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10 Things Every Brucie Fan Needs in Their Life

    by pomeloquat

      Summary

      In which Bruce Wayne is the nation's boyfriend instead of a playboy, and his merchandising power accounts for most of Gotham's budget.



      Notes

        This is dumb but I hope you like it




  






      

  











1. Calendar








  “This is new,” Diana comments as she takes in the calendar hanging on the wall next to the Watchtower refrigerator. 
“Oh, I figured we should have a calendar in the break space to write down things like birthdays and special events!” Barry says after he closes the fridge door, five sandwiches in his arms. “And someone easy on the eyes to look at if you’re ever eating dinner in here alone after almost getting your legs ripped off by a giant gorilla. You know how it is.”
“Of course,” she says, looking at the photo accompanying the month of May.
On display is an image of a handsome man sitting on a porch swing, smiling at the camera. He has a glass of lemonade in hand, and in the background are lush green grounds and a cloudless blue sky. There’s something deeply appealing about the picture and the man himself, who seems almost to be inviting the viewer to join him on the swing. His smile is warm, his gray eyes crinkling just slightly, and his free hand rests near the empty spot on the swing beside him. 
“Wow, I can’t believe there’s Brucie merch even up in space,” Clark says as he floats into the room. “I have this exact calendar in my apartment.”
“Wait, you’re his fan too?”
Diana turns to watch Clark after Barry’s question, noticing the way his face turns a little pink.
“I mean, isn’t everybody? They don’t call him the nation’s boyfriend for nothing.”
“Still, I guess I thought Superman was above things like this. Never expected that you’d have a crush on the prince of Gotham.”
“I just think he seems like a decent guy,” Clark says, getting flustered. “Everything he does for his city, all the fundraising and volunteer work-”
“And it doesn’t hurt that he is, as Barry said, ‘easy on the eyes,’ does it?” Diana teases, delighting in the way both of them exchange slightly sheepish looks. “What did you call him? America’s boyfriend? Is that some kind of title?” 
“Kind of,” Barry says. “It’s his public image. He’s basically selling the fantasy of being in a relationship with him.”
“His brand is built on being the ideal partner: caring, sweet, rich and handsome. All the proceeds from his merchandise goes back into Gotham. He’s really interactive with fans and they love him for it.” Clark walks over and flips a few pages of the calendar to show her a few other pictures. October has Bruce in a cable-knit sweater, standing by a cart of pumpkins and smiling charmingly at the viewer. In December, he’s sitting by a roaring fireplace with a nicely wrapped present in his hands, the seat next to him yet again free, presumably for the viewer. On the coffee table in front of him are two mugs of hot chocolate, and another small pile of presents.
“Oh,” Diana says, her smile widening. “I see. I suppose it can’t hurt to indulge in a harmless fantasy.”
Barry unwraps one of his sandwiches and finally takes a bite. “Yeah, it’s fun to pretend, even though it’ll never happen. Like, unless you go to one of his fan meetings, there’s no chance of ever even seeing him in person,” he says while systematically destroying his meal.
Clark shuffles his feet a little, staring at the current calendar page of Bruce kneeling in the grass next to a bed of roses, a smudge of dirt on his perfect face, and his dark hair dashingly tousled as he glitters under the spring sun. “I- I’ve actually met him before, but I didn’t get the chance to-”
“Is that seriously a Brucie calendar?” Oliver calls over as he enters the room with Hal and Batman in tow. “Even in space you can’t avoid him.”
“You say that, but didn’t you literally make out with him once?” Barry asks, shocking a horrified gasp out of Clark.
“What?”
“Calm down, Big Blue, we only kissed one time in boarding school. His lips were kind of dry,” Oliver says, stroking his goatee in reminiscence. “Now he’s the face of male skin care, so make of that what you will.”
“I get why you struck out,” Hal says as he flips through the calendar with Diana. Batman stands impassively next to them as they look at picture after picture of Bruce Wayne’s sparkling, smiling face. “These are cute and all, but he’s completely clothed in all of them except July! And even there, he’s only shirtless. Where’s the cheesecake photos? No tasteful nudes?”
A hiss of revulsion passes through the room.
“What? He would never.”
“Bruce isn’t- he isn’t that kind of boy!” Clark says askance.
“He definitely gives off innocent virgin vibes,” Oliver agrees. “He did when we were kids, and he still does now.”
Clark’s face turns tomato red; Diana is half-afraid he’ll burst. “No- well, yes, but-”
“Dude,” Barry says, shaking his head as he starts in on his second sandwich, “What kind of boyfriend would he be if he was sending nudes to other people?”
“Technically, if he is everybody’s boyfriend at once, then it wouldn’t be cheating,” Diana points out.
“Still! Bruce is a ‘take home to your parents’ kind of guy, not a spring break fling. He doesn’t usually do anything too…”
“Saucy,” Clark finishes. “He only sells sexiness on rare occasions, and even then it’s on the more reserved side.”
“Yeah? Seems like a waste. This guy looks like he fucks.”
“Bruce Wayne does not fuck,” Clark, Barry and Oliver shout at Hal in unison.
“Damn, sorry, didn’t mean to imply anything about your communal make-believe boyfriend,” Hal says, putting his hands up. “I didn’t know it was such a hot button issue.”
“It’s just- his fans are pretty insistent on his relationship with them remaining pure,” Clark says. “Bruce will sometimes engage in a little fanservice, you know, like blowing a kiss at the camera, posting the occasional gym picture. But part of the appeal is that he can’t be, uh.”
“Too experienced,” Ollie finishes. “His PR team has to sell him as a romantic without ever acknowledging where he might’ve learned to be such a smooth operator. I mean, I guess it helps that he’s never been romantically linked to anybody.”
“Huh. Seriously? You’re telling me no one’s ever tapped that?”
“It’s common knowledge,” Batman finally chimes in, his voice sounding slightly amused. “Wayne has never dated anyone since his return to Gotham.”
“But doesn’t he have kids?” Hal asks. “Two of them, even.”
“They’re not his biological children,” Clark explains. “Dick Grayson and Jason Todd. Bruce adopted them; each case was pretty big news in Gotham, especially after the Grayson murders. The boys show up in his streams and vlogs sometimes. Some of Bruce’s more intense fans took a while to come around to them at first, but now you’re pretty likely to be eviscerated by fans and Bruce alike if you say anything bad about them. He’s sweet until the kids get involved, and then the gloves come off. Honestly, even though some might consider it breaking character, I think a lot of people find it even more attractive when he gets angry. There’s whole compilations up on Youtube. Stuff like ‘eight minutes of Brucie yelling at you ASMR,’ but then again, pretty much anything he does eventually winds up in a fan edit of some sort.”
He trails off when he notices everyone else in the room watching him in rapt interest; he closes his mouth, lips pressed together in an embarrassed line. Diana, taking pity, pats him on the shoulder.
“You know even more about this topic than I expected, Kal.”
Clark laughs nervously when he notices Batman’s inscrutable expression. “Yep, y’know, being a reporter and all, I guess I just absorb a lot of information.”
“Hn,” Batman says skeptically. “So did you buy the calendar for research?”
“Wait, how’d you know that I- you heard that? You weren’t even in the room!” Clark splutters as Batman smirks and exits with a dramatic whirl of his cape.
“He’s totally judging you,” Oliver says, and Clark groans sadly, covering his face with his hands.
“Way to tell your crush you collect not-naked pictures of another man,” Hal says, clapping Clark on the other shoulder.
Diana has to agree that it does seem like a misstep to admit such a thing to the object of one’s affections, but perhaps she just doesn’t understand the entertainment world. As handsome as this Bruce is, she thinks that it’s probably best if his presence aboard the Watchtower remains limited to this one calendar, lest he cause a more serious rift between League members in the future.






