

Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own 
at http://archiveofourown.org/works/114225.



  
        	Rating:

        	General Audiences

        	Archive Warning:

        	No Archive Warnings Apply

        	Category:

        	Gen

        	Fandom:

        	Bandom, Fall Out Boy

        	Relationship:

        	None

        	Character:

        	Pete Wentz, Patrick Stump

    	Stats:

    	
      Published: 2010-02-05
      Words: 1697
    

  

  (I've Loved) Everything About You That Hurts

  by reni_days

    Summary

    There are parts of Pete that will always belong to Patrick.


  






    






  TITLE:  (I've Loved) Everything About You That Hurts
WORD COUNT: 1,600-ish
RATING: G
SUMMARY: There are parts of Pete that will always belong to Patrick.
A/N: I'm not feeling particularly alarmist about the FOB thing.  I have my thoughts on it, and they are basically what they have always been, and basically I'm just in a "wait-and-see" kind of place.  On the other hand, Pete is sad.  And when Pete is sad, it makes me sad, and then I resort to weird forms of self-therapy.  Namely, writing sappy ficlets.  This is unmitigated schmoop, sorry.  Thanks to Barmy for looking it over, blame me for any residual incoherence.  No, this is not the [image: [info]]help_haiti fic I should be posting right now.  Yes, I am ashamed.  /o\
[bookmark: cutid1] ~
It's a little like the end of a marriage. 
No, not even the end--the trial legal separation, that thing where you still love each other way too much to jump headlong into a divorce, but everybody suspects that's probably where you're headed.  Including you.  And the thing about a marriage is that no matter what terms you part on, no matter how hard you try to start fresh and move on with a new life that is all your own, there will always be a connection between you and this other person, because the time you spent together can never be erased.  It leaves you bound together in unexpected, bittersweet ways; you will always know each other on a level no one else will ever really be able to touch, because the experiences you shared together can never be repeated.  There are parts of you that belong to each other, parts that will always belong to each other.
No matter what happens with the band, there are parts of Patrick that will always belong to Pete.
And the thing is, there are parts of Pete that will always belong to Patrick, too.
Patrick watches Pete's twitter on his Google feed-reader, watches his blog posts and every video interview that comes his way.  He doesn't do it in a stalkery way, and on some level it isn't even because he can't let go.   What it is--and Patrick will never admit this out loud to anyone, including Pete, but with Pete he'd never have to, because Pete already knows--is...something like responsibility.  Pete is an open book to Patrick on levels that could never be true for anyone else; he's a language Patrick has spoken fluently since he was just a high school kid.  There is no one else in all the world who speaks that language as fluently as Patrick does, and they both know it.  Not even Ashlee, and she knows it, too.
So Patrick watches, and listens, because it's Pete, and the biggest mistake Patrick ever made in his life was not paying attention when it mattered, and there's no way he's ever going to repeat it.  He keeps up on all the things Pete says and the things he doesn't--the way Pete's smile is bright, but his weight is rocking anxiously from foot to foot, hands in his pockets; his doctor changed his dosage again.  His tweets and blogs waver queasily back and forth between depressive melodrama about the end of the band, and too-sharp humor directed at all the people freaking out about the end of the band.  (My marriage is over--unless maybe it isn't--except it totally is, and I'm going to die alone!)  The shifting tones are more worrying than the words themselves; Pete's moody and lonely, and seems to be building toward some kind of dramatic gesture, which might be as simple as starting yet another new side venture, but might be as complicated as Best Buy, though likely not in the same vein.  Bronx is an excellent barrier against that particular concern, but there are thousands of methods for self-destruction, and Pete knows every one of them intimately.  That bears watching.
He reads between the lines of the words Pete actually chooses, knowing that words are Pete's weapon of choice and that when he's rambling, you're probably fine, but when it's short and seemingly careless, that's where the layers are hiding.
i miss truck stops and sneaking nachos, says Pete, with an early band photo for emphasis.
And yeah, it means I miss you, and Patrick isn't immune to the wistfulness, the longing in those words, but it means a lot of other things, too.  'I miss me' is one of them, and Patrick's chest aches, because he misses Pete, too.  That Pete, young and loud and reckless, wild and determined and fucking indestructible.  There are other layers too, more complicated things that maybe only Patrick even knows to look for--things about Pete's frustration with living life on solid ground, some stuff about guilt and stagnation, a thread of aching confusion about how he could have managed to let things get this far, let them slip away.
He misses Fall Out Boy.  But more than that, he misses being happy, and he doesn't understand how that was already gone, even while he still had his band.  Patrick wishes he could explain it to him, but he doesn't really understand that part, himself.
What actually finally makes Patrick call him, though, isn't any of those things.
It's Pete's beard.
"Hi," says Patrick, when Pete answers the phone, uncharacteristically subdued.  "You're not old."
Pete is quiet for a second, but then he laughs, sudden and sharp, like it was startled out of him.  "Dude," he says.  "I'm a thirty-something has-been ex-rockstar, and a dad.  I'm totally old."
"Hey, knock that shit off," says Patrick.  "We're on a fucking break, quit freaking everybody out.  You're not an ex-rockstar, Jesus.  Shave your fucking face.  And your haircut is stupid.  I wasn't going to say anything, but it just is."
"My emo swoop was stupid," Pete retorts, and his voice is...unimaginably fond.  Patrick's chest aches again. 
"Your emo swoop was stupid," Patrick agrees.  "But it was Pete stupid.  Your new hair is accountant stupid, and I hate it."
 "Patrick," Pete says, very softly.  Patrick's stomach does a little emo swoop of its own. 
"Yeah?"
"Do you think it's really just a break?"
Patrick thinks about the album full of songs he's getting ready to release.  He thinks about how hard he worked, and how terrifying it was, and the staggering, heady sense of accomplishment he still gets every time he thinks about the fact that he's really doing this.
He thinks about how fucking lonely it all is.
"Yes," he says firmly, and it's maybe the first time since they started talking about a "break" to begin with that he really, genuinely means it.  "I really do."
Pete's breath sounds a little rough.  "Yeah?" he manages, after a minute.
"Yeah."  Patrick hears how uneven his own voice is, and clears his throat.  "Seriously, okay.  Shave your fucking face.  Go get a new tattoo, pierce an eyebrow or something, dye a blue streak in your stupid accountant hair, and stop acting like a shithead.  At this rate you'll be using a fucking walker when we go back out on tour."
Pete laughs, shakily.  "You're just jealous because you can't grow a manly beard like mine," he says.
"Whatever.  Hey, we should make Andy shave his face.  Like, write it into the contract next time around, right?  I couldn't get over that picture you posted.  His little baby face."
Pete's laugh is a lot steadier now.  "You're one to talk about little baby faces," he points out.  "Why haven't you shared your time machine?"
"Fuck you."  Patrick rolls his eyes.  "You are totally the first person to make that joke.  Nobody else has thought of it, aren't you clever.  So, hey.  Pete?"
"Yeah?"
"Are we good, here?"
Patrick actually holds his breath a little, waiting for the answer, but Pete doesn't hesitate.  "Yeah.  We're good."
"Good."  Patrick exhales, relieved.  "Okay.  When will you be back in California?"
"A week or two," Pete says carefully.  He sounds hopeful, and weirdly uncertain.
Patrick rolls his eyes again.  "Okay.  Dinner?"
"Yeah."  Pete's grin is clearly audible.  "Hey.  Hey, Patrick."
"Yeah?"
Pete hesitates.  Then, "Miss you," he blurts.
Patrick swallows.  "Miss you, too," he manages, and hangs up before they can descend any further down the path of maudlin sentiment.
It's not like they can wave a magic wand and make all the things that are wrong feel right again.  It's not like the break is any less necessary now than it was before, or like anything is really different than it was fifteen minutes ago.
But Patrick feels a little lighter than he did before, and maybe he's no closer to having his band back, but he might actually be a little closer to having Pete back, and it's been so long since he's thought of those as two separate things that he wouldn't have even known to want this in exactly this way.
He does now.  It feels pretty good.
His phone buzzes with a text from Pete, and he glances down to read it. 
dont lose any more weight ok? it wont make you any braver
Patrick swallows thickly, lets himself remember that Pete knows him every bit as well as he knows Pete, and forces himself not to get defensive and flare up about it.
So feed me up at dinner, asshole, is what he sends back, and Pete's return text is a row of smiley faces that feel more genuine than anything else Patrick has seen from him for awhile.
Patrick tosses his phone onto the desk, and settles back to finishing up some of the mixing for one of his new songs.
He doesn't surface again until much later in the evening, and when he checks his feeds before going to bed, there's a bunch of new tweets from Pete.  One in particular catches Patrick's eye.
@ashsimpsonwentz pick up shaving cream on your way home?  boss says this thing on my face has to go. what do u think of eyebrow piercings?
Patrick takes it for everything that it actually means, and smiles.
~
End.
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