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5 Times Superbat Had Sex and the One Time They Admitted It Was More

    by April_Blooms

      Summary

      The first time, they are young and dumb, and it's Ivy's Pollen that does it. It was a mistake. It will never happen again.
Second time, Jason is dead, and Bruce just needs to feel anything to know he is still alive.
Third time, the Javalin is stuck in a time stasis bubble. The equivalent of two years is too long to resist.
The fourth time, they're just glad to be alive. They mean more to each other than they ever thought they would, but they have duties and obligations and they can't get out.
The fifth time is the worst yet. Bruce's fiance has left him. Clark's wife and son are just downstairs. This is painful, this is wrong. It needs to come to an end.
Or, the 5 times Bruce and Clark had sex, and how they finally realized that they needed more.



      Notes

        Hi! I'm back! As you know, I'm new to fanfic and I have never written anything remotely sexy before, so you'll have to let me know if the smut is too cringe. I rated this Mature because I felt it wasn't detailed enough to merit an Explicit. Let me know if I should change that. General warnings that come with sex pollen. You know the drill, read the tags! Hope you enjoy, this is my first multi chapter ever! 
Love, April


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






      

  











Poison Ivy's Fault








  The first time, they are young, dumb, and it's Ivy's pollen that does it.
It’s one of the early Superman and Batman team-ups. The title World's Finest is still awkward and clunky on their tongues. They know each other's identities, but it's barely even a partnership at this point. Even Clark can barely call them friends.
So when things go wrong with Poison Ivy, it's a sticky mess both of them want to forget.
Together, the two of them apprehend the villain, dodge her hostile plants and hand her over to the police commissioner. It’s a fairly typical fight and Gotham’s reporters crowd around, asking the friendlier visiting vigilante for his statement.
"I got involved because the labs Ivy was originally working out of were located in Metropolis. This incident involved the safety of both our cities."
"So that means we won't be seeing the World's Finest in Gotham anymore?" Someone asks.
Clark expects Batman to jump in on that question, but the man remains silent beside him, fists clenched, breathing deeply.
"Batman is perfectly capable of guarding Gotham on his own. As for the World's Finest, well, let's see what the future holds."
Batman's heartbeat is dangerously fast. Clark goes to look at him in concern, but something grabs the back of his cape.
"Get us out of here." Batman growls, and while Bruce tends to growl his words more often than not, this is so much deeper below his normal register that a shiver runs down Clark's spine.
Nodding farewell to the bystanders, Clark allows Batman to get a firm grip on his shoulder and takes off into the smoggy Gotham sky. Bruce's breath is scaldingly hot on his ear, his heart pounding like a ticking time bomb. As soon as they are out of earshot, Clark turns to his partner.
"Batman. What's wrong? Your vitals are all over the place."
His dark passenger is silent for a moment, before gritting out. "Land. I need- Land now."
Concerned, Clark lands on the firescape of a derelict building. Batman clutches at him for a moment, gloved hands digging fiercely into the collar of his suit, before ripping himself away to grasp at the railing.
"Batman. Bruce." Clark reaches out a hand, but Bruce flinches away. "Bruce. You need to tell me what's wrong."
"I can't hold it." Bruce is shaking so badly the whole rusted metal structure is shaking with him. "Fly away, fly away now, I can't hold it, Clark, leave. Leave now-"
Clark frowns. “I’m not leaving you alone if you’re in trouble. I thought you knew me better than that. I’d never leave someone who needed my help.”
Batman barks a laugh. “You can’t give me the help I need. You need to get away from me now.”
“No. I want to help. Bruce.” Clark clasps one wrist, the pulse beating so furiously he can feel it through the gauntlet. “Whatever you need, I’ll do it.”
Blank white lenses meet his eyes and he looks into them steadily. Bruce takes a deep shaky breath, and something snaps.
Clark is violently shoved through the glass window and into the derelict building. Their sudden entrance startles a gaggle of squatters, who run shrieking for the stairs. Clark lands heavy on his back, Batman on top of him. Even with the mask, Clark can see his face twisted up in agony.
“I need, I can’t-” Gloved hands scrabble at Clark’s suit, then at the utility belt. A sharp green light bursts from it, and Clark feels the strength sap from him and give rise to a thousand new sensations. The chill pours in from the dilapidated roof, the sharpness of glass cuts his skin, the maddening itchiness of a million little pollen particles seep into his no longer invulnerable pores.
“I can’t do this. I won’t do this.” Bruce scrabbles for the piece of kryptonite, forcing his lust numbed fingers to open the lead lined pouch. Clark stops him.
“Your heart is going to overload before you synthesize an antidote. You’ll die.” Bruce’s face seems to indicate he would prefer death, but Clark continues. “I said whatever you need. I meant it. Besides,” Clark forced a shaky laugh, feeling his own blood rush, his own cock ache and thicken. “I might need some help myself.”
Without x-ray vision, Clark could never say what Bruce’s face looked like in that moment. But after good long moment, he let the kryptonite fall to the floor among the shards of the window and ground his hips into Clark’s with a groan of relief. Clark’s pants were harshly rucked down, the cold air on his burning cock making him yelp. Bruce wrestled with his belt, pulling it just low enough that he could take both of them in hand and jack them roughly enough to hurt.
Clark panted for breath, writhed and cried out as the glass beneath him tore his back At a harsh drag over his tender slit, he knocked his head back against the concrete floor. It throbbed with pain even as his skin tightened and burned with lust that spread like a rash. Bruce’s weight pushed the points of his bones painfully into the ground, his glove chafed at the delicate skin of their cocks. But in that moment, with the pulsing of Bruce’s length against his own, Clark had never felt so vividly alive,so completely human.
Hand speeding up where it was wedged between them, Batman buried his other in Clark's hair, the pull of it stretching tender nerves to the breaking point. Chin digging into Clark’s shoulder, Bruce gave a strangled grunt and came. Clark choked on his own breath and followed after.
oOo
It was a mess. A mess that went beyond sticky uniforms and sex hair. Bruce snapped to his senses right after coming. He jerked back, yanked up his pants and left Clark panting on the dirty floor. Clark stumbled to his feet soon after, a cooling mess in his underpants and glass shards stuck in his back. The two had retreated to a discreet safe house nearby and took silent separate showers, glittering pollen shimmering prettily on its way down the drain. Clark had clambered out of the shower to have Bruce shove a spare pair of clothes into his arms. “Word gets out to anyone-”
“Of course.” Clark replies. He can still feel the residual burn of the pollen, the cold ache kryptonite left in its wake. The way Bruce shuts the door and drives away engine roaring somehow hurts more than all that.
Clark returns to work the next day. Lois is still there, same as always, asking if a Smallville boy had somehow managed to snag a hot date over the weekend.
“If you don’t stop acting like such a hick, Clark, you’ll never get a city girl. Have some class, dress up a little. Try not to come in the first ten seconds.”
Normally, Clark would blush at such a remark, but now he feels so drained of blood that nothing rises to his face.
There is no word from across the bay. Gotham is more silent than it ever was. When Riddler tries some mischief in Metropolis, Superman defeats him on his own. The World’s Finest is falling apart before it even has a chance to fly. The thought hurts much more than Clark expected it would.
After two weeks of nothing, a blizzard takes Gotham. While Batman is preoccupied fighting Mr. Freeze, Superman flies about the city, getting its many homeless to shelter and guilting members of the elite into sharing their sprawling homes with the needy. After all is over, Clark makes his way to Wayne Manor, the normally empty house bustling with people waiting out the storm.
“Mister Kent.” Alfred somehow spots Clark among the throng of people. “I didn’t think to expect you here.” One look into the old man’s eyes and Clark knows he knows.
“I am wherever people need me the most.” Clark answers, slipping off his coat to hand to a shivering woman.
“Are you sure you are not neglecting your own needs, however?”
“I’m fine.” Clark answers, and he knows they are not talking about the coat. “I’m glad to do what’s needed.”
“A noble way of living, good sir. Master Bruce may be in need of your reassurance, however. This whole situation has been rather hard on him.”
“Is he downstairs?”
“In his usual spot.” Alfred replied, handing out more blankets to his unexpected guests. “Bring him something hot to drink. Lord knows he needs it.”
A mug of cocoa in hand, Clark makes his way down to the cave. Batman is sitting at the computer, typing, still coated in ice from the battle. Clark feels a wry smile twist his mouth. Of course Bruce would log his mission report before even changing out of his clothes. It is a testament to how tired Bruce is that it takes as long as it does for him to realize the footsteps are not Alfred’s. He jerks away.
“You shouldn't be here.”
“I go where I’m needed.”
Bruce flinches at the choice of words. His voice is low. “Are you here to take me down?”
“Take you down?” Clark asks.
“Take away the suit. Reveal me to the public. Go to the police, take me to court. Or punish me yourself.”
“I came.” Clark said, setting the mug down on the console. “To bring you cocoa. And help your city. And hopefully, talk, since you’ve practically disappeared these past few days.”
“I raped you. What else is there to say?”
“You were under the influence of a drug that was killing you and repeatedly told me to back off. If anyone took advantage, it was me.” Clark settled down in the chair with a sigh. “Look, what we did… It was out of our control. And in hindsight, we could come up with a million ways we could have responded better to the situation. But it’s done now. I’m not going to let it destroy what we’ve built. Unless-”
Clark spared a cautious glance at Bruce. “Unless you don’t want to work with me due to this. Which I perfectly understand and accept. But I think, I hope, that the World’s Finest can continue and be a true force for good in this world. And-” Clark continued. “I enjoy working with you. You are the only friend I have who can understand me.”
With snow, ice, and a lead mask obscuring his features, Bruce’s face is indistinguishable, but he seems almost shocked. “You still want to work together.”
“Yes.”
“You want to be...friends.”
“Yes. I do.”
Bruce looks at Clark's earnest face, then clears his throat. “We never speak of this again.”
Clark remembers the rough jerking of Bruce’s glove, his hot breath in his ear, the rush of his cum. The exhilarating rush of being human and alive, nothing more than a man with a man on top of him. He swallows the memories down.
“Fresh start." He says cheerfully. "It never happened.”
And it will never happen again.