      

  











2. Good Morning Clock








  “Seven minutes and twenty eight seconds, Smallville,” Lois tuts when Clark slides into the office a few minutes late. “I thought you got yourself a new alarm clock. What happened to that?”
“It hasn’t shipped yet,” Clark says as he ducks down to avoid Perry’s furious gaze as he surveys the land. “It’s supposed to come next month.”
“It better. Didn’t you stay up late just to order it?”
Indeed he had. Clark had camped out at his laptop waiting for the official Brucie online merch shop to open so that he could be one of the lucky 1000 to receive the limited edition photocard that came with the clock. All proceeds would be going to the Gotham stream restoration project, so Clark hadn’t felt so bad springing for it. So maybe a fair amount of his paycheck funds Gotham’s public works department. It’s a good thing! He’s doing his civic duty!
As for watching Brucie’s streams and keeping up with his celebrity news and furtively scrolling through his x Reader imagines, that’s just research. Reporters need to be informed about all sorts of contemporary topics.
“Well, when it finally arrives, I hope for your sake it finally gets you here bright and early,” Lois says.
“I’m sure it will,” Clark replies, even though he knows he can’t really promise it. Lots of rescuing gets done in the morning. Metropolis villains love attacking in broad daylight.
 

 
A few days later, the clock finally arrives and Clark enthusiastically gets to work setting it up. The design is simple and sleek, with a pure black chassis and a pleasant white digital display. He sets the time and begins looking through the manual to see what the voice options are.
 Customizable greetings, with over 400 unique morning messages to help you jumpstart your day!  is what the website had advertised.
“Okay, let’s see,” Clark says as he tries the first greeting option.
“Good morning, beautiful,” Bruce Wayne’s silky voice murmurs from the alarm clock, and Clark almost falls off his chair.
“That’s a little too powerful,” he says, his face growing hot, but he continues listening anyway as Bruce goes on to say, “I can’t wait to start the day with you! Let’s make it a wonderful one ♥!”
Clark can somehow hear the heart in his voice. He quickly presses the button to cycle to the next option.
This time, Bruce switches out “beautiful” for “handsome.”
“Good morning, handsome. Did you sleep well last night? Maybe we’ll meet again in our dreams tonight~”
“Oh lord,” Clark says, getting more flustered. He mashes the button.
“Good morning, darling.”
“Good morning, angel.”
“Good morning, baby.”
“Wait, no, no, this was a bad decision,” Clark mumbles to himself as Bruce keeps purring morning affirmations and well wishes for the day. There’s no way he’ll get to work on time with Brucie calling him “baby” every morning. He’s definitely going to develop an inappropriate Pavlovian reaction to his voice. He already feels more than his emotions stirring.
He flips rapidly through the thin instruction manual until he finds the list of voice line options. Okay, sweetheart mode is clearly not something he can handle right now, so what about buddy mode…
This time, Bruce sounds less sensual and more chipper, his voice brightly exclaiming, “Good morning, champ! It’s another beautiful day to be alive! Let’s get through it together!”
“That’s better. Champ, though…”
Clark passes on buckaroo, sport, chum, cap’n, slick, hotshot, boss, and big guy. He almost chooses “partner,” because Bruce puts a bit of a cowboy lilt on the word, which is cheesy but cute. In the end, he goes with “sunshine,” because it straddles the line between sweetheart and buddy, and it feels almost like a special nickname just for him. Not that he’s actually delusional enough to really believe that, of course. No way.
 

 
The photocard Clark adds to his visual collection, which takes up most of the space across from his bed. However, he doesn’t actually have much Brucie merch compared to his most dedicated fans. The calendar hangs in his kitchen, and on his bedroom wall are a poster and the Gotham skyline tapestry that Bruce designed himself. Clark has a few photocards and bromides affixed to the wall as well, and the kitten Bruce plush that lives next to his pillow.
Now, on his nightstand, he has his alarm clock too, which he feels rounds out his collection a bit. He doesn’t have any photobooks or kitchenware or skin care products, but he’s happy enough with his little treasure trove.
The clock makes waking up even more of a joy. Meeting the break of day with Bruce every morning gives Clark an extra little spring in his step as he haphazardly throws on his suit before hurrying off to work. Being single isn’t a big deal for those who have Brucie to fill that spot in their life.
Not that Clark wouldn’t like to actually find someone one day, but dating is a lot of time and trouble, and Clark has too little of one and too much of the other as it is. Better to just enjoy his youthful thirties powered by love for humanity and the pure, incorruptible adoration for his favorite idol.
However, some people in his life just don’t understand.
“Wow, Uncle Clark, the Brucie Good Morning Clock? You’ve really got it bad, huh?” says a voice this evening as Clark returns home from snooping around the new hotel being constructed near the harbor.
“Nightwing,” Clark says, despairing, as he sees his young friend examining his collection. Robin may have grown up into a dependable young man, but he is, at heart, still something of a little terror. Clark loves the kid, but sometimes he thinks it might have been a tactical error to let the Bat and his little birdies know so much about his own life without asking for anything in return.
Batman told him once that while he appreciated that the other Leaguers felt comfortable sharing their identities outside their masks, he could not yet do the same and risk compromising his sidekicks.

   They face enough danger as Nightwing and Robin; I won’t jeopardize their civilian identities, even if it means I may lose your trust. Not at this time. 

Clark accepted this eventually, aware that even without seeing the face under the cowl, he knew Batman well enough to trust him with his life. He would certainly celebrate the day B felt comfortable enough to reveal himself, but he isn’t holding his breath for it. Besides, he supposes what they have is already more than he can ask for. Nightwing, who values their relationship so much that he made a Kryptonian symbol his namesake. Young Robin, who still views Superman with a strong dose of admiration, despite knowing who he is without the cape. And Batman, his dear friend, his most trusted ally, who has proven time and again that he holds Clark in as high a regard as is possible for him.
Now, if only B could view Clark in the same light that Clark views him…
“B told me you were a fan, but I didn’t know how bad the prognosis was,” Nightwing says, picking up the clock. He presses the button that prompts a voiceline.
“Hey, sunshine, I hope you’ve been getting enough sleep! Don’t forget to take care of yourself. Your well-being is a gift from you to me~”
Nightwing makes a noise that could only be described as a sporfle. Clark dies a bit inside. “…wow. Really, Superman?” 
“Now, look, it’s perfectly normal to form an innocent attachment to celebrities-”
“Sure! Of course it is. Even when you interact with these celebrities occasionally during your line of work. At least you’re on buddy mode.”
“Sweetheart mode felt inappropriate,” Clark admits as he liberates his poor clock from Nightwing’s hand. 
“Hey, d’you think if B sold a special alarm clock like this, people would buy it? He could growl about justice and nighttime. Gotham things. We could use the profit to upgrade the chairs in the cave. They’re kinda uncomfortable.”
The last thing Clark needs to think about is being greeted by B’s voice in his ear every morning as he stretches in his bed. Or a giant poster of Batman on his wall. Or a shirtless Batman photo spread in his bathroom (the logical place to put a magazine). “I think Gotham is already merchandising its famous citizens enough as it is,” he says, his voice sounding weirdly husky. Nightwing just smirks, and Clark ignores it. “So, what brings you to my neck of the woods? Something going on in Bludhaven you need help with?”
“Yeah, but help from Clark Kent, actually. Here, I’ll brief you,” Nightwing says, waving a file folder that he was hiding who knows where.
“Let’s go to the kitchen then, it has better lighting.” The faster he gets Nightwing away from his Brucie collection, the better.
“Sure, I wanna get a better look at your calendar anyway.”
“Nightwing!”






