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Can't Help It

by bomberqueenl?

Summary

I know everyone's written the missing scene of Ilya and David at the table when Shane goes
out with Yuna's cardigan but I had to, too.

Notes

Can I tell you it's weird to be in a fandom where typing "[Actual Dad Character]'s A+
Parenting" wouldn't be completely sarcastic? It's wild.

See the end of the work for more notes
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David watched his son take Yuna’s cardigan and go out the door she’d disappeared through,
and sat back a little in his chair. They were fine, Yuna just needed a moment to process that
there was an entire aspect of Shane she had not only not been managing, she also hadn’t even
suspected. David was as surprised as she was, but he was generally a bit more Zen about
these things; it was sinking in slowly for him but mostly he was grateful. He was just
grateful, firstly that his son had these unexpected depths to him-- he’d really been worried
about how driven and isolated Shane was, all these years-- and secondly that he knew, now.
He’d accidentally stumbled on the secret, and had run out of there and straight back here
resolving never to speak of it to anyone, but Shane had come right over, composed and brave
and, for once, not unaccompanied.

He took a sip of his drink, then turned his eyes to the young man sitting across the table. Ilya
hadn’t been frightened at all, not at any point in this entire thing. He seemed to be a fairly
unflappable creature. Who also, apparently, knew exactly how Shane liked to be touched.
Shane was not a person who liked to be touched very much, and while David didn’t exactly
relish the memory of seeing him pressed against a glass door and groped like that, it was
undeniable that he’d been enjoying it. Which was just not something David had ever thought
was really in the cards for Shane, and he couldn’t really square it. It was sort of nice, to be
wrong-footed about something that was actually good for Shane.

Ilya was regarding David with some wariness just now, though, holding his tumbler of vodka
in one hand with the other arm crossed over his chest.

“I’11 be honest,” David said, “I’m mostly just impressed he managed to keep a secret.” He
shook his head slightly. “I didn’t know he had it in him.”

Ilya inclined his head slightly, eyebrows twitching, but did not speak. David considered that a
moment, then decided to continue. “He wears his heart on his face,” David said. “Shane has
never in his life known how to keep from showing every single thought he has right on his
face.”

Ilya inclined his head again, a little further. “This is true,” he said, unsmiling.

“You can see how that would make a loving father worried for him,” David said. “This is a
hard, cruel world, and hockey can be a cruel sport. And here’s this little creature you made
and did your best with, and you can’t protect him, you have to kind of throw him out there for
the world to look at, and there he is with every single thing he thinks just right out on his
face.” He shook his head a little. “But I was wrong. He can hide.”

“You’re not wrong,” Ilya said, shaking his head a little. “He is no good at lying. But he has
learned when to shut his mouth, at least. The one thing he has, is discipline.”

“Too much,” David said. “Too much.”

Ilya shook his head slightly, looking away, and a little smile curved his lips, but it was a
slightly bitter one.



“I worried about you too,” David said bluntly, on impulse. Ilya looked at him, frowning in
puzzlement. “I knew you were even younger than Shane, and here you were, in a foreign
country, all alone. I knew how much pressure there was on Shane, and I thought, you’ve got
all that pressure too, but you don’t have Yuna Hollander there to kick people’s asses for you.”

Ilya’s mouth opened slightly in surprise, abandoning its sardonic little twist. “I was alone,” he
admitted. “But.” He smiled bitterly again, but it was sadder. “I had been alone a long time
already. It wasn’t that much more pressure. And coach was nicer to me here.”

“I remember when your father died,” David said. “I felt terrible. Shane said he’d sent
condolences, so it felt inappropriate for me to send any. Not like you’d even know who I was.
But I did worry for you then, too.”

Ilya blinked slowly, and nodded a little. “He did,” he said, “thank you.” He took a drink.
“Actually that maybe was when I realized.” And he stopped.

“Realized,” David prompted gently, when no more was forthcoming.

“How fucking nice Shane is,” Ilya said, looking away again. “Mostly people left me alone,
team left me alone, and I had said that was what [ wanted. Shane didn’t pester me but he sent
text, he called once. So I called him back, when it was bad and I did not know what to do
with myself. And he was so fucking nice to me.”

“He has a big heart,” David said. “But honestly that seems like a pretty low bar, Ilya.”
Ilya gave a low laugh, looking down into his tumbler. “No,” he said. “Not to me.”

“I admit,” David said, “I don’t know a lot about Russian culture. Are your folks usually
pretty stoic?” Asshole, that was a weird word to use to a second-language speaker. “You
know, keep their emotions inside?”’

