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Summary: 
Patrick returns to Chicago after signing with Detroit.









A Sea Was Storming Inside Of Me

Author’s Note:
I’ve been struggling on a different fic, the one I want to write to sorta get some kind of closure from this freakin’ pairing that’s taken up more than a decade of my life, but the chaos of yesterday happened as hockey so often does, and now here we are. Unbeta’d, probably full of errors, definitely full of my overwrought feels.





They’d hooked up back then. A lot of times. Not consistently. It wasn’t a thing or a situationship or whatever the kids called it these days. But if he added it up, by the time he’d reached 30 he’d probably had more sex with Jonny than any other single person.

When they were young and stupid and the team was struggling and all that weight had been on their shoulders, it’d been a necessary outlet. And in the times where Patrick overdid it with the alcohol and coke to treat the feelings and fears he hadn’t yet learned to put words to. He didn’t have the wherewithal to remember why it wasn’t smart, and Jonny didn’t know how else to get him to stay still and not fuck up his life further. Funny how Patrick always managed that when they were apart.

Later it had been a vice that he’d felt he had to quit when he got sober. They’d said nothing changes if nothing changes, and he couldn’t change hockey or his father. Which meant that drugs and Jonny were all he had to trade.

But being with Jonny was one sin he couldn’t stop committing. On the other side of that crushing Nashville sweep, they’d found each other, when the utter agony of that defeat had been too big to shoulder alone. It had barely felt good, trying to be ginger and careful of injuries they’d been nursing for too long.

They’d done it when Jonny’s struggles with those injuries as well as the fog of concussion and illness had started to compound. When it got so bad and doctors kept throwing around words like idiopathic and poorly understood and inconclusive. When Jonny was struggling to sleep, to eat, battling his body itself, and all Patrick knew how to do was try to make it feel better with his own. In that way it became a stop gap, trying to manage Jonny’s pain and fatigue and most of all to keep the percocet use down to the barest minimum.

They’d fucked as therapy, as stress relief, and to anaesthetize helplessness. But sober? Rested? Healthy? Not until the day their last contract ran out.

It was only now starting to be sex instead of medicine. About desire instead of a desperate crutch to keep performing. Sex with Jonny used to make him feel functional all the time, but it had never been allowed to make him happy.

It’s different to have that sharp edge of clarity free of any form of drug or intoxicant, of having the time and the daylight and space. Patrick had learned the science of getting Jonny to come apart fast to fit it into the empty spaces and overlap in hotel rooms. To be quiet and unobtrusive, to slip it under the radar of all the increasing scrutiny as the team’s success grew. The danger of it hadn’t been hot then. It was mostly just frustrating.

Now he could remind Jonny of the time he’d been fucking Patrick up against the shower wall, so close to coming, when Sharpy broke into their room and started prowling around on the other side of the bathroom door, trying to cause chaos. Back then Jonny had pulled out, blueballing them both, and then hit every tap in the bathroom and flushed the toilet before scrambling wet into a pair of shorts and throwing the door open while Patrick pretended to shower with water that had gone glacially cold.

“What if you’d kept going?” he asked. What if they hadn’t been terrified and he’d kept railing Patrick with Sharpy mere feet away, Patrick biting his own forearm and praying the shower spray covered the wet slap slap of Jonny’s hips against his ass, because it was so good and he’d never wanted to come so hard in his entire life.

“Believe me, I wanted to,” Jonny told him. “I had dreams about it.”

Being with Jonny just because he could with only the pressure his own expectations for himself felt like a door opened on a different world.

Fastforward to this fall, and everything started moving very fast again. He’d hit 35 and knew he had to get this show on the road. Suddenly he was blinking his eyes open and he’d put a wet signature to a contract, and he was gonna be back in the game in less than a week. He thought about that as he flew back from Toronto, searched for the old anxiety and the familiar but bitter acceptance that they’d have to stop again. It wasn’t there. He was on a year deal, only a couple of million. He’d already won every professional achievement available to him and by god he wanted more, but this thing with Jonny existed separate from hockey now. So he’d gone to the house to read his son a bedtime story and kiss him goodnight, and then he’d driven to Jonny’s place in Lincoln Park, sliding his car into the space next to his Tesla that was de facto his. He was gonna have to fly out again tomorrow, and he wanted to spend the day with Pattycake, which left only this short window. After all, not everything had changed. Maybe it never would.

The lights were already off because Jonny was trying some insane experiment to force himself to be a morning person, and was apparently keeping the same hours as his toddler.

The many years of protecting and preserving Jonny’s sacred sleep had taught him the stealth to avoid waking him up. Patrick deliberately let his belt catch on his watch as he was disrobing and then allowed his watch and his chain to land heavy as he set them down on the nightstand on his side of the bed. He moved about from the closet to the bathroom without any effort to be quiet at all. Jonny could afford the sleep deficit and something about finally being allowed to steal him back from dreams made Patrick feel on top of the world.

“Detroit,” he said when Jonny hummed and rolled over, blinking open his eyes with a blessed lack of the rancor that Patrick always braced for when Jonny woke up.

“Hmm?” Jonny blinked, reaching his arms above his head to stretch, thick muscles moving beautifully under his skin. “Thought you were leaning towards Toronto.”

“Yeah, but Yzerman flew out to find me and promised me he’d never ever even looked at that fine ass, so I changed my mind.”

Jonny stared at him blearily, like it was taking a moment for things to connect in his brain. Patrick grinned when he saw the exact moment it did.

“Asshole,” Jonny groaned, rubbing his eyes with the heels of his palms. He dropped his hands suddenly. “Please tell me you’re joking?”

Patrick laughed. “Your crush is safe!”

“There is no crush,” Jonny mumbled, sweetly embarrassed and a little huffy. He rolled over onto his side, but didn’t grumble when Patrick spooned up behind him.

Jonny murmured when Patrick pressed a kiss behind his ear, and palmed the soft stalk of his penis through his shorts, but let him reach for the lube and pressed back obligingly when Patrick started to work himself inside. Patrick had bottomed for Jonny a lot over the years out of sheer necessity. If you were going for speed, Patrick’s cock was not the toy for you. At last they did this regularly enough that Jonny could actually accommodate the whole length and girth of him with only a little coaxing. Not that Patrick minded spending an hour licking and sucking at his hole, slowly shoving fingers and rivers worth of lube inside until Jonny was cussing him out and demanding he just get on with it. But the sheer elation of Jonny opening up so easily for him? The finest drug he’d ever tried.

And oh, the complete and utter high of it. Patrick was allowed now. To fuck him as hard as he wanted. To wring cries from his mouth. To let the mattress creak and the headboard shake. To leave off the condom and make a mess of him. To wring orgasm after orgasm out of him, first by playing with his cock, and then by pegging right over that gland inside until Jonny was fisting his hands in the pillow, eyes wet, shaking with how hard he was coming.

Patrick waited for his orgasm to pass through him only to start thrusting again and Jonny choked out, “Are you trying to kill me?”

“Nah. You’ve got this,” Patrick told him, fucking into him through the dirty squelch of his own come. If ever there was a person who enjoyed physical overwhelm, it was Jonathan Toews, and so he didn’t stop until his balls felt literally empty.

Winded and a little wrung out himself by then, he kept Jonny close and reveled in hitting the finality of enough. Listening to Jonny’s harsh breaths evening out, barely giving him space to move—Patrick had ached for this for decades.

Jonny finally caught his breath and broke the quiet with a growled, “If you think I won’t mess you up for this tomorrow.”

“I dunno, old man, might have to find you your walker first,” Patrick said, smiling into his shoulder.

Jonny tried to move and grimaced at the tacky sound of their skin unsticking. Between the two of them, Jonny really was plastered in jizz. “Ugh, clean your mess, asshole.”

Patrick nipped at his ear, squeezing him closer while Jonny batted at him. After a long moment, he acquiesced and swung his legs out of bed and went to retrieve a wet cloth.

As he traced it up and down Jonny’s velvet smooth skin, wiping sex and sweat from his body, the red marks of hickies remained and Patrick had to bite back a smirk.

“Feeling good?” Jonny asked, peering up at him. Patrick blinked back, because obviously after that performance who wouldn’t be?

“You’re humming Marvin Gaye,” Jonny said softly, the corner of his mouth kicking up.

Patrick had regrets. Many. Although he tried not to dwell on them. And he had disappointments and heartbreak. A lot of that. He’d wanted another cup with this man. He’d wanted Jonny to get his laurels from the league. He’d wanted to play his last game in a Blackhawks sweater next to him even despite the fact that the team had long since started to feel like punishment. And then the Blackhawks had derailed his entire life.

But by some sweet mercy he’d finally had the courage to grab the gift of this: sitting naked and filthy in Jonny’s bed in the wee hours of the morning, unconcerned who might notice he wasn’t where he was supposed to be. What could they do to him now that hadn’t been done?

“I’ve got a contract, and a beautiful son,” Patrick replied, “and a sweet lay who can’t get enough.”

“And you call me the sap,” Jonny replied, eyelids fluttering as Patrick’s washcloth passed over his nipples.

“Jon,” Patrick said, suddenly serious, “I need you to know—”

Jonny met his gaze, laying his palm over Patrick’s hand. “I do know.”

Not everything had changed. Maybe it never would. But Patrick was a betting man and he believed.


Notes for the Chapter:Title is from “Sexual Healing” because read those lyrics.