      

  











3. Skincare Line



    Chapter Notes

      
        See the end of the chapter for  notes
      






  Waylon enters the meeting room cautiously, careful not to slam any doors or leave any bad impressions that might cause WE to reconsider their plans. He knows the construction is already underway, but he’s been burned time and again by false promises and pretty words. The only thing that makes him feel halfway confident about the housing block and sanctuary shelter being built is the fact that someone comes to check in with him about the plans every two weeks. They waltz right up to the sewer entrance and everything, apparently paid enough to do shit like show him and his people the blueprints, the planned amenities. Still, he definitely isn’t counting his chickens yet.
Batman had promised he would make Wayne follow through, but Waylon knows that ordinary threats don’t work against rich folks. Batman has all sorts of dirt on people though, so he might actually keep his word this time.
And it helps that it’s Wayne that they’re working with, and not some other shark. Brucie is Gotham’s sweetheart, a nice bleeding-heart type. He spends all his time doing cutesy idol shit and pouring his money into all of Gotham’s ten trillion sinkhole, soul-sucking problems, and word on the street is that he really does seem to care. Some of the kids from the underground have told Waylon they’ve seen the guy at the library and the soup kitchen before, volunteering in his free time.
The one time Waylon met him, he gushed about his excitement over the revitalization project and then asked Waylon if he had ichthyosis, and then immediately looked bashful about it. Waylon took pity on the guy instead of snapping at him, because he was trying to stick to working on his anger management as the unofficial face of the underground community, and explained his condition as best he could.
This was something of an error, since somehow Wayne roped him into agreeing to consult on a new line of medicinal skin creams. Not that Waylon has any real hope of some lotion doing anything for him, but he’s met a few kids with similar skin conditions and mutations, and if this can help them avoid some of the shit he’s gone through, then why the hell not. Besides, he’s getting paid.
“Waylon, great to see you again,” Bruce Wayne says warmly, standing as Waylon approaches. He’s actually taller than the media makes him seem, a little more built than his pretty-boy image would make you think. He clasps Waylon’s large hand with both of his own. His eyes are even more clear and sparkling than in the pictures, his smile pleasant and seemingly genuine. Weird.
“Uh, thanks. Same to you,” Waylon responds awkwardly, shaking Bruce’s hands until he lets go. They walk over to sit at the table where several jars are arranged in a line.
He gets a little spiel about the product testing process and ingredients and ethical practices, blah blah blah, but the gist of it is Bruce would like Waylon’s feedback on the efficacy of the product and general notes about appearance and scent. All sorts of customer survey stuff.
Waylon gruffly nods along to whatever Bruce says, zoning out a bit as he watches the man talk. The legal team had him sign a boatload of waivers but he kind of figured the cream was unlikely to make his skin worse, considering bullets don’t even do much damage. He thought he would be dealing with some scientists or PR people, not the big boss himself. Shouldn’t Bruce have board meetings or yacht parties to be going to? Or like, one of his afternoon tea party livestreams.
“Would that be alright?”
“Huh? Sure?” Waylon answers, tuning back in to agree to god knows what. He almost startles and claws the guy when Bruce takes his hand again, placing his palm flat against the tabletop.
Bruce squeezes a dollop of cream onto the back of Waylon’s hand and helps him rub it into his skin in soft, steady movements. It’s bizarre to let another person slather cream on him, but despite Bruce’s reputation, there’s nothing cheesy or flirty in the way he does it. His motions are clinical but gentle, sort of like how Waylon imagines a school nurse would be.
“There. Your skin may feel slightly greasy for a few minutes afterwards, but it should dry soon enough. Application should happen twice daily. A slight tingling sensation is normal, but stop immediately and contact the clinic if you notice any discoloration or pain.”
After talking he looks expectantly at Waylon, who blinks at him.
“Sure thing, doc.”
That earns him a laugh. It makes the slight smile lines around Bruce’s gray eyes appear, his entire face lighting up attractively like Waylon just said the wittiest thing he’s ever heard.
What the fuck, no wonder the girls and boys go crazy over him.
“I did sound a little dry, didn’t I?” Bruce says, before handing two large jars of cream over. “I guess that’s the doctor’s son in me. Here you go.”
“Thanks. For, uh, all this, not that I understand why you got it into your head to do it in the first place-”
“We’ve been thinking of expanding the cosmetics and skincare line anyway, and of course the urban development projects were long overdue. If anything, I should thank your community for giving Wayne Enterprises the push to follow through on things that have been languishing on the docket for too long.”
“Well, we’re just glad someone’s finally taking us seriously.”
“We’re all Gotham citizens, and if there’s anything I’ve learned after coming home it’s that we’ve got to look after our own, especially those of us in a position to do more.” Bruce reaches out for a handshake again, but this time Waylon gives him a hearty pat on the back that causes him to jolt forward a few inches.
Something crashes to the floor outside the room.
Waylon and Bruce both turn to see a large man outside the glass doors crouching down to pick up the fake decorative plant he just knocked over. When he stands, he sees them staring at him and immediately straightens, his tan skin turning ruddy with embarrassment. His suit is the kind of crappy that Waylon is sure he’d be acquainted with if he had need for suits, and his eyes look shifty behind his glasses.
“Oh, he’s here for an interview, don’t mind him,” Bruce says, returning his attention to Waylon. “Anyway, unless anything comes up sooner, we’ll be seeing you again in two weeks.”
“Sounds good.”
“Thanks again for stopping in!” Bruce walks Waylon toward the doors; in the hallway, the reporter is now fidgeting with his notepad. His wide eyes keep darting from his notepad back to Bruce, like he can’t look away. Bruce puts up a hand in a “give me three minutes” gesture, and the reporter smiles nervously, giving back a weak thumbs-up. When he looks at Waylon, though, his gaze is sharper, more suspicious, like he’s trying to size him up.
This guy definitely has a crush on Brucie. He’s bigger than Bruce is, too. Could probably pin him down without trouble. Waylon’s heard stories about the extent that crazy fans will go to in order to meet their idols. Who's to say this guy isn’t going to try and clip off a lock of Bruce’s hair or tie him up in a basement somewhere? The security on this floor is all by the elevator. Who knows if they could get here before Mr. Weird Reporter tries something.
“Is it safe to meet alone like this?” he asks, jerking a thumb in the direction of the door. “Shouldn’t you have a bodyguard in here or something? You got a lot of intense fans.”
“Don’t worry, I’ve conducted plenty of interviews alone without trouble before. My admin and security carefully vet everyone who comes in and out.”
Waylon makes a skeptical noise. “He looks like a stalker.”
“All press look like that,” Bruce whispers back, amused.
“Nah, this one definitely has a big poster of you on his wall.” Then again, so does half of America.
This elicits another low laugh. “You know, you might be right. Should I offer to sign it?”
“Hell no. Don’t give the guy any ideas. You sure you don’t want me to stick around?”
“I appreciate the offer, Waylon, but I’ve got it. I’ve been working out, you know. Lifting a few weights. I do an exercise vlog on the weekends— anyway, the point is, I can take on a scruffy reporter or two. Especially ones from Metropolis!” Bruce lifts his arm, flexing his left bicep proudly; Waylon can kind of make out some definition beneath his suit sleeve.
“Hm. Maybe take up kickboxing too.”
Waylon finally opens the door, glowering at the journalist as he exits. To his credit, he doesn’t cower away, but he does keep an eye on Waylon until he passes. At the last moment, Waylon half-turns to give Bruce a nod; Bruce waves cheerfully in response, so Waylon turns around the corner.
But he doesn’t leave right away. Just in case.
“Hello, thanks for waiting,” he hears Bruce say. “Clark, was it?”
“Yes, that’s me. Clark Kent, Daily Planet, it’s great to meet you again, Mr. Wayne.” Hmmm.
“Please, everyone calls me Bruce. And I’m so sorry, it must have slipped my mind that we’ve met before-”
“No, that’s- it was a very busy event, I would never expect you to have remembered.”
“Well, I promise not to forget you this time! Please come in. I was just talking to one of the residents of the underground; after our interview, I can connect you to a spokesperson if you’d like further details on the revitalization project.”
“That would be perfect, thank you…”
Satisfied that the man is at least here to report on an actual story, Waylon heads toward the elevator. Still, if he comes skulking around the sewer for more information, Waylon might give him a little scare anyway. It’s good to keep outsiders on their toes.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Clark: .....should I tell Batman that Killer Croc is hanging around Wayne Enterprises???
Waylon: What the fuck is this dude's damage