      

  











Jason's Death


    Chapter Summary

    The second time, Jason is dead, and Bruce just needs to feel alive.



    Chapter Notes

      Oh my gosh, I second guessed this chapter so much. I think I reworked half of it twice, one because I thought it seemed too much like they were going to get together, two because it got too humorous and didn't fit the tone. So bad,so bad. I feel so anxious! Please let me know if this came out okay, what you think. Please don't kill me. Ah! 
So here's the crappily written chapter. Every story has one!


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  The second time it happens, Jason is dead.
The Batman roams the Gotham streets like a wraith. Smashed bones and bloodstains are his footprints. When not riding the savage horse of his rage, Bruce sits in his cave alone, not eating, not drinking, barely breathing. He sits for hours, staring at the torn bloodstained uniform in its glass case. It is a brutal knife to twist, a monument to all his failures.
A numbness settles in his bones, and Bruce feels dead inside.
The cruel god of death has reached in and scooped out all his insides, killed whatever warm and fleshy parts that made him real, whole. Alfred tries to help, but Bruce can see the man has his own mourning to do. The butler spends his days in the kitchen, baking rack and racks of cookies,of cakes, of tarts, to place beside the gravesite to moulder and rot. Dick is still off in space, will be for a good three weeks more. He doesn’t know yet. Bruce is cruelly glad. He could not bear his accusing eyes. Dick can keep his ignorance until he gets home.
Then Clark arrives in from offworld, glowing with solar energy. He stops by to visit, as he always does. Bruce does not go up to meet him. It is a good four hours from the time he arrives to the time he makes his way down into the cave.
“Bruce.”
Bruce looks at him. Even though Clark’s face is clear and calm, Bruce knows he’s been crying. Clark loved Jason. He’s probably mentally crucifying himself for not hearing, for not being there. Yet there he stands with a bowl of hot soup held in one invulnerable hand, looking at the man who killed him, looking at Bruce.
“When’s the last time you’ve eaten?” Clark’s accent is thicker, like it gets when he’s upset and trying to hide it.
“I’m not hungry.” The words fall out automatically, the practice of thousands of dinner times where Clark has tried to coax him up for a bite.
“And I said you need to eat.” Bruce turns away, but Clark is implacable. “Ma always said everything seems better with a bit of solid victuals in one’s stomach. Here.” The heat from the soup steams up against his face, but Bruce feels cold to it all. He makes no move to eat it.
They sit like that for hours, a silent standoff, the soup kept steaming by Clark’s subtle heat vision. Bruce stares dead ahead, not even capable of summoning the cold rage to drive Clark from his sanctuary so he can suit up for the night. So Bruce sits there, and lets the grief eat him alive. Clark sits beside him, a silent bulwark in the night.
Bruce has sunk so deep into his catatonic state, that he doesn’t even notice the spoon until it is at his lips. He can smell the rich chicken, feel the warmth of the metal upon his lips. He doesn’t react. Clark holds the spoon steady and waits.
“I’m not hungry.” Bruce says again, but one look at Clark’s face shows he doesn’t accept that answer. “I… I don’t deserve it.” He bows his head. “I don’t deserve it. I killed my son. I let him die. A man like that doesn’t deserve to live.”
“Bruce…” Clark lifts his numb body into his lap and crushes him to his chest. “You deserve everything the world can possibly give you and more. I know you can’t accept this now, or tomorrow, or even a month from now. But you are a good man, and a good father. And you deserve anything you could ever want.”
“And Bruce,” Clark pulled back to look him in the eyes. “Bruce, if I could do anything to make this better, I would, believe me, I would. I’m so sorry. I know sorry is not enough, but I’m so sorry.” Clark sniffles and wipes his eyes. “And look, there I go, making it all about me. I really should just shut up.”
“Never.” Bruce says. “Never shut up, Clark. Never shut up.”
“Okay.” Clark gives a watery smile and stands up, pulling Bruce with him. “Whatever makes you feel better.”
“I can’t feel anything at all.” Bruce says. He fumbles his way up the stairs, arm over Clark’s shoulders.
“That’s okay.” Clark says. “The deadness is its own kind of hurt.”
The two of them make their way down the endless dark hallways like some sort of crippled three-legged race. The carpet dulls their noises and makes the whole moment feel like some strange soundless dream. Clark effortlessly lifts Bruce into the bed before zipping away and returning with the soup. He feeds to Bruce, mouthful by mouthful. With each spoonful, Bruce can feel a bit more warmth seep into his grief-rotted bones, hunger and anger and pain springing to life.
The spoon scrapes the bottom of the bowl and Clark sets it down on the nightstand with a clunk. He goes to rise, and in that moment, the moonlight catches his face.
A flash of beauty in the dark. That’s all. It’s there for only a second, half a second, but in that time it brands itself forever on Bruce's inner eye.
“Clark.” He says, and the moment he does, he knows he should have stayed silent, because in that one breath, he has said everything. Clark pauses, the light now glistening in his black hair.
And god damn it, Bruce knows he does not deserve this. But he is a man, only a man, and for the first time since the raw moment he held his son’s body in his arms, he feels something beside mindless grief and coldness. “Clark,” he says a second time, and Clark turns, silently. He grasps the desperate hand Bruce has stretched out to him though the dark. They watch each other through the shadows.
Slowly, slowly, Bruce drags him in, drawing him like a black hole draws light, natural, inevitable. He cannot see Clark’s face, but he buries his hand in his hair and finds his lips in the dark.
“Bruce…” Clark breathes softly against him. “We shouldn’t.”
“We shouldn’t.” Bruce confirms. “I can’t stop”
Bruce flips them over and shoves Clark into the bed, pressing kisses so long and so hard against his mouth that no normal human could have drawn breath. He waits for Clark to shove him off, tell him to stop, but he doesn’t. Not when Bruce sucks his tongue into his mouth, bites his lips until his own teeth hurt. Not when he shoves Clark’s legs apart, pokes a few cursory fingers in, and shoves himself in dry. He thrusts in roughly a few times, the dry friction chafing his skin. Clark’s face hasn’t changed, but he’s soft between them, and all of a sudden Bruce is aware of what he is doing, of what has happened and it all comes out in a rush. He’s crying, he notices distantly, crying streaming tears that pour down his cheeks, splashing onto Clark’s face. Bruce sits back on his knees, cock red and sore and still achingly hard between his legs. He covers his face with his hands, not wanting to see Clark, not wanting Clark to see him.
“Hey, it’s okay, it’s okay.” Clark soothes, big gentle hands wrapping around his shoulders, drawing him into a warm embrace. “It’s alright.” Clark settles him against the pillows, wipes at his tears with the plaid shirt Bruce ripped off him. He speeds away into the closet and comes back with a soft robe Bruce has never worn in his life. After wrapping Bruce in it, Clark’s hand comes down to gently cup Bruce’s cock. “Is this alright?” He asks, and Bruce must nod, because Clark is fumbling in the nightstand drawer and smearing his fingers with lube. He brings Bruce off gently, slowly, until Bruce’s sobbing is both from pure grief and how good this feels. Bruce Wayne has had hundreds of hand jobs, from hundreds of people. But this, Clark holding him, hand rubbing at the delicate skin of his cock, cradling his balls and murmuring softly until he bursts with a cry, this is a million times better than them all.
After Bruce has come, Clark shifts uncomfortably and speeds off quickly, coming back in a moment, dressed and flaccid. He’s gone to get his own pyjamas, from a set of spare clothes he keeps in the manor. They’re old and striped, and look ridiculous.
Bruce looks at him for a moment, before turning over and burying his face in the covers.
“I’m sorry.” Bruce says. “If you want to leave-”
“Now you shut up.” Clark says. “When someone gives you something, what is it polite to say?”
“Thank you…?” Bruce says. Clark nods firmly.
“Thank you is what you say.” Clark says, before picking up the blanket. “Now shove over. For lan’s sakes you hog the whole bed.”
“You’re staying?” Bruce says, even as he shoves over to make space for Clark’s bulk of warmth.
“Alfred told me you either get up in the middle of the night to keep working or scream yourself awake.” Clark plumps up his pillow and turns to Bruce. “I’m going make sure you get a solid night of sleep. I’m your friend, Bruce. I care about you.”
“We’re still friends?” Bruce whispers. “Even after another mistake?” It’s the first time he acknowledges out loud that the incident with Ivy had ever happened. He had been a brute then too. That always seems to be the case.
“No.” Clark says, jaw set. “This wasn’t a mistake. This was something we needed. Something we both needed.”
“Something we both needed.” Bruce thought back to his rough shoving in, of Clark going soft. “I didn’t give you what you needed. I didn’t even get you off.”
“Your input certainly helped.” Clark says primly, and suddenly the image of Clark jerking it at superspeed to his sobbing moans seems ridiculously funny.
“My input?” Bruce laughs. Clark blushes but gives him a superior look.
“Who are you to judge what I shuck the corn to?” Bruce laughs harder. Clark smiles.
“I promise, I usually give better input than that.”
“As I am sure half of Gotham can testify.”
“It’s part of my cover.” Bruce defends.
“So you say.” Clark says saucily. Bruce smiles at that, before realizing something.
“I haven’t smiled since that day.” Bruce says. “Haven’t laughed either.”
“Ma always said laughter was good medicine.” Clark says.
“Yes.” Bruce says quietly, and Clark tugs him in closer, wraps him in warm and sends him into a silent warm dark sleep. "Ma Kent always did send the best medicine."
He wakes in the morning, and Jason is still dead. There is still Dick to inform, a clown to catch, and a rotten city to hold together.
He wakes in the morning, and Clark is still there. Clark is still there, and they go down without eating breakfast to the graveyard to mourn. Clark comes back with him to the house, stays there until Dick returns, breaks the news to him so Bruce doesn't have to.
 