Ilya laughed again. “Nooooot exactly,” he said, drawing it out as he considered it. “No, we
are drama. We are high drama. High emotions. We laugh and we scream and we cry. And we
do not smile too much, too much smile and everyone think you a fool. But lots of shouting.
Lots of crying. Lots of strong emotions. Lots of fighting.”

“That sounds healthy,” David said, slightly uncertainly.

Ilya shook his head, shrugged one shoulder. “Can be,” he said. “Can be not. Just like
anybody.” He shrugged. “We have feelings. We have feelings out loud. Doesn’t mean we falk
about feelings.” He raised the tumbler. “Part of culture is, you drink to be honest. A man who
will not drink with you is hiding.”

“My people don’t talk about feelings unless they’re nice,” David said.

“I notice this,” Ilya said, with an air of revelation. “Only nice things! But bad things happen!
Pretending there is no bad things does not make them not happen! Important to complain
about bad things, but when I do, people act like I am doing wrong. This I will say,” he went
on, warming to his topic-- the vodka was working, perhaps, just as his people believed--



“One thing Russians do well, we complain when things are bad. Because how can you fix
something if you cannot admit it is bad!”

“You’re absolutely right,” David said. “You’ve just got to tell it like it is.”

“Thank you,” Ilya said, “you understand.”

“Understand what?” Shane said at the door, and his eyes were wet but he was smiling.
“Importance of complaining,” Ilya said.

Yuna was right behind Shane, and was wiping her eyes, but she looked happy too. Whatever
they’d discussed, it seemed resolved. Good.

“Complaining,” Shane said, going a little blank. But he came and sat back down next to Ilya,
who gave him a startlingly sweet smile.

That was the truly unexpected thing, to see Rozanov’s face, so long always a cocky sneer or
hostile leer, in its real true natural state. The boy was made of sunshine really, David thought.
He didn’t wear his heart on his face all the time like Shane did, he had much more control,
much more reserve, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t there. And David had to admire a person
who could abandon himself to the pleasure of eating so thoroughly. Ilya was a person who
had a tremendous and sincere capacity to enjoy things, which was exactly what Shane needed
in his life.

Shane smiled back at him, a dazed and watery smile, but he was happy. Yuna came and sat
down, and took David’s hand in hers. He squeezed it, and she used her other hand to wipe her
eyes again.

Next evening at the cabin, post-dinner

“Ilya,” Yuna said. David pronounced it very correctly, llya had noticed, with the high thin I
and the sharp ya. Shane used a blocky, wide I sound. Ihll-yuh, sometimes even stretching it to
three syllables. Ill-ee-uh. Very Canadian. Yuna was right in the middle. Ilya didn’t exactly
mind; his name from Shane’s mouth was always a thrill no matter how many syllables it was.

He nodded a greeting to her, and moved over a little where he’d been leaning on the
decorative railing. She came and settled herself a short distance away, arm’s reach or so,
close enough to talk but not close enough to violate Canadians’ notions of personal space.
(Another cultural issue Ilya had needed to adjust to, as he’d belatedly learned that Russians
apparently liked to stand unusually close to one another while talking. Fortunately his time
among Finns had prepared him. Canadians were somewhere in between the two extremes. He
still had to mentally do math sometimes, especially when drunk, to place himself at arm’s
length from someone for an interaction he’d naturally have conducted at shoulder-bump
distance. It felt cold, but he was used to it now.)



“I want to talk about your career,” she said. “Firstly, have you discussed anything with your
agent?”

“No,” Ilya said. “The plan is very new. I want to be sure I’ve thought about it first.”
“Are you happy with your agent?” she asked, sliding a sidelong look at him.

He’d thought about it. His agent was Russian, and had represented him since he was a
teenager. He tilted his head, noncommittal. “Might be open to discuss,” he said, fidgeting
with a callus on his palm that was peeling a little from all the time in the water. He wished he
had a cigarette for something else to do with his hands, but he wasn’t about to light one up.
He didn’t have any out here anyway. He thought about calling his agent and saying My career
priority now is enabling my secret gay relationship, and how that might go. Hmmm.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” she said. “I understand we’re not deciding anything right now. But I
wanted to feel you out.”

He laughed. “I am a brazen hussy who will abandon team that drafted me just to be closer to
your son,” he said.

She laughed too. “Ilya,” she said. “I know how that sounded but-- the thing is, you’re an
absolute phenomenon and it would be a criminal waste to derail your career. If it weren’t for
Shane you’d be a generational talent. As it is the MLH is beyond lucky to have two like you
at once. [ don’t want to see you vanish into some backwater.”

“I am told Ottawa is capital city of Canada,” Ilya said innocently.
“But the Cens are a joke,” she said.

“They have potential,” Ilya argued.

“Ilya,” Yuna said, very quietly.