  


      

  











4. Weekend Livestream








  “If it’s a burrito, why is it shaped like a boomerang,” Bruce asks as he hands Jason his food.
“It’s like an…Australian Mexican place. I dunno, some people at school said it was good and I wanted to see what free toy I’d get.” Yeah, he’s too old for toys, but it’s fun to collect them anyway. They fill up the extra space in all the big bookcases Bruce put in his bedroom. Jason kinda wants to unwrap his meal now, but Bruce says the fans like it when he unboxes the prizes on camera so he’ll wait.
“I suppose it’s good to broaden our horizons,” Bruce says. He hands Jason a napkin, and puts their burritos on porcelain plates, his silverware next to him. Jason knows it looks a little bonkers to be eating fast food on fancy plates, but Alfred and Bruce both say that Grandma Martha always believed there was no point in saving the good china for special occasions. Every meal is an important one. Jason is inclined to agree. He’s not gonna use the knife and fork though.
“Can I have a soda with dinner?”
“How about orange juice instead?”
“Sure.”
As Bruce goes to pour Jason a glass of OJ, he asks about his school day. Jason tells him about his collage project for art, and the new book they started reading in English.
“And science? You’re starting that unit on genetics, right?”
“Yeah, we’re doing a lot of Punnett squares. It’s not so bad. Better than having to write an essay in every class.”
“Is that so terrible? You’re a good writer.”
“Dick says essays are a tool of the oppressor, and taking them seriously only reinforces the system.”
Bruce sighs. “Dick spent a good deal more time somersaulting down the sides of buildings than writing essays. I’m glad you look up to him, but I wouldn’t take everything he does as the best example to follow. Besides, I’m always here to help if you need it.”
“Okay,” Jason says, though secretly in his heart he still thinks Dick is probably right. He likes writing and all, but the kind they do in school isn’t always his favorite.
“Dick also tried to feed his homework to an emu at the zoo once and almost got his eyes pecked out. Don’t tell him I told you that.”
Jason mimes zipping his lips, and Bruce smiles back, reaching over to ruffle his hair. It’ll be their little secret.
It’s almost go time, so Bruce takes a minute to check that everything looks good before he starts up the camera.
“Good evening, guys, gals, and my Gothamite pals,” he says smoothly once the stream starts. It’s a little bit wild how he flips a mental switch and goes from dry and dadly Bruce to sunny sweet Brucie just like that. It’s even funnier when he switches from Brucie to broody Batman. Jason likes all sides of him, but he’s glad that he spends the most time with plain old Bruce who doesn’t like carrots and whines when Alfred and Jason burst into his room any time before 10 a.m. and always uses an extra blanket just to cover his feet when they watch TV together. Brucie is fun and generous, but sometimes he has to do work stuff that Jason finds boring or repetitive. Batman’s awesome, obviously, and Jason loves being Robin, but B can get so intense about Gotham that he forgets about himself and everybody else. So Bruce is the best.
It’s exhausting to live the way he does, though. Getting pulled in all directions by everyone who needs him. Sometimes Jason’s afraid he’s going to fall asleep in the middle of dinner. And Bat-business might be good for the spirit, but it’s tough on the body.
Jason has a pretty sick scar near his shoulder that he got last year from stupid Penguin. Dick has more than a few battle wounds too, but Bruce obviously has the most. B’s day job gives him an excuse to cover up all his bruises and scars with makeup. Honestly, if he didn’t have appearances to keep up, he’d probably let the beard grow out and take bad care of his skin and have chapped lips all the time, Jason thinks. But America’s Boyfriend can’t be caught slipping. Bruce doesn’t care how Jason or Dick dress though, which is too bad because Dick dresses like a total clown and Jason wishes B would save him from his own fashion sense.
Bruce is introducing the restaurant now, after their usual greetings to the viewers. Jason chimes in with a few comments about what his friends think — the chat is filled with people saying hi to him or adding their own opinions about the best thing to order.
“The kangaroo pouch quesadilla? ‘kay, I’ll try that one next time if this turns out to be good,” Jason says after scanning some comments.
He doesn’t think he’d ever want to do one of these livestream things on his own, but it’s fun to join Bruce when he does them. It’s like another secret Robin mission, but in the daytime. Jason’s allowed to just be himself, which is good because he doesn’t know how Bruce keeps his idol persona up all the time when they’re in public. Sure, B is always kind and he always cares about everyone in their city, but it takes an awful lot of patience to smile and wave and talk to everyone who’s desperate for his attention. Sometimes Jason’s afraid that some freaky pervert is gonna run up and try to kiss him or grab his ass.
Like when they’re doing a stream, once in a while people in the chat say skeevy things but Alfred bans them right away. Jason’s ready to ban someone in real life with the heel of his boots if it comes to that. Kick them straight in the kisser.
Defend Bruce the way he does Jason and Dick. The only time Bruce ever breaks in front of the cameras is when people get shitty about the two of them, and then he gets mean. Not in the way that makes Jason’s hair stand on end; he doesn’t scream or put his hands on anyone. He barely even raises his voice, but there’s a dangerous edge to the way that he talks that’s even scarier than his Batman growl. His words are pointed and brutal, his eyes narrowed like whoever he’s chewing out is the lowest scum on earth.
The first time Bruce tucked Jason behind him and went off on some asshole paparazzo, Jason was scared that he’d accidentally ruined B’s reputation just by virtue of being near him, but if anything, it just made Brucie’s fans like him more. And Jason won’t say it out loud, but it felt good to have someone who was 100% on his side, no question about it.
Anyway, when Jason joins B for a livestream it’s usually to do a snack tasting. People put in requests and Jason picks out something ahead of time so that the fans can go grab the same meal if they wanna eat along with him and Bruce. On occasion, Jason picks restaurants doing some sort of kid’s meal promotion (even though he’s like barely even a kid anymore).
Bruce does a little drum roll on the table with his fingers as Jason unwraps the toy, because he’s a big dork. By now Jason knows how to really show off the merchandise, so he gives the funky spinning lizard thing its due attention in front of the cameras for everyone to admire.
“So if you’re in the market for rotating reptiles, this would be awesome for you,” Jason says, giving a big thumbs-up.
A soft laugh escapes Bruce, the kind that makes his nose crinkle a little, and he positions Jason’s toy lizard in front of his plate. “Thank you, Jay. You heard him, dearest friends. This one’s for all the lizard lovers out there. Let’s start dinner, shall we? So last week, I mentioned that it would be berry-picking season soon. Has anyone gone to…”
As Bruce segues into this new topic, Jason watches him from his peripheral vision while peeling the foil off his burrito. The best thing about Brucie, Jason thinks, is that Bruce feels more comfortable letting people catch glimpses of his real smile in between all his shiny ones. It’s nice.
The burrito is in fact pretty good, despite its weird shape. Bruce somehow manages to eat the thing with a knife and fork, which boggles the mind of both Jason and viewers alike. The chat is going crazy about B’s table manners as he and Jason chat about their day and answer some fan questions.
He’s pretty sure Uncle Clark is somewhere in the comments too, but Dickie said to keep suspicions like that to himself. Clark’s big fat crush on Brucie is both more and less embarrassing than his big fat crush on Batman. Less because everyone likes Brucie. More because it's not like he has a chance with Brucie, except that he actually does.
Jason’s seen the way Batman looks at Superman. Nothing straight about that.
Bruce pretty obviously likes Uncle Clark right back, but he’s in this weird zone of not being able to reveal his identity as Batman and not being able to hit on Clark as Brucie without giving him a heart attack. So he keeps tormenting the guy instead. Kind of evil, if you ask Jason, but Dick is positive it’ll all end up okay eventually.
“When you’re not a fragile little itty bitty baby bird anymore, B can fire you from being Robin too and finally tell Superman his identity so they can get married,” Dick said last month. He pinched Jason’s cheeks, cooing like a lunatic.
“He didn’t even really fire you,” Jason argued back, trying to slap Dick’s hands away. Horrible big bird. “Anyway, I don’t see why he can’t just tell him now. He already knows everybody in the League is a good guy. We even went to the Fortress with Wonder Woman that time. Shouldn’t he trust them by now?”
“Are you kidding me? Did you somehow forget that Bruce is the most paranoid person on earth? No, in the galaxy??”
“No, but he’s been working with the League for ages, and Clark is his best friend. Superman’s great. He would never hurt us.”
“Not on purpose,” Dick agreed, finally releasing Jason’s face. “But with the kind of enemies Supes has, brainwashing and mind-control are always on the table. Bruce is still reluctant to risk our civilian identities. The fewer people who know who we are under the masks, the fewer vulnerabilities we have.”
“I guess. Still sounds kinda like an excuse to me.”
Dick grinned, leaning his elbow on Jason’s shoulder, clearly trying to squash him into the couch. “You’re not wrong. His standoffishness isn’t only about our safety. If Bruce never tells anyone his identity, he never has to worry about letting people see his true self— all of it. Being vulnerable is his kryptonite.”
Jason’s come to realize that Dick was right. Millions of people know Brucie, and a bunch of people know Batman, but the number of people who know regular old Bruce is much fewer. And the folks lucky enough to know all three? Just Jason, Dick, and Alfred.
But maybe one day Bruce will learn to let somebody else in.
Jason watches Bruce from the corner of his eye as he chews on his mouthful of rice and lettuce. B’s not old old, but he’s not getting younger either. It’d be good for him to settle down with a nice guy like Superman. Maybe Brucie should finally break up with America and get himself a real boyfriend. Jason should bring up the matter with Dick again.
Bruce, catching him looking, gives him a brief wink before returning his attention to the camera, asking the stream what weird birds they’ve seen recently in their travels. Jason pipes up that he saw a penguin in a tracksuit outside the Iceberg Lounge the other day, which really gets the chat going. Having done his part, he leans back in his chair and polishes off the rest of his dinner, happy to just listen to Bruce charming the fans into throwing money at the Gotham Bird Observatory’s donation page.






      

  











5. Fanmeeting



    Chapter Notes

      Harvey gets away with flirting with Bruce because their friendship is part of the Brucie lore from before Bruce became everyone’s boyfriend (going with the childhood friends backstory here)
Also, don’t worry, nobody will die in this fic! It’s a light-hearted one :]







  It’s the second day of the month, and Two-Face has big plans. There’s a “Currency Through the Ages” exhibit at the convention center that’s just begging to end up in his possession, so that afternoon he gathers up some men, and heads over to crash the party.
What he isn’t prepared for is some kind of Brucie fan meet going on in the hall next door. He can barely make his way over to the currency displays with all these fanboys and fangirls clutching their glossy Brucie posters and plush toys and calendars and postcards and tote bags and binders and notebooks and…eyeshadow palettes? Toasters? Handheld vacuums?
“Is he a department store,” Two-Face grumbles as he stares out across the crowd of people. A sea of Bruce Wayne smiles back at him from all their crap.
 Bruce? Is he here?  Harvey asks while they survey the room. He’s lurking around in the back of Two-Face’s mind, not strong enough to take control.

  Probably. Why else would all these groupies be here?


   Don’t hurt them! They aren’t in your way. 

“They quite literally are,” Two-Face mutters, but he ignores them as he pushes toward the front of the line leading into the big exhibition hall. Some people give him affronted looks as he charges past, but they take quick notice of his gun and distinctive suit and back down right away. Getting out of the building with his loot is going to be a shitshow with all these people in the way; he needs an easy escape strategy, and luckily, Bruce makes for a wonderful kidnapping victim. He rarely takes security with him, which is both incredibly frustrating as someone who would prefer he not die, and incredibly convenient as someone who still leverages their old relationship with Bruce for personal gain.
He and his crew cut a path through the people until they arrive at the end of the hall, where Bruce is seated at a table with a stack of photographs and other paraphernalia.
“That’s amazing, Farah,” Bruce is saying to the girl standing across from him. “Promise you’ll tell me about it the next time we meet.”
“I will, Bruce! Thank you again,” she says shyly, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear as she accepts the photograph Bruce hands her. She joins a small group of friends who all hurry off together, giggling with excitement about their signed merchandise. The man standing next in line is about to step forward for his turn when Two-Face muscles past him to take his spot.
“Hey-”
“You got somethin’ to say?” Two-Face demands, and he backs off.
“Uh, no, Mr. Two-Face, sir…”
“Hi, Harv,” Bruce says, smiling warmly at Two-Face, who gives him a stern look that quickly softens. Christ, they’re both useless around him.
 Be nice.

  I’m always fuckin’ nice to Bruce.

“Bruce. Wrong place, wrong time again.”
“What can I say, I have a knack for getting into trouble. You know how it is.” He winks, and Two-Face waves at his men to tell them to lower their guns. Best not to risk pissing Bruce off by hurting one of his little fans.
“Your brand of trouble and mine aren’t too similar, sweetheart.”
“It used to be,” and somehow he always has a way of doing that, looking so wistfully at them that Two-Face and Harvey feel a simultaneous twinge in their heart. In his periphery, he can see the line of fans watching Bruce with rapturous attention. The photography team off to the side looks unsure of whether they should be documenting this encounter or not.
“Those days are long past.” Two-Face steps forward and sits on the edge of the table, picking up the pen Bruce was using and twirling it between his fingers. “I didn’t realize you’d be here today.”
“You didn’t come to get a picture with me?”
“I already have plenty of pictures with you,” Two-Face replies, eliciting a jealous sigh from the crowd.
“Sure, but if you take one today, I can give it a little spritz of my new body spray.” He waves the small bottle in his hand. There does seem to be a soft summery fragrance in the air.
“Giving out scented headshots like you’re a Hollywood starlet? Always the heartbreaker.”
“Don’t say that,” Bruce protests. “I have enough room in my heart for everybody.”
“Even me?”
Using the end of the pen, Two-Face tips Bruce’s chin up to look him in the eye, baring his throat. Somebody gasps, a sibilant cry rippling from behind them.

   Stop intimidating him. 


  I’m not. Bruce was never scared of us.

Bruce had always been the more gentle between the two of them, the soft-hearted one. Smart as a whip, strange and sweet. But he’d never shied away from who he knew Harvey Dent to be. It had almost been enough for them — before they grew up, before the attack, before Bruce’s ascent to his unreal idol status, before their paths drifted apart forever. Maybe in another life it was.
“Of course,” Bruce answers steadily, gaze never breaking away. Those gray eyes could crumble nations.
“Then do me a favor. I’ve got plans, and you’re my ticket to safe passage out of here.”
“You’re doing something I would disapprove of, aren’t you?”
“Yes,” Two-Face admits as he lowers the pen. “But if you come with me, no one will get hurt.”
Bruce looks out at the crowd of his adoring fans, his mouth pursed with concern. “Promise?”
“Cross my heart. Come on. I promise the ride won’t be too rough.”
Two-Face holds out a hand, waiting for Bruce to take it. The crowd swells with anxiety and excitement as Bruce stands. Cameras flash around them, the Brucie fans likely streaming them in real time to the world. With his luck, the damn Bat has already caught wind of things, and will come swooping in any second to ruin his fun.
“If it were Harvey saying that, I might believe it, but you…” Bruce shakes his head as he accepts Two-Face’s hand, allowing himself to be led away from the table. His hand is warm, his skin less smooth than his image would suggest. Two-Face walks him toward the door, his men trailing after them like an entourage, the sea of fans parting for them when Bruce smiles at them reassuringly.
Normally, Two-Face would do some of the lifting himself, but he has to keep Bruce company, so his men do the smashing and grabbing while Bruce sits beside him, wincing as glass from the display cases flies everywhere. The line of Bruce’s fans has dissolved into more of a blob, people milling fearfully along the sidelines, afraid to draw too close.
“Two-Face,” Bruce says tentatively, “did you and Harvey ever think about my offer?”
“The rehab thing? I flipped on it.”
“Ah. And it didn’t pan out in my favor, did it?”
It almost did. Many times.
“Sorry, Brucie. Wasn’t meant to be. When are you going to learn to give up on us?”
He almost startles when Bruce reaches up to cup his face. The scarred side.  His  side.
The whispers start immediately, and it feels like Harvey moving when their hand comes up to circle around Bruce’s wrist.
“Never. I’ll keep holding out my hand as long as it takes.”
“You sure you should be doing this?” Two-Face asks in a low voice, rubbing a circle around Bruce’s wrist bone. “I thought you had appearances to keep up.”
Two-Face doesn’t keep up too closely with Bruce’s little idol life, but he knows how rabid his fans can be. Bruce isn’t supposed to be this close with anyone; it ruins the illusion. 
“I do, but- you and I have history,” Bruce says softly, like that explains it all. Perhaps it does. He’s never been shy about their friendship. “I’ve gotten the message by now — it’s never going to be the way it once was. But I’m here for you. Always.”
 Good ol’ Bruce, Harvey sighs. Two-Face has wondered before why their friendship never became more, especially when Bruce still says things like this, still looks at them with such tenderness. Harv always claims it never would’ve worked out and it never will, but doesn’t elaborate further. Two-Face suspects it’s just cowardice; he doesn’t want to get chased out of town by Bruce’s fanbase.

  He could still be ours.


   No. It’s impossible now.  

Before Two-Face can gouge at Harvey’s weak excuses again, a bright blur of color streaks through the room, and before either of them can complain, all of his men have been disarmed and trussed by an interloping dick from the city next door.
“Goddammit,” Two-Face scowls, jumping to his feet as Superman floats over. Even Bats would be better than this. He’s prepared for the alien to flick him aside like an ant, but he doesn’t even look in his direction, too busy staring at Bruce.
“Mr. Wayne,” Superman says, sounding mesmerized. That inhumanly blue gaze is fixed on Bruce’s face. “Is everyone alright?”
Looks like that Brucie magic works on everyone, superdorks included. Too bad Metropolis doesn’t have its own cutie star celebrity to boost its morale. Even if it did, they still probably wouldn’t hold a candle to Bruce and his popularity.
“I’ll think we’ll make it through, Superman,” Bruce replies, and Two-Face can’t hear his usual cheer. In fact, he looks almost shy as he blinks up at Superman. “Welcome to Gotham.”
Why is he so quiet? What’s with the way his hands are fidgeting behind his back? And that rosiness to his cheeks?
No.

  Are you shitting me? A putz like Superman?

 Most people find him appealing, Harv says diplomatically, but they both know his heart isn’t in it. 
As if some Metropolitan dingbat deserves Gotham’s golden boy. As if anyone could ever really be good enough for their Bruce.

  Is this why we never made a move? You were too scared of going toe to toe with the Boy Scout in briefs?


   Not exactly. But it doesn’t help matters any. 


  Fuck that.

Two-Face can feel Harvey trying to resist as they leap forward, ready to deck little boy blue straight in his stupid face. 
“Harvey, wait,” Bruce calls, grabbing him by the wrist before he can reach Superman, twirling him back around so they face each other. Sometimes Two-Face forgets how much strength he has. “Please don’t do anything rash.”
“When have I ever?”
“Please,” Bruce repeats. He’s only looking at Two-Face again now, even though Superman is watching them, his face stricken with some kind of emotion. He looks both slightly scandalized and bizarrely…excited? The crowd is humming loudly with anticipation, watching them caught in this latest iteration of the waltz they’ve engaged in ever since that fateful day in the courtroom.
“What, are you expecting me to just roll over and let Superman punt me back to Arkham?”
“I just don’t want to see you getting hurt.” 
In their brainspace, Harvey snorts, a weird wave of amusement washing through him. Two-Face isn’t in on the joke, but Bruce isn’t lying, he knows that much. The tragedy of it is they’re gonna be stuck in this old song and dance forever because Bruce is too loyal and stubborn to ever give up, and Two-Face and Harvey are never going to resolve their struggle. 
Two-Face almost wants to force his hand. Do something so unhinged that Bruce is finally driven to permanently renounce them both. Harvey makes his disapproval known with a surge of unhappiness.
 Let’s go quietly. Just this once, please.
Why should we? Two-Face demands, but there’s no fire in his words. Despite his attitude, he doesn’t really want to make things harder for Bruce, but neither does he want to make this too easy for Superman. Asshole should at least work for the win.
Harvey ends the discussion for him. While Two-Face is waffling, his resolve shakes for just long enough for Harvey to seize control, punting him into the background of their mindscape. He rails against it, cursing the idiot out, but Harv’s holding tight to the reins this time.
“Fine. I’ll do it as a favor to you.”
Bruce’s expression shifts, his eyes growing a little brighter, more hopeful. “Is that you, Harvey? You’ll let them take you in?” 
“Yeah, if your alien guard dog here doesn’t-” Harvey cuts himself short, their brow wrinkling as they notice what’s in Superman’s hand. “...are you holding a Brucie postcard?”
“Uh. Well.” Superman clears his throat, the photograph in his hand vanishing out of sight into his cape somewhere. “I was hoping that after this all got sorted out, Mr. Wayne might sign-”
There’s something so annoying about the way he acts all bashful in front of Bruce, as if he isn’t the most powerful being on the whole fucking planet, and Harvey must agree, because he sighs, rubbing at the bridge of their nose. Before they know it, they’ve got the coin in hand, its silvery form rotating through the air until it lands neatly in their palm, scarred side up.
“Actually, I changed my mind. Sorry, Bruce.” Harvey flashes an apologetic smile at Bruce, full of that classic Apollo charm, and then punches Superman square in the face.
Amidst the screaming crowd, Bruce’s noises of dismay, the dull pain and bruised knuckles, and Superman’s scolding, Two-Face laughs and laughs. Looks like Gotham’s all-star DA still has some of that old fighting spirit.






      

  











6. Greatest Gotham Songs CD



    Chapter Notes

      Due to the relatively light tone of this fic, I don’t want to put Babs through the events of The Killing Joke. However I also totally borked it and forgot to mention her as Batgirl so I’m going to say that in this AU she’s currently too busy getting her Ph.D. over in Metropolis to get embroiled in bat-bullshit <3 Oracle will come join up in a few years once she’s out of school!







  Jim’s never really been one to listen to music recreationally. Maybe many years ago, when he and Barbara used to dance together in the kitchen while the kids were asleep, oldies drifting through the room from the radio. But that was the past.
When he’s on the job there are too many other things to listen for to bother with the radio. And he usually goes right to sleep by the time he drags himself home from work.
But a few weeks ago, Babs gifted him a CD. A duplicate copy of her own, that she received from a friend.
Bruce Wayne’s one and only album so far, somewhat generically named “You and I.”
He was honestly surprised that they still made CDs. Seems like these days everything is just online up in the cloud or stream or something. In any case, he wasn’t going to turn down a gift from his little girl (be that as it may that she’s in college already), so he’s been listening to it quietly when he’s working on reports or trying to cook something for once.
The songs are all easy listening, mild and inoffensive. The singer’s voice is low and smooth, which is pleasant enough to Jim, but apparently it makes half the city nigh hysterical. Now, Jim thinks that Bruce is a very nice young man. He’s always liked the kid, ever since that awful, fateful night. Jim just doesn’t think he understands what the big deal is with the boy’s fame. He looked up one of the songs on youtube once and found a live recording where a massive crowd of fans looked ready to ascend to a higher plane of existence while listening to Bruce’s lounge music. Odd.
In any case, with Bruce’s nice voice and some melodic instrumentation, Jim has been enjoying the sound of the CD well enough. It’s just that…the lyrics are…
Well. To put it simply, almost every single song is about the city of Gotham.
There’s one fairly forgettable love song, and something that might be described as a “friendship song,” but besides these two outliers every other track on the album is unequivocally about Gotham. It’s charming, in its own way, that Bruce wrote thirteen songs about their city — Jim was surprised to find him credited as songwriter for most of the album.
The most miraculous part of all is how Bruce managed to brainstorm enough material. There’s a cheerful holiday ditty about wintertime in the city, and a relaxed, groovy jam about summer fun. One faster paced song soliloquizes about Gotham’s most famous historical landmarks, and another is about Gotham staying strong in the face of adversity. The most popular track is apparently the slow, romantic tune about the Gotham skyline. Jim almost mistook it for another love song given Bruce’s emotional crooning and the profoundly adoring lyrics.
But the one that keeps getting stuck in Jim’s head is the song about Gotham’s food scene. It’s ridiculous but so catchy that he finds himself muttering it under his breath every once in a while.
He’s certainly not the only one. Bruce’s album has already reached the top of the charts, or so says Babs. When Jim enjoys the luxury of coffee from a cafe instead of the office coffee pot, he often hears one of Bruce’s songs playing softly from the overhead speakers. There will usually be someone in line humming along.
As it’s the only thing Jim’s been listening to for the last few weeks, it’s no surprise that all the songs have been scrawled into his subconscious.
He’s waiting for Batman tonight, resisting the urge to light up another cigarette, so he occupies himself with whistling instead. The tune that comes to mind is Bruce’s song about Gotham sports (“Every night, you can watch the Knights- Knights- Knights- Knights — that’s right, four teams, count ‘em”), and he putters around the Batsignal as he waits for his friend to mysteriously appear.
It’s going on minute eleven when a voice mutters next to his ear, “A Brucie fan, Commissioner? Didn’t take you for the type.”
Jim, despite the lurch in his pulse, refuses to give Batman the satisfaction of startling. “A man’s gotta have hobbies outside the job.” He turns in a casual and controlled way until he’s looking Batman in his lensed eyes. Very smooth.
“Is yours keeping up with the Waynes?”
“Could be,” Jim says, laughing when Batman gives him an unimpressed look. “Babs gave me his CD, and it grew on me. He’s not bad, you know. Nice voice, clean lyrics. There’s even one about what to do in times of crisis, and the advice is pretty useful.”
“The stop, drop, and roll of a new generation, I’m sure,” Batman snorts. “What have you got for me?”
“It’s a bit of an odd case, this one. Body washed up near Sprang Bridge, but it’s what’s inside that’s unusual.” He hands over the file to Batman, who scans the papers and photographs inside.
“That’s the Pacific Flame,” Batman says, peering more closely at the photo of the large ruby found in the corpse’s stomach. “No reports of it being stolen from the museum, though.”
“Exactly. And an expert has confirmed that both stones are identical, down to the smallest flaws. Something isn’t adding up. Might be magic, but that’s outside my jurisdiction.”
“Not exactly under mine either. And no ID on the victim yet…hm. I’ll look into it. Anything else?”
“No, it’s been pretty quiet on the other fronts. Let’s hope it stays that way.” Even the thought of having to deal with an Arkham breakout in the future is starting to give him the jitters. His hand goes for the pack in his pocket, but Batman’s gloved fingers at his wrist give him pause.
“Jim…” Batman sounds halfway between fond and scolding, and it pulls a sigh from Jim.
“What’s one more smoke in the grand scheme of things?”
“It adds up.” Now it’s all scolding.
“Fine, fine. A man can’t even enjoy his vices in peace anymore.”
“If you wanted peace, you should’ve stayed in Chicago.”
“Psh. And leave you to clean up the streets alone? The department would’ve thrown you in the harbor ages ago. You’re lucky I prefer you dry.”
“I appreciate the consideration,” Batman says, a trace of smile around his words. “Take care of your health.”
“You first,” Jim tosses back. He hears what sounds like the start of a laugh as Batman brushes past, but by the time Jim turns, there’s nobody else on the rooftop. Jerk.
For a second, he contemplates disregarding Batman’s advice, but he spots the Batsignal, still beaming into the sky, and can’t bring himself to do it. Instead, he starts whistling again as he flips the switch. Maybe he’ll break the habit yet.
 

 
Batman solves the case (it wasn’t magic) and helps Jim with several others before they get caught up with a problem that crosses state lines straight into Metropolis. Jim knows Batman has no qualms about following a trail where needed, but with multiple big names causing problems in the city again (there was a breakout at Arkham), he’s too busy to pursue the suspects himself.
“Could you send Nightwing after it?” Jim asks over the bat-phone.
“No, there’s a turf war going on in Bludhaven at the moment. I’ve asked someone else. He should be over shortly.”
“Shortly?” Jim asks, but only the dial-tone answers. “Huh.”
“Well, he wanted to leave leeway in case I got caught up on the way here.”
“Christ on a bike- do none of you use doors?” Jim hisses, leaping away from the window, where Superman is crouched, waving politely. He’s so big that Jim can hardly comprehend how he managed to fit.
“Sorry,” Superman says, grinning. “I wanted to try it too. He says it never gets old.”
“So he does do it on purpose. Damn him.”
“He has a terrible sense of humor. I’ve always wondered if that was why his greatest foe is a clown,” Superman says as he lets himself into the room.
“I’d take Batman’s jokes over that lunatic’s any day. Did Batman catch you up about the gun running?”
“He did, and he said you had an update for me that he hasn’t seen yet.”
“Yep. Look familiar?” Jim holds up the photograph from his desk and watches as Superman’s handsome face contorts into a grimace.
“Intergang. Ugh.”
“I agree. Here, take the whole thing,” he says, passing over the copy of all their intel so far. “Keep me updated, will you?”
“Can do, Commissioner. I’ll follow up with you when I can.”
Despite dropping in quietly, he departs in a civilized manner, waving at Jim again as he steps out of the window. Decent fellow, if a bit too larger than life. It’s funny to imagine what he and Batman must talk about besides justice.
 
Jim is sitting at his desk the next day doing paperwork while he has the opportunity. Batman managed to round up a few of the usual suspects yesterday, and the others have been quiet this morning. He’s got guys out looking for them, but he’s guessing they won’t have any luck before sunset.
Without even thinking, he finds himself singing some of those Bruce songs as he works. The other night, he caught a clip of Bruce singing his song about the Gotham transit system on a late night talk show. The audience went crazy and Jim sat there nursing a beer, wondering where the years went. It seemed like only yesterday Jim was wrapping the lad up in his overcoat. Bruce used to come visit him once or twice a year and they would grab lunch together. It’s been a while since the last time. He should really call on him again, see how he’s doing and make sure none of his fans are too enthusiastic.
“We’ll have you salivating, you can take it from me. Chocolate-chip cannoli and homemade guacamole…” Jim mumbles while signing off on another report.
“You’ll never go hungry in this sumptuous, wondrous city,” finishes the red and blue intruder in his window.
“Superman!” Jim greets. It’s less alarming to see him in the daylight. The shine of sun in his black hair seems appropriate. “You know the words to that one?” Seems like this idol Bruce phenomenon has spread further than he thought.
“Uh, yes,” Superman says, clearing his throat. “It’s- his music is playing on the radio pretty often. And I have an eidetic memory, so.”
“I’m sure that helps. Walk with me to Amusement Mile-”
“-we’ll sail down Gotham River in style,” Superman completes, seemingly without thought, based on the sheepish expression on his face. “Ahem. I came to tell you that I’ve put an end to my side of the problem for now, but you may need to track down your Gotham leads; it seems like distribution was more extensive than you imagined.”
“Shit. Well, thanks for handling that. If you ever need anything within the GCPD’s power to do, just let me know.”
“I’ll keep it in mind! I’ve got something to get to; until next time, Commissioner.”
Jim gratefully waves goodbye, feeling a surge of goodwill for Metropolis. They’re no Gotham, but they’ve got one hell of a hero over there.
 

 
Jim assumed that he wouldn’t be seeing Superman again too soon, given the man’s hectic schedule, but it’s only two days later that they’ve all reconvened on the precinct rooftop. Once they tracked down the major shipment they’d missed on the first pass, Jim’s people also found other unfortunate cargo that made its way into the hands of the unsavory elements who are currently in holding for weapons trafficking.
He called Batman to break the information to him, and he must have informed Superman, because Big Blue flies in to join their handover.
“Kryptonite? In Gotham?” Superman asks when he lands gracefully next to Jim, who just passed the armored briefcase over to Batman. “But why?”
Batman grunts as he makes certain the locks on the case are secure. “You’re a household name, Superman. That includes here, too.”
“Still, I didn’t think folks around here would feel the need to stockpile when I’m only in town once a month, at best.”
“Superstitious and cowardly, Kal,” Batman reminds him, and Jim nods.
“Guess we’re not the only ones engaging in intercity cooperation. Taking you down would be a win for criminals everywhere. The sooner we’re rid of the stuff, the better off we’ll all be.”
“Thanks for having my back,” Superman says. He holds out a hand, and Jim gladly receives the handshake.
“What are you gonna do with it now? Can it be melted down?”
“We’ll throw it into the sun,” Batman says, and Jim can’t even muster up any shock at the statement. “But first, I want to run an analysis. I’ll meet you at the Watchtower. Try not to get too held up by old ladies in trees.” He gives Superman a curt nod, straps the case to his chest, and grapples off without so much as a goodbye to Jim. Twerp. At least he didn’t pull his disappearing act this time.
Jim turns to complain to Superman, who must have his own stories about Batman’s behavior, but finds him staring stupidly at Batman’s rapidly shrinking form on the horizon. It isn’t befuddlement in his eyes, or even exasperation.
No, that’s the goofy, jelly-jawed, glossy-eyed face of a man whose heart has overpowered his brain. Huh. Jim doesn’t know if he’s surprised or not, but a warm kind of amusement fills his chest. Who would’ve thought? Even the Dark Knight has his admirers.
“By starlight or sunrise, you’ll always be…” Jim prompts gently as he fiddles with his lighter.
“-the most beautiful sight I ever did see,” Superman sings back, his voice on the edge of reverent. His face turns as red as his cape when he realizes Jim knows he isn’t talking about Gotham’s famous skyline. “That, um. Yes. Good memory, and all that,” he fumbles out, clearly not ready to talk to Jim of all people about his feelings.
“It’s alright, son.” Jim pats him on the shoulder. It’s rare he gets a firsthand glimpse of just how human the strongest man on earth is. “I’m his fan too.”
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