Bruce and Clark are still friends. They never speak about that night, not in so many words. It was a moment, a moment of grief and madness and healing. Not a mistake, not a regret. Just a moment in the moonlight, with mourning overshadowing it all.
Just a moment. It won't happen again.





  
    Chapter End Notes

    Augh! Please don't kill me! I don't know, how bad was it? I wanted to have the sex be awkward and rough, because Bruce really isn't in an awesome fuck state of mind, but maybe that was a mistake. Should they have had awesome sex? I don't know!!! 
Please, feedback. I don't know how to feel about this chapter. Is it as bad as it felt writing it? Let me know.


  


      

  











A Good Way to Kill Time


    Chapter Summary

    Traveling through space at high speed leaves them in a time stasis state with nothing to do. It seems like a good idea. Just a way to kill time.



    Chapter Notes

      Hi! Sorry this took so long! It sat on my computer for a while while I struggled with POV and the smut.
I really wanted to alternate POV each chapter, but as much as I tried, I could only see this from Bruce's point of view. He came out pretty snarky, so let me know what you think of his dialogue. I liked it.
Halbarry is in this one! Let me know what you think of them!


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  The third time it happens, Hal Jordan hasn’t had sex in six months and won’t shut up about it.
 
“I haven’t had sex in six months!”
 
“We know.” Bruce grouses. “Shut up about it.” 
 
Extended time trapped in a time-warp traveling spaceship has been hell on their nerves. Barry is jittery after he wore out the treadmill with one too many laps. Clark has been trying to pull through and set an example, but he had quietly mentioned to Bruce that he was getting headaches from the lack of diverse sensory stimuli. Bruce himself has been on the point of snapping with no work to do. 
 
Out of all of them, Hal’s complaining is definitely the loudest.
 
“That’s like half a year!  Fuck, that is half a year, isn’t it? Barry, what’s half a year?”
 
“A year has twelve months, Hal. Six months is half a year.”
 
“See!” Hal points emphatically at Barry. “A whole half year without sex. I don’t know about you, spooky, but as a red-blooded man, I have needs.”
 
“Technically, no time is passing at all. Since we’re traveling at such great speeds, we perceive it to be around six months, but in reality-” Hal cuts off Barry’s rambling.
 
“Barry, bear, you know I love your nerdy science talk, but I am facing a real crisis here. I think my balls might actually turn blue.”
 
As Barry starts to explain that Hal’s balls are not in any danger of turning blue, Bruce sips his bitter coffee and fumes. While none of them actually need any nutrients while in this time stasis phase, the psychological effect of coffee is the only thing keeping him sane while trapped in a small enclosed space ship with a horny Hal Jordan.
 
“Hal.” Clark says calmly. “I don’t believe this is an appropriate workplace discussion.”
 
“Like you would understand.” Hal retorts. “If it weren’t for Lois Lane, I’d think you were all smooth Ken doll down there. Do Kryptonians even have dicks? Or is it tentacles? Do you have tentacles, supes?”
 
Bruce watches Clark’s face go that uncomfortable tight mask he wears when someone says or does something that reminds him how alien he is. Bruce slams his cup down on the conversation. 
 
“Jordan. I have had enough.”
 
“It’s alright, Bruce. We’re all just stressed out. I don’t mind.” Clark smiles weakly.
 
Bruce glares at him “Asking your team leader asking personal and invasive questions while whining like a teenage incel about not having sex is not something that should be tolerated.” 
 
”You!” Bruce shoves his finger in Hal’s face. “You, of all people on this ship, do not have the right to complain about this situation. Flash and Superman both have accelerated thought processes and metabolisms. Extended time in an enclosed environment is much more damaging to them than it ever will be for you. So, act your age and do us all a favor. Shut your mouth and fuck your fist, or I will shove the sharpest object in this ship up your ass and make you like it.”
 
Hal’s mouth opens to retaliate, but he looks at Clark, then Barry. Six months in a bland unstimulating closed ship must be torture to them, so used to running or flying wherever they please. Stress circles are creeping in around Barry’s eyes and he twitches almost constantly with restrained energy. Clark is holding together better, but the sheer boredom gives his normally bright blue eyes a dull sheen.
 
