...
@sweatysockfetish
someone needs to study rozanov's brain. like how does he function. how does he remember hockey plays. his brain is just 80% shane content and 20% "must score goals to impress shane"
@thickthighs_savelives
other WAGs: coordinating outfits for game night, planning charity events, being normal
Ilya: standing outside the away team locker room 45 minutes before game waiting for my husband to emerge like a beautiful butterfly from his cocoon
@helmethairimprints
Oxford editors after watching that press conference: "Yeah we need to update 'simp' immediately. Just put Ilya Rozanov's face and be done with it."
@ilikemyrussianraw
hot take: rozanov doesn't play hockey for the stanley cup. he plays hockey because it means he gets to be on the ice with hollander for 60 minutes. the cup is just a bonus.
@taylorswifts_ex_combined_iq
The NHL app crashed because Roz posted 41 photos of Shane at once and everyone tried to look at them simultaneously. The league is investigating "unprecedented server load caused by marital devotion."
@elonmusk_says_what_now
rozanov has never experienced a single intrusive thought in his life because every thought he has is about shane and he welcomes all of them with open arms lmao
@TomLastNameNotFound404
Therapist: so what brings you here today?
Ilya: my husband is so beautiful that I can't focus on hockey sometimes and it's becoming a professional concern
Therapist: ...
Ilya: but also I wouldn't change anything. he's worth the lost productivity. 
@hockeymemesdaily ✔️
Opponent: tries to fight Ilya
Ilya: staring at the bench where shane is fixing his bun
Opponent: ...are you even listening??
Ilya: no❤️ my husband is adjusting his hair and I need to witness it❤️ fight me later❤️ or don't❤️ I don't care❤️
@kardashians_plasticsurgeonretired
The Ottawa Centaurs' have officially changed their team motto to "Acknowledging and supporting the ongoing matrimonial reality that Ilya Rozanov consistently brings to our attention."

~
Ilya found out by accident, which was unfair, because if there was going to be public admiration of his husband, he preferred to schedule it in advance. 
They were on the plane back to Ottawa, the team still buzzing from the overtime win. Shane was across the aisle, headphones on, laptop open, reviewing clips. 
Wyatt leaned over the seat in front of him and said, far too casually, "Hey, Roz. You seen Twitter?"
Ilya didn't look up from the magazine he was pretending to read. "I avoid. Is bad for blood pressure."
Wyatt's grin widened, which should have been a warning. "Shame. Because apparently Captain With Long Hair hits different."
Ilya’s magazine lowered an inch. "Excuse me."
Wyatt turned his phone around, screen glowing bright in the dim cabin.
It was a slow motion fan edit of Shane tying his bun before warmups, fingers working through the hair with that focused expression. Shane scoring in overtime, the puck leaving his stick. The hair down after falling around his shoulders. The flush in his cheeks. The smile.
Caption: 
Captain with long hair hits different.

The likes were climbing in real time. The comments were worse.
i would let him ruin my life 💔
the TUCK was the most intimate thing i've ever seen in sports and i watched the 2014 olympics 🥵
google search history is WILD tonight. hollzy rule 34 💀
tell me why roz looks more gone than the goalie LMAOOOO
shane hollander could step on me and i'd ask if he wanted the other foot too 😩
roz is not beating the worship allegations 🙏✋
ilya's fingers in shane's hair and it's not even my hair and i'm pregnant 🤰
evan choking on water is me choking on something else rn iykwim 🍆 💦
shane hollander has a WIFE and the wife is a 6'3 Russian who knows braiding 🥹
solidarity in thirst 🤝

Ilya stared. There was a tight, unfamiliar feeling in his chest.
Possessive satisfaction with a side of theatrical outrage.
Of course he hits different. He is my husband. 
Across the aisle, Shane glanced up from his laptop, sensing something. "Why are you quiet? That's never good."
Ilya opened his own account and simply posted one photo from practice earlier that week - Shane mid-motion, hands raised as he gathered his hair, utterly unaware he was being watched. Ilya had taken forty-one photos that day. This was his favorite.
Caption:
Mine

He locked his phone and leaned back, satisfied.
Across the aisle, Shane's phone buzzed. Confused, he opened the notification. 
He looked up slowly. "You did not."
"I did," Ilya nodded proudly. "Was necessary."
Shane stared at him across the aisle. "You can't just stake public claims like a medieval landowner."
Ilya shrugged. "But I am Russian."
~
By the time they got to the rink the next morning, the situation had escalated. There was a printed sheet taped to the locker room wall. 
OTTAWA CENTAURS - INTERNAL POLICY UPDATE
RULE 17: DO NOT DISTURB THE BUN
Effective immediately.
Penalty: You deal with Rozanov.
Subsection A: No commenting on the bun in flirtatious, suggestive, or spiritually admiring tones.
Subsection B: No asking “how it holds” or “what product he uses.” (He uses Rozanov.)
Subsection C:  Violations will be handled personally.

~
Harris did not accept his fate. He emailed.
Subject: Wolf Cut Situation

Shane opened it in their room after practice, Ilya hovering over his shoulder like a smug ghost who had won some kind of prize. 
Shane, as much as we support personal expression and player branding opportunities, I need to make you aware that Ilya's ongoing commentary has resulted in your hairstyle being cited in the public Wikipedia entry for the wolf cut.

Ilya perked up. "Ah. Good."
Shane scrolled. Harris had attached a screenshot. 
Notable Examples in Modern Pop Culture:
In recent times, professional hockey captain Shane Hollander has been noted for popularizing a sport-adapted wolf cut variation, often styled into a "man bun" during games. Teammate and spouse Ilya Rozanov has publicly described the look as "powerful," "Nordic warlord," and "very good when hair is down," contributing to significant online discourse and the viral hashtag #FreeRangeBun.

"They spelled my quote correctly," Ilya said, impressed. 
"This cannot be real."
"Is real. We are cultural impact." 
For future reference, we strongly recommend refraining from possessive declarations on social media platforms. Additionally, please ask Ilya to stop referring to you as a warlord in official interviews. Marketing has concerns about branding consistency.

Ilya leaned down. "This is historic recognition. Academic validation."
Shane turned in his chair to glare at him, but there was no real heat in it. "You are not helping."
Ilya studied him for a moment.
Hair slightly messy from practice, a few strands escaping near his neck, curling against his collar. 
And apparently, now academically documented for future generations.
"You see?" Ilya said softly, warmth settling in his chest. "The world agree with me."
Shane's expression softened despite himself. "About what?"
"That you hit different." Ilya reached out, brushed a strand of hair back from Shane's forehead. "Different from everyone. Only you."
Shane huffed out a laugh, shaking his head.
Ilya’s hand slid from Shane’s temple to the back of his neck, fingers threading lightly into the loose strands at the nape. He tugged him closer.
Shane stepped in without hesitation. Then breath mingled in the narrow space between them.
Ilya kissed him.
Shane exhaled softly against his mouth, hands coming up instinctively - one settling at Ilya’s waist, the other fisting gently into the front of his shirt.
That was enough to undo Ilya completely. He deepened it, drawing Shane closer. Shane’s lips parted with a familiar sigh, and the kiss shifted to softer and hungrier all at once.
The bun loosened under Ilya’s hand as he moved, strands slipping free again. He felt them against his knuckles, against his wrist, silk-soft and warm from Shane’s skin.
"Rule 17," Shane reminded him.
“I am the penalty,” Ilya murmured. “And since I broke rule, you must deal with me.”
“Oh, must I?”
“Yes.” Ilya’s mouth curved. “Has very serious consequence.”
Shane’s hands settled at Ilya’s waist again. “And what does that involve?”
Ilya leaned in, lips barely grazing Shane’s as he answered. “Extended supervision and close monitoring for entire evening.”
Shane laughed softly against his mouth. “That sounds suspiciously like you just want my attention.”
“I always want your attention,” Ilya replied without hesitation. “Now it is legally required.”
Shane shook his head but didn’t step away.
Ilya smiled against his lips before kissing him again.
Rule 17, after all, was very clear:
Violations would be handled personally.

    





  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          Hope you enjoyed! I would treasure your kudos/comments as much as Ilya treasures Shane’s hair 🤩

Also if you have any ideas for what you'd like to see next in this series, drop them in the comments! I'm always looking for inspiration <3


        


    


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