“I want Canadian passport,” Ilya said. He’d considered American, but given their politics--
he’d wanted to scream at what they were letting Putin do to them, but nobody would listen to
him and he’d only make himself a target, so he’d kept his mouth shut. And resolved that it
was Canada or nothing for him. “So it’s Ottawa, or I try for Edmonton or Vancouver, and I
play in Western Conference. And I see Shane once, twice a year, then at awards ceremony,
then maybe a week in the summer. Always on opposite sides at All-Star game, no way there
could be a theme that would put us together. Which I don’t care that much about but is one
more way we can’t see each other. And another contract is three, five, seven years? Only then
do I get to think about any other option. Ten years go by and I see Shane eleven, twelve times
total. By then I am thirty-five maybe? Maybe too old and broken to play hockey anymore.
Maybe I retire. And then I do whatever I want, because my life is over and nothing matters.
And that’s all I hope for?”

It had been a long monologue. Yuna hadn’t expected it, he thought, but she was mulling it
over, and her expression was-- sad maybe? “No,” she said quietly, “you’re right. If it’s
Canada you want-- but why such a hurry for the passport?”



Ilya considered his words. “If I am outed,” he said, “by some chance, and I lose my place on
a team, which is very possible outcome, [ have no legal standing to remain in North America,
and if I am deported back to Russia, as very publicly-outed gay, it is illegal there to be gay,
and I am quite sure I will not like what happens to me. I am extremely eager to get passport
that is not Russian, as quickly as I possibly can, because then at least no matter what, [ will
not have to find out what happens to me in Russia.”

Yuna exhaled. “I didn’t realize the law was quite that... much,” she said.

“It 1s,” he said. “I have relatives in police. Some of them hate me. They would see to it, I
have no doubt. Make example of me.”

Would his brother actually do it?
Yes, he decided, and gladly.
“Those are high stakes,” Yuna mused.

“Yes,” Ilya said. “It’s maybe why it took me ten years to admit to myself that this was
perhaps a real thing.” He gestured vaguely back at the cottage, where Shane and David were
doing something elaborate with a crossword puzzle.

“If that happened, though,” Yuna said. “Shane could marry you.”
“If I am outed and he is not,” Ilya said tightly. “What then?”
“That’s extremely unlikely,” Yuna said.

“But if it happened,” Ilya said. “Would be stupid to throw away his career too. Much smarter
to make a different plan to start with. Much smarter for me to get my own papers on my own
terms.” He tilted his hand. “So. Ottawa. Or I go to rot out west, and then there’s nothing to
hide, except maybe video call once in a while, hardly incriminating.” He shrugged. “Ottawa
does not look so bad.”

“I suppose not, once you lay it out like that,” she said, a little glum.

He couldn’t help but give her a half-grin. “I’m sorry there wasn’t something we miss so you
could fix it,” he said, and then immediately repented. “I mean that,” he added hastily. “I
hoped there was.”

She laughed. “Oh! You know, I do love fixing things,” she said. “Well, I haven’t given up. I
might think of something. There’s time.”

Ilya laughed, relieved she’d understood him. He liked her, and didn’t want to offend her, but
a large part of how he had always interacted with people he liked was making gentle fun of
them. He didn’t know what he’d have done if she’d turned out to be someone who couldn’t
stand that.

She sighed, and moved a little closer to him on the railing, so she could put her hand on his
arm. “Ilya,” she said. “You’re just such a good player. I don’t want to see you dragging an



underachieving team like a ball and chain around your ankle. You deserve to win more
Cups.” She considered that a moment. “Or, well, at least come in second. You know I want
Shane to win them all, of course.”

“Of course,” he said graciously.

She considered, pulling her arms in to cross them across her chest, tapping her chin with one
finger as she thought. “The real ideal situation would be if you could both play for the same
team,” she said. “Then there’s no more rivalry, there’s no more of that bullshit, and also you
would be unbeatable.” She glanced up at him, and pointed. “You two do have amazing
chemistry.”

“No team could afford us both,” Ilya said, and shrugged.

“Not right now,” Yuna said. “But. In the longer term.”

“I don’t think Montreal would ever, ever tolerate me,” Ilya said.
“It would be a hard sell,” Yuna conceded.

“I know you’re Metros fan,” he went on, deadpan. “I am surprised even still you can stand to
look at me.”

She gave him a look, but caught on that he was being funny, and laughed. “Young man,” she
said, “I admit that has been the most difficult part of this entire situation.”

“I am what I am,” Ilya said. “I can’t help it.”



End Notes

I have another longer work coming that is an absolute masterpiece of shitposting but it is a
collab work and it needs time, so this is mostly just to tide me over dopamine-wise until that
is done. Do stay tuned, I promise it will be worth the wait.

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