“Fine.” Hal says. “Don’t complain about my jerking off. I’m looking at you, spooky. Keep the peep cams out of the bathroom.”
 
“I wouldn’t look at you if I was paid to.” Bruce replies, going back to his coffee. Hal scoffs, then stalks off.
 
“So…” Clark says, in an attempt to break the tension. “Barry. You and Iris have been married, what, a year now?”
 
“About ten months, but yes.” Barry smiles awkwardly. “I’m a married man.”
 
“And how is that going for you?” Clark asks warmly.
 
“I don’t know… It’s wonderful!” Barry says. “Don’t get me wrong, it’s wonderful! I’ve wanted to marry Iris my whole life. It was the plan, the end goal since forever. It's just, now that I’m married… It’s just…”
 
“Overwhelming?”
 
“Not what I expected.” Barry says quietly. “Anyway. Enough about me! How are things with you and Lois?”
 
Clark grins wryly. “Oh, things with Lois are normal. She’s still in love with Superman, and still brushing off Clark Kent.”
 
“You mean she still doesn’t know?!” Barry says “How can she not know?”
 
“That is the question I have been asking for years.” Bruce says.
 
“Not everyone is the world’s greatest detective, Bruce.”
 
“You don’t need to be the world’s greatest detective. All you need is a marker, the ability to draw glasses, and some common sense.”
 
“The trick works because people don’t look twice at Clark Kent-”
 
“They should.” The words come out sharper than Bruce intended, saying more than Bruce can. It is beyond Bruce’s understanding how Clark can walk among the people of the world and not be wondered at, stared at. Not for his strength or looks, but his kindness, his gentleness, his sheer goodness that infuses his every action.
 
Barry’s head is whipping back and forth between their faces. Watching microexpressions most likely, reading the things they can’t, don’t say. Bruce schools his features into a mask and turns to the speedster.
 
“So, your marriage?”
 
“Yes.” Barry squeaks and Hal walks into the room, wet from the shower, obviously having gotten off and being obnoxious about it. Barry turns as red as his suit and looks away. 
 
 Bruce stares at him, cold and heavy, before taking a deliberate sip of his bitter coffee in a toast.
 
“To your marriage.” He toasts.
 
oOo
 
Another two months pass. The sexual tension and pent up energy of being trapped are building to a peak.
 
“They’re going to fuck.” Bruce says.
 
“Bruce!” Clark rebukes him. “They’re not going to do anything.”
 
“Don’t tell me you can’t see it coming. With your enhanced senses, you can probably smell it coming.”
 
“You know I try not to use my powers like that.” Clark says. “They’re not going to sleep together. Barry is married, and Hal is straight as far as I know.”
 
Bruce snorts. “Hal Jordan is not straight. He routinely fucks up his relationships with women due to his internalized homophobia of his stronger attraction to men. And Barry is trying his best to fit himself into the comfortable cookie-cutter mold of a midwestern family. A pressure you might understand.”
 
Clark looks away but doesn't disagree.
 
“Clark.” Bruce says. “I’m a detective. It’s going to happen. I’d bet my company on it.”
 
“I hope it doesn’t.” Clark whispers. “If only for their sake. It would be such a hurtful mess.”
 
“A mess, a mistake, a bad idea.” Bruce says. “The closeted bisexual and the married man. Makes even us sound like a good idea.”
 
Clark flushes slightly. “Well, given the fact neither of us is married and both of us are comfortable with who we are, then yes, we are the better idea.”
 
The admission weighs heavy on the air between them.
 
Bruce leans in closer. “It’s going to happen.”
 
Clark flushes deeper but doesn’t back away. “Barry’s not going to cheat.”
 
“I give them a month.” Bruce breathes in Clark’s ear. “Bet.”
 
In the tense stillness, Bruce can hear Clark swallow and wet his lips. “Bet.”
 
oOo
 
“There you go, baby. Right there, right  there  , oh  god… ”
 
The door is shut, but the walls are thin enough that Bruce can hear them clearly with no need for super hearing.
 
“Ah, ah, ah, aaah  ...Hal,  Hal , you gotta…”
 
“Good, so good, so red and flushed for me, baby, so sweet , I could just...”
 
Clark walks in, hears them, and walks right out of the room. Bruce follows. He finds Clark in his bedroom, with head in his hands.
 
“So, you were right, huh?” he says, not looking up.
 
“Yes.” Bruce says.
 
“This is going to be so hard for them.”
 
“They’ll get through it. Move past it. We did.”
 
“We had excuses, Bruce! We weren’t married!”
 
“I don’t think it would have stopped us if we were.”
 
Clark jolts up to look at him. “No.” He admits quietly. “I don’t think it would’ve.”
 
“But we’re not married.” Bruce continues. “There’s nothing to stop us. Is there?”
 
“No.” Clark’s eyes are starting to darken.
 
“You’ve been a mess these last few months, Clark.” Bruce says, stalking closer toward the bed, stepping into the space between Clark’s spread thighs. “Bursting with energy that has nowhere to go, such heightened senses with so little to process.” Bruce places his hands on Clark’s shoulders and presses him slowly down onto the mattress. “The last two times were for me. This one, this one is for you.”
 
Bruce pushes back his cowl, pulls off Clark’s uniform top and pulls the bottle of lube from his belt. Clark is so painfully beautiful like this, alive, trembling, an exotic butterfly on a pin.
 
“I’m going to make this one good for you.”
 
oOo
 
Bruce keeps his word. 
 
He’s had sex for many reasons over the years. For information, to keep his cover, to stay alive. Bruce has built up quite a bit of skill over the years, skill he knows how to use.
 
Never has he enjoyed using them more than he has right now.
 
“Oh, god, oh god, oh  Rao, Bruce please- ”
 
There is nothing like working the most powerful man on earth to a lather, riding him hard until he comes, then flipping him over and having your wicked way with him.
 
“Bruce, please, just fuck me already, fuck me, fuck me, Fuck me oh Rao, Bruce!”
 
Clark outright wails into the pillow and Bruce grins from his place between his spread open cheeks, spit dripping down his chin.
 
Yes, there is nothing like having Superman squirm and shout because you're tongue deep in his ass. 
 
Bruce digs his fingers deeper into that invulnerable flesh and continues with his mercilessly slow rimming. Clark’s hole flexes and gapes and twitches in delight. Clark himself moans his agony into the pillow below.
 
He’s loud, loud in a way Bruce was never able to appreciate the last two times they did this. Clark tries to muffle it, cover it up. Perhaps because Hal and Barry might hear them. Perhaps because he feels ashamed for being so wanton and needy in bed.
 
Bruce wants him, needs him in a soundproof hotel, in a large marble bath, where all those guttural screams can bounce and reverberate off of every wall. He wants a mirror, so he can show Clark just how beautiful he is, flushed and sweaty and crying out for more.
 
Then he remembers this is a one time thing, one chance. (They said that last time, and the time before, but this really is the last time.) Bruce pries open Clark’s hole with his thumbs and sticks his tongue in as far as it will go. Clark makes a sound like he is dying an exquisite death and loving every moment. Bruce pulls himself away from Clark’s ass with a parting kiss, slicks himself up and pounds into Clark like there is no tomorrow.
 
(Because there is no tomorrow, not for him, not with Clark.)
 
When the man of steel is nothing but a limp puddle of satisfied and sleepy mush underneath him, Bruce pulls out and tries to reconcile himself to that fact.
 
oOo
 
Hal and Barry are a total mess of jangling nerves and twisted emotions for the rest of the journey. Clark steps in to try to put the pieces back together. Bruce does his best to ignore the whole thing. All in all, the environment is not conducive to lovemaking or any talking at all, really. Clark thanks him, awkwardly yet sincerely. 
 
“You didn’t have to do that.” He says
 
Bruce holds back his honest reply of  “I wanted to.” 
 
“I owed you one.” He says instead, and Clark grins shyly.
 
“Well, thanks for the best sex of my life.” The joking admission brands itself on Bruce’s mind forever. “Guess now I know what all the tabloids in Gotham are talking about. I should sell my story. It’ll be quite the scoop!”
 
“My reputation is ruined.” Bruce deadpans. “Whatever will I do?”
 
Clark laughs, and just like that, they are friends again. “I resent you for predicting this whole Halbarry mess. The least you could do is help me clean it up.”
 
“I’m the strategy guy. I don’t do pep talks.”
 
“Always leaving the heavy lifting to me.” Clark floats away and Bruce cannot bring himself to watch him as he goes.
 
(Hal comes to rant to him later. Bruce can only listen so long before he snaps. After a tirade on making wise decisions, appropriate workplace behavior and taking responsibility for your actions, Hal cuts him to the heart with one quiet question.
 

  “Do you think Barry and I’ll ever be friends again?”

 

  “If you truly are the best friends you say you are, you’ll make it through.Trust me. I would know.”


  “How would you-?” Bruce cuts off the question with a cold glare, a look that promises painful consequences should Jordan finish the thought.

 

  “Oh.” Hal says. For once, he is silent. It takes only one look at Hal’s face to know that he knows, and that he won’t be telling anyone.)


  

  


oOo
 
It is a total of fifteen months before the ship emerges from the time stasis warp and they arrive on earth, but Jordan starts complaining about being stuck for two years, so everyone just says two years. 
 
Hal and Barry can look each other in the eye again by the time they get home. After a few more months back on earth, their banter and jokes have made a full resurgence and they are back to being buddies again.
 
(Bruce knows better. Bruce knows that Hal always gets drunk alone now, most likely afraid of what he’ll say. Most of his one night stands are male. More than half of those males are slim men with long legs and blond hair. Iris West never speaks to Hal directly nowadays. She always calls to check up on Barry when they are hanging out together. Barry must have told her. They’re still married. For now.)
 
“How did it happen?” Hal asks abruptly one night, when they are forced to share monitor duty. Bruce doesn’t need to ask him to clarify. The look he gives Hal is death, but the Lantern doesn’t look away.
 
Bruce suddenly feels the mad urge for someone to know, for those frozen moments with Clark to exist somewhere other than in the musty vaults of his mind.
 
“Poison Ivy.” he says after a moment, then adds quietly. “Jason’s death.”
 
He waits for Hal to make a crass remark, a joke, but the Lantern just nods in acknowledgement. They are silent for the rest of their shift.
 
oOo
 
One week after their return to earth, Lois Lane finally has her long awaited epiphany. She and Clark start dating. Bruce tries not to resent her for it. It was a nice one-off. (the best sex of his life. ) Just a good way to kill time.
 
It won’t happen again.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  







  
    Chapter End Notes

    So, what do you think? Halbarry angst? Hardcore rimming smut? How was it? Let me know below!
I decided to portray Hal as in denial of his own sexuality ( possibly due to time in the military) and Barry as a shy bi who just went with the more comfortable accepted option and is now regretting it. These are just my personal characterizations for this particular story. Let me know if they seem OOC or not believable.
Thanks for reading!


  


      

  











You're Alive.


    Chapter Summary

    The fourth time, Clark has been cut off from his allies in battle. After his brush with death, Bruce won't let him go.



    Chapter Notes

      So sorry it's been so long. I do have a reason though, of why it's been so long since my last update.
I was put in an uncomfortable sexual situation recently. I'm fine, but afterwards, I did not even want to think about sex, much less write about it. Hence, why this chapter is late, and dissapointingly smut-free.
Secondly, I struggled so much with point of view here. It was originally Bruce, but the last two chapters were also Bruce, so I changed it to Clark, then back to Bruce, then to Clark again.
Anyway, let me know how I did. I suck at writing battles, so please, suspend your belief for a thousand words or so.


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  The fourth time it happens, everything is going just fine.
 
“Really, truly, Ma.” Clark said. “I’m fine. Things are great.”
 
Martha Kent narrowed her eyes, taking a sip of her milky tea. “I just don’t like it, dear.”
 
“You mean you don’t like Lois.”
 
“I like Lois perfectly fine, Clark.” Ma set down her tea and added another spoonful of sugar. “She’s fiery and spunky and has a good deal of grit. I have a great deal of respect for her as a working woman.” Ma swirled around her tea and set her spoon down with a  clink  . “I just don’t think  you  like her as much as you think you should.”
 
“What do you mean, Ma?”
 
Ma looked out the window, out across the twilight fields. “Do you realize, Clark, that your Pa and I have been married for almost fifty years? Fifty years, that’s half a decade. We’ve been through alot, Jonathan and I. What with my folks objecting to me marrying a farmer, to the whole town talking about us because we weren’t popping out babies like every other married couple out there- We were nearing forty when you came into our lives, Clark.”
 
Ma took his face in her wrinkled hand. “Clark, no matter what came, no matter how hard it was, there was one question that never crossed my mind. No matter the tough times we were going through together, I never once wished that I was going through it with someone else.”
 
Clark was transfixed by the earnestness in his mother’s face. 
 
“Of course I wished the tough times wouldn’t come. Who doesn’t? But I never questioned that Jonathan was the person I wanted by my side in this great fight we call life. Of course I had other beaus, other beaus might look better on paper. And maybe some people though I would have been better off if I had married a lawyer or doctor or politician, someone with money. But Clark, love isn’t something you have to talk yourself into. And if you have to keep reminding yourself why you should be in love with somebody, you’re probably not in love with them at all.”
 
Clark opens his mouth, full of reasons and arguments.  Of course  he’s in love with Lois. He’s been waiting for her for  so long  . Their relationship has grown  beyond  her infatuation with Superman. He  wants this, he really does. 
 
Ma gives him a mother’s look, one that says.  I know you’re lying, but you’re growed up enough to tell the truth when you’re done bullshitting. 
 
“I’m fine, Ma.” Clark reiterates, and yes, he’s fine. Lois is witty and reckless and sexy and even if their relationship is a bit straining, love isn’t supposed to be easy. And if anyone can carry the weight of petty arguments and tight schedules, well, it’s Superman, isn’t it?
 
 And Bruce?  A quiet distant voice in his mind hisses. 
 

   Bruce was swallowed up by Gotham, by Jason’s return and his son, his blood son Damien’s appearance. What they had, what little it was, never meant the same to Bruce as it did to him. Clark hadn’t lost him. Clark had never had him. And now Clark had to let go before he lost himself. 

 
oOo
 
What was it Ma had said? Life was a fight?
 
Ma, as usual, was right.  And in this case,  Clark thought as he ducked a flaming parademon,  literally. 
 
Darkseid’s hordes had attacked the Justice League as they had gathered on a peaceful planet to discuss some diplomatic accords. The strike had been swift and brutal, and the League was scrambling to keep up with the heavy waves of enemy forces that kept breaking upon them. Clark could barely see.  He would punch one demon out of his frame of vision, only to find another blocking his line of sight. He could hear Diana’s war cries and slashing sword, but they seemed to be getting dimmer. Either he was being forced away from her position, or the enemy were wearing her down. 
 
He could feel the Darkseid’s forces pulling at him like a riptide, separating him from shore. Superman was strong and swift, but even he had only two fists to smash with, only two legs to kick his enemies in the gut. His communicator beeped in a familiar tone. Using a beam of heat vision to cut a path through his enemies, Clark kicked into high speed flight and answered the call. 
 
“B?”
 
“Clark-” and that gets Clark’s attention, because Bruce never uses names in the field. “Clark, they’re targeting you, the attack is targeting you-”
 
The teeth of a parademon caught long and sharp in his heel, piercing the tendons in his ankle. Clark can’t restrain a scream. 
 
“Clark!” Bruce shouts, and Clark manages to shake off the beast. His ankle burns, warm blood dripping down the red of his boot.
 
“I’m fine, I’m fine.” He groans. “Not all of us have such intimate experience with various forms of pain as you do.”
 
“Superman.” Bruce’s voice is professional, but there's a strained husky edge to it. “You need to cut across to where Flash and Diana are, don’t let them cut you apart-”
 
Clark looks around wildly, but he can’t see Diana or Barry anywhere. The whole scene looks like something out of Alfred Hitchcock’s  The Birds  , swarms and swarms of flapping wings obscuring everything in sight.
 
“I’ll be fine.” He shouts. “Make sure you get the diplomats to safety, Batman. This whole target on my back is just a distraction.”
 
“Superman, don’t be stupi-” A massive hulking fist smashes Clark across the face, sending him spiraling through the sky. Righting himself, he calls out.
 
“Batman?” Blood is trickling down his face, a strange itchy sensation. “B?” 
 
The broken bits of the com link crumble out of his ear. 
 
 I didn’t even have time to say goodbye,  Clark thinks dazedly, as a stray parademon yanks him by his arm and sends him slingshotting across the sky, tumbling end over end.
 

   I didn’t even get to say goodbye. 

 
oOo
 
The world fades into a haze of blood and fear and instinct. Strike at every moving thing in your line of vision, whirl to face the claws digging into your back, only to feel a new set cut into you as soon as you turn. Clark’s muscles ache with strain and exhaustion. It’s different from the cold nauseating feel of kryptonite. This ache sinks into his every sinew, bone deep and resonating with every movement.
 
He doesn’t know how much time has passed. At first, Clark had looked around for Diana or the others, scanning with x-ray vision, trying to make out some sort of image from between the pseudo-lead armor. 
 
By now, he has given up shouting and hoping to be heard. His circle of senses has narrowed down to his immediate surroundings, lesser powers shutting down to focus on the fight for survival. Greenish-black blood is crusting on his fists, scabbing and shattering and reforming with each blow. But elbow-deep in parademon guts as he is, the flood of fresh enemies never abates.
 
Clark remembers his Ma telling him about a flood that swept Smallville when she was a girl. The ground had been hard from lack of rain, and when the heavens opened and poured there was nowhere for the water to go. Both of them had laughed when Ma recounted how her eight-year old self had seen the water seeping in under their door and grabbed a broom to sweep the flood out. 
 
Clark feels as futile as that broom.
 
It must have been hours ago that he had landed and started to fight on foot. Flying through the air only left another direction to attack from. The earth was hard under his sore feet. His knuckles had burst open so many times they were no longer healing, coating his every punch with a slash of red. His breath came in grunts, no breath to spare for shouts or moans of pain.
 
Privately, Clark always expected to go quick. A spike of kryptonite through the heart, flying into a black hole. Fast and brutal. But this slow grind, snarling faces so swarming his vision he cannot remember ever seeing anything else, this is brutality with a different name. 
 
He didn’t even get to tell Bruce goodbye.
 
That thought weighs him down more than the bruises and abrasions that litter his body. A simple, selfish little wish. It wouldn’t have meant anything, not to Bruce anyway. Bruce never put much by pleasantries. But in saying hello, in saying goodbye, Clark always felt he was claiming a bit of Bruce for himself. Little moments to tuck away, like a starving man eating crumbs to taste food, even if he knew it would do nothing to heal the empty pit inside him.
 
 Ha,  Clark smiled to himself, split lip bleeding down his chin  Even when I can’t even feel my own brain, I think of Bruce. 
 

   Bruce, huh. Always Bruce. 

 
oOo
 
There is a stone pressing right into the pulled muscle in his back. It hurts like a bitch, but Clark doesn't feel like moving. Clark doesn’t think he  can  move. 
 
He had sunk to his knees, no longer fighting, just holding up his arms to keep the blows away from his face, when a beam of purple light had burst through the sky. It had looked a bit like Star Sapphire magic, glowing with an entrancing wavelength. The parademons had flown straight into it, like moths into a bonfire. Clark had looked up to see the sky clearing of enemies before slumping down onto his back, not even able to twitch. The world’s triple set of small suns had started rising over the horizon, and Clark could do nothing more than close his eyes and surrender to warm darkness.
 
oOo
 
The triple suns were at high noon by the time Clark summoned the strength to open his eyes. His eyelids felt like kryptonite laced lead sheets. Clark went to put a hand to his aching head, only to abandon that idea when it awakened a whole cacophony of pain in his entire body.
 
Closing his eyes again, Clark allowed his body to soak up the solar radiation of the pale yellow suns. Once his body no longer immobilized at any hint of movement, he slowly and painfully pulled himself upright and looked around. 
 
The beautiful alien countryside had been ravaged by the battle, smoking pieces of armor and parademon bodies withering in the light. Clark looked at the flowering purple tentacle-trees and the pink grass, and realized he had no idea where he was.
 
Exerting any of his supervision caused an intense burning in his retinas. He had to get back to the capital, get to a solar healing bed and see if his team had made it back alright.
 
Clark doesn’t want to consider any other possibility.
 
Picking up a branch of blue wood that had been hacked off by a parademon blade, Clark drags himself to his feet and starts walking.
 
oOo
 
He passes farms and fields. This part of the planet is a great deal like Kansas, the breadbasket of this world. The locals either hide behind their doors or timidly leave him food and drink. Slowly regaining his strength, Clark tries to communicate through cobbled sign language, asking for directions to the capital. 
 
His leg still aches and he has no flight or speed, but all his superficial wounds have healed and his super hearing comes and goes. 
 
He is climbing a little hill that feels so much bigger than a little hill should, when something floats by on a breath of wind.  Clark stops and pricks up his ears. It is almost sunset now, and there are beasts that roam the night. In his condition, he has had to crawl up a tree more than once to escape them.
 
Then words make their way to his ear.
 
“You’ve got to keep hoping. Clark’s done the impossible before. Maybe somebody found him and is helping him get back to us-”
 
“Or maybe somebody found the body and buried it, and we’ll keep searching this goddamned planet for a patch of dirt.”
 
Clark knows those voices. Heart swelling with joy, he scrambles and climbs the nearest tree, his eagerness sending lancing pain through his muscles. Reaching the very top, he spots a hovering speeder racing across the countryside. Cupping his hands to his mouth, Clark yells.
 
“Hey! Heyyyy!!!”
 
The speeder slows down and Clark frantically waves his arms. “Over here! Bruce! I’m over here!”
 
The speeder stops and a familiar dark figure steps out, rushing toward him. Clark waves his arms again, beaming-
 
And promptly falls out of the tree.
 
oOo
 
In his condition, the fall knocks Clark out for a good moment. But by the time he blinks the black spots from his eyes, a familiar cowled face hovers over him, holding his face in a grip so tight it hurts.
 
Clark smiled stupidly, heart soaring. “Hi!” He says. Bruce’s grip gets even tighter. 
 
“God damn you, Clark.” He growls, and the voice is such a twisted wreck of anger and relief and joy that Clark can hardly bear it.
 
While Clark can pretty much hobble along on his own at this point, when Bruce slings his arm over his shoulder and bears him up, Clark lets himself be carried along.
 
All through the long trip back to the capital, Bruce doesn’t let go, letting Barry drive.
 
“We were sure you were gone, Supes.” Barry says. “The battle lasted for 56 hours straight, and no one could find you. It’s been nine earth days since we saw you last.”
 
Bruce half drags, half carries Clark into a provided bedroom with windows that face the sunrise. Clark settles gratefully into the bed and braces himself for Bruce’s letting go.
 
Bruce says nothing as he crawls into bed beside him, still holding on. Without his powers, Clark can’t see his face, but they fit together so perfectly Clark wants to meld into his body. Instead, he pulls away.
 
“What, they didn’t have enough beds in this joint?” He jokes. Bruce doesn’t laugh.
 
“If you think I’m ever going to leave you now, you’re crazy.”
 
In the dark, Clark smiles, and pretends the words mean more than they do.
 
oOo
 
Clark wakes to sunlight streaming over them, golden light washing over his wounded body and filling him with warmth. He turns to Bruce. 
 
His eyes are open, his face carved into bronze and shadow by the light. They spend an endless moment there, looking at each other.
 
In foreign sunlight they reach for each other, and no god could say who reaches first.
 
oOo
 
Clark is home again, in his own clothes, in his normal life, and finds that he is not fine anymore.
He is at their apartment door, the apartment he shares with Lois, getting ready to have the toughest conversation of his life. And Lois will no doubt pick and pry and question,  why he is leaving her for someone who has no interest in being with him  and he will have to confess just how pathetic of a not-human being he is, for leaving such a wonderful woman based on a love born of what, to Bruce, will never be anything more than a series of mistakes.
 
He paces, and paces, then finally unlocks the door. Lois is there, smiling, a half-eaten cupcake box and a jar of peanut butter in hand. His heart swells in fondness. Lois is amazing. She really is. 
 
He hugs her and she laughs. “How ya been, Smallville? Nevermind that, I’ve got something for you.”
 
Pushing him into a chair, she sets the peanut butter on the table and rushes off, returning with a gift bag.
 
“Open it.” She says, bouncing on her toes. 
 
Clark peels through the paper wrapping, and comes up with a set of tiny shoes and a plastic stick.
 
“You’re-”  He never thought, he never dreamed that this would be possible. 
 
“Yes! I went to that Leslie Thompkins lady and she confirmed it. I’m pregnant!”
 
Clark stares up at her, uncomprehending, a maelstrom of emotions swirling in his chest. Another Kryptonian, another member of the House of El. A  child. HIS  child. Perry’s congratulation’s, Ma going crazy over grandkids, General Lane marching down and asking them when they’re going to get  married- 
 
Clark chokes up at the enormity of it all. He’s never felt so happy or so desperate in his life. He  wants to get married, wants his child to have the happy home he had, with a mom and a dad and a white picket fence. He also wants Bruce, wants Bruce to want him in a way he knows Bruce never will. 
 
Clark wipes his eyes and sets the booties down on the table. The choice is clear. A dream coming to life over a selfish fantasy that will never be. It was a one last hurrah, a one night wonder that can't happen again.
 
“That’s great, Lois!’ He says, and his voice shakes.
It can't happen again.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  







  
    Chapter End Notes

    So. That happened. I struggled a lot with making Clark's decision to marry Lois seem believable. He cares about her a lot, and he doesn't know Bruce loves him back. As for questions on what universe this is, it's kind of nebulous, but I'm going for the New 52 with Jon Lane Kent for this particular fic. Let me know what you think! Thanks so much for your patience 💕


  


      

  











The Last Time


    Chapter Summary

    The fifth time, Clark has been invited to Bruce's wedding as his own marriage is falling apart. At the disastrous wedding, the two of them come together one last time.



    Chapter Notes

      Haaaaa
It has been so long! But it is here! Final chapter! Thank you all so much for your time and support! 
I love you all and never could have done this without your kind words.
Here we go! Please review!
P.S. I apologise for the shameless plug down in the comments, but when I first posted this at like three in the morning, I didn't include my usual " What did you think of this?" questions in the endnotes. So if you are an early bird who missed those, I'd really appreciate your feedback on this last chapter of this fic!


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  
  The fifth time it happens, Clark is going through the morning mail and finds the wedding invitation.

 

  “Clark!” Lois jolts him from his paralyzed state and shoves Jon’s lunch box into his hands. “I have a video conference in about two seconds with the
  
     Planet. 
  
  Get Jon ready for school, will you?” She whisks out of the kitchen and disappears into the spare bedroom that is her office. Clark stares after her and clutches the tin lunch box so tightly the metal starts to warp.

 

  “Dad!” Jon says indignantly from under his bedhead. “You’re crushing it!” He super speeds and snatches it from Clark’s hands, looking at the ruined cartoon figures sadly.

 

  “I’m so sorry, Jon.” Clark says, guilt flooding his person. “Something just- startled me. I’ll buy you a new one.”

 

  “It’s okay, Dad,” and Clark smiles helplessly at what a sweet boy he has. “The other kids were starting to make fun of me for it, anyway. Only babies like Lightning Mcqueen.” He continues eating his massive plate of eggs and ham. 

 

  “Are they bothering you again, Jon?” Clark asks, worried. 

 

  “It’s no prob, Dad. I’m fine.” Jon stirs his eggs fitfully. “It’s just- when can Damien come over again?”

 

  Damien Wayne was fourteen to Jon’s twelve, and Jon was convinced he was the coolest kid in the world. Clark opened his mouth to answer, before remembering the invitation he had just seen in the mail.

 

  “I think Damien is going to be busy for a while, Jon.” The boy’s face dropped. “But maybe we can visit him soon.”

 

  “Super!” Jon exclaimed. “The manor is so cool! When are we going? How long are we staying? Do you think Batman will let me sleep over? Do you think Jason will be there? Can I borrow Grandpa's shotgun to show- ?!”

 

  “Slow down, Jon. I don't know if we’re going yet. Finish your eggs and get your backpack. The bus should be here any minute.”

 

  Jon zipped up the stairs to grab his stuff as Clark quickly made a packed lunch for him and put it in a paper bag. He can hear the bus rattling up to the corner. “Time to go, Jon.” he calls, and Jon thuds down the stairs, snatching his lunch and giving his dad a quick hug as he dashes out the door. 

 

  “Walk!” Clark shouts after him, and sees the  slightly-too-fast-to-be-normal steps slow down to human speed. Jon clambers on the bus just in time. Clark smiles as he watches it drive away. Oh, how he loves his boy.

 

  Clark putters about the kitchen, clearing the table and washing the dishes, before pouring himself another cup of coffee and getting ready to fly into work.

 

  Lois walks out of her office with a huff. “Did you have to be so loud? The walls in this farmhouse didn’t block out any of your racket. I was on the phone with the manager of the Planet and it made me look ridiculous.” She steals his cup of coffee and sits down with her head in her hands. “Now instead of a serious reporter, they’re going to see a washed-up soccer mom with a baby on each hip. Great. My reputation is destroyed.”


  “No one with any brains sees you like that. Your reputation isn’t destroyed.”

 

  “And what do you know about it?!” Lois snaps. “You can come into work late with shoddy clothes and act like an utter doofus and people still take you seriously, but the moment I have one hair out of place, I’m an unprofessional slatternly bitch.” She takes another swig of coffee. “And then all the neighborhood ladies look at me like I’m some unspeakable monster just because I don’t show up to every single school bake sale and baseball game and church fundraiser this dinky little town has to offer. No offense to you, Smallville, but I can’t wait until when we move back to Metropolis.”

 

  Clark furrows his brows. “
  
    When
  
   we move back to Metropolis? Lois, we agreed to 
  
    talk
  
   about it when Jon got older, but we never made any final decisions-”

 

  “I am making the final decision. We are going back to Metropolis. Having time to baby Jon and write my books has been great, but I want to go back to work. I miss the drive, the thrill of reporting. I don’t want to be some country housewife who writes on the side. I’m Lois Lane-”

 

  “And I’m Clark Kent and Jon is Jon Kent-Lane. This is a decision we have to make together. Besides, we said we’d talk when Jon is going into highschool. We have a few years left-”

 

  “He should be in highschool now. He’s already reading at an advanced level-”

 

  Clark throws his hands in the air. “You know how I feel about him skipping grades, Lois! With his powers and family secrets, Jon already has trouble connecting with his peers. Throwing him into a classroom full of kids three years older than him is only going to isolate him more. The advanced online courses-”

 

  “The advanced online courses are not enough, Clark.” Lois says. “Jon should have access to better education than a small-town conservative schoolhouse can provide. Metropolis schools-”

 

  “Metropolis schools are funded and controlled by Luthor, and I would never put Jon into one of them until I was sure he could control his powers no matter what the situation. You need to stop looking down on Smallville’s schools. The teachers here are some of the most dedicated individuals I know, and I don’t think some fancy city science teacher with over two-hundred students to worry about could do any better than Mrs. Keets and her small lab she funds herself!”

 

  “I want my son to have the best!” Lois shouts. “You’re holding us back!”

 

  “I want what’s best for him too!” Clark replies. “I’m trying to do what I believe is right.”

 

  Lois slams her cup of coffee down on the table, liquid sloshing onto the freshly cleaned surface. She stares him dead in the eye. “I am going to get back on the phone, and accept that job offer for my old position at the 
  
    Planet
  
  . And if I have to rent an apartment myself and only see Jon on weekends, then I will. Because I can’t do this anymore.”

 

  Clark watches her stalk back into her office and shut the door. He looks down at the table, with its pile of mail, now coffee-stained, scattered upon it. The wedding invitation sits on top, brown liquid seeping across the elegant lettering. 

 

  He takes the invite gently in his giant hands, like it is a broken-winged bird. The paper is thick and glossy, tiny chips of what seem to be real emeralds embedded in the corners.  






You are most cordially invited to the upcoming nuptials of MS. SELINA KYLE  and MR. BRUCE ROBERT WAYNE. Please R.S.V.P. should you wish to attend.






  At the bottom of the invitation, there is a small handwritten note, in familiar handwriting. This isn’t some mass produced invite. This is a personal request.

 

  
    I hope you can make it. 
  
  It says. 
  
    I’d like you to be there. I’d like to see your face.
  

 

  The paper crumples in Clark’s hands as he presses those precious words to his heart. He hasn't the strength to do this. He hasn’t the strength to stand and smile and shower blessings as he watches the greatest love of his life marry someone else.

 

  But someone has to be there, to make sure Bruce doesn’t overthink it the way he always does. Someone has to make sure Bruce is happy. 

 

  And he did ask.

 

  Like Clark could ever refuse Bruce anything.

 

  oOo

 

  “I have good news for you.” Clark says as he picks up Jon from school in his pick-up truck. “You’ll have the chance to see Damien again in just a few weeks.”

 

  Jon, who looks a bit gloomy leaning against the window, immediately perks up. “Sweet! I can show him my newest flight tricks. We have a new attack move we wanted to try-”

 

  “Just don’t do anything crazy until after the wedding, and you can practice all the fight moves you want.”

 

  “Wedding?” Jon raises his eyebrows. “Batman’s getting married? To who?”


  “Bruce is getting married to Ms. Selina Kyle.” Clark replies, and marvels at how his voice sounds so calm as he says it.

 

  “Who is Selina Kyle, Dad? I mean, what’s her superhero name?”

 

  “She’s Catwoman.” Clark says. Jon frowns.

 

  “Then that means Damien lost the bet.”

 

  “The bet?” Clark asks. Jon nods solemnly. 

 

  “Damien bet Batman would get back with his mom, because Jason says that if you put enough money on something, it’s more likely to come true. Tim said that was stupid and that Jason was a lying bastard. He and Dick bet on Catwoman, because of something called correlation and BDSM. Jason bet on you-” Clark choked. “Because he said you were the only person in the universe who could put up with Batman’s shit.”

 

  Clark makes a sharp turn and keeps his eyes firmly fixed on the road. “Number one, Jon, you are paying for those curse words in the swear jar when we get home. Number two, it is wrong to bet on people’s personal lives, especially people you know. Who Bruce marries is his own private business.”

 

  “But Dad, Damien did it, and-”

 

  “And I’m telling you not to do it. Understand?”

 

  “I understand.” Jon slumps against the door again, staring out the window. “Dad?” he says after a moment. “Getting married is not forever, is it?”

 

  “It’s intended to be.” Clark says. “Things happen and people grow apart sometimes, but people get married because they want to be together forever.”

 

  “Uncle Barry was married when I was little, and then not married.” Jon says. “And now he and Uncle Hal are married together. I was one of the ring boys, I remember.”

 

  “Yes, you looked so cute in your little outfit.”

 

  “I’m not cute, Dad, stop embarrassing me.” Jon says. “If being married can stop, do you think you and Mom will ever stop being married?”

 

  There is a tinge of tension and guilt in his tone. Clark turns to look at his upturned face, still chubby with baby fat but intense with understanding.

 

  “Why are you asking this now?” Clark asks.

 

  “I heard you. This morning. My super hearing kicked in and heard you from the bus.”

 

  “Jon,” Clark says. “I know we’ve talked about how eavesdropping is bad.”

 

  “It’s not just today, though.” Jon continues. “ You guys argue. A lot. Quietlike, but I can still hear it. You smell agitated around each other too.”

 

  “Jon.” Clark sighs. “Sometimes, parents fight. It’s nothing I ever want you to worry about. Your mother and I both love you, and that is never going to stop. Disagreements are normal.”

 

  “Susan says her parents send her to her grandmother every month so they can spend time together. She says they say soppy things and are really gross. Parents are supposed to be gross, at least sometimes. You and mom are never gross.”

 

  Clark wants to say something that will erase everything that Jon has seen and heard, that will magically change his and Lois’ relationship into the perfect married unit his parents were when he grew up. He wants to be able to look at the wedding invitation and be perfectly platonically happy. 

 

  He opens his mouth and he has nothing to say.

 

  He pulls over to the side of the road and says. “Come here.” Jon walks around the front of the truck to the drivers side and as soon as he’s in reach Clark pulls him into a hug so fierce, full of love and strength he shows to no one in the world.

 

  “I love you.” He says. “So much. I love you so much, my beautiful, smart boy.”

 

  “I know, Dad. I know.”

 

  oOo

 

  The weeks pass, and Lois rents her apartment in Metropolis around the same time Clark rents suits for him and Jon to wear to the wedding.

 

  “Why do you want to come with me?” Clark asks, as she puts on a slinky dress and make-up for the party. 

 

  “I need to reintroduce myself to society, let everyone know Lois Lane is back in the game. No better place to do that than a Wayne party. Besides, free booze and a free shitshow to entertain me? Not missing it.”

 

  “I think it’s going to go just fine.” Clark grits out as he roughly tightens his tie. The pressure against the lump in his throat feels suffocating, but he thinks he deserves it. 

 

  “My money is that she leaves him at the altar. Or goes through with it, but conveniently doesn’t sign the marriage licence.”

 

  
    “Lois-”
  
   Clark says, and she sighs.

 

  “Yes, I know. You’ll drop me and my stuff off at the new apartment after? Or don’t bother. I can take the ferry.”

 

  “Gotham will never let you take that many bags on the ferry. I’ll drive you there.”

 

  “Thanks, Smallville.” she says, and closes her make-up compact with a click. 

 

  “Has this ruined everything, between us?” She asks, quietly. “Do you hate me, Clark?”

 

  Clark stops fussing with his tie and meets her eyes in the mirror

 

  “I’m disappointed.” he says, after a moment. “I thought I could be like my parents. I thought I could make it work. I think I should have known better. But no. I don’t hate you, Lo’.”

 

  She smiles softly. “Good to know, Smallville.” And with that, she picks up her purse and walks out to the car.

 

  oOo

 

  It’s a long drive, but Clark relishes it. Technically, Superman could have flown Jon and Lois and all their luggage to Gotham in a heartbeat, but Clark needs this drive. It allows time and place to bend and warp into field upon field, highway upon highway. He can pretend he is a normal man, like he isn’t getting closer every mile to the end of his marriage and the beginning of Bruce’s married life with someone else.

 

  They arrive a little late and Clark slinks in through one of the many side doors. Lois is busy making rounds of the socialites, introducing herself as Ms. Lane and loving it. Jon has scampered off somewhere to find Damien. Alfred meets him on the threshold and insists on helping him set up the bags in one of the guest rooms, then turns around and hugs him tight. Clark hugs back.

 

  “The stiff British upper lip couldn’t hold up, could it?”

 

  “My boy is getting married.” Alfred said  “I’d be a poor father if I didn’t shed a few tears.”

 

  “Your secret is safe with me.” Clark smiles. “It must have been an awful lot of work putting this together.”

 

  “You flatter me, sir.” Alfred says. “I only arranged a pre-wedding luncheon, a full church wedding, a reception and the honeymoon getaway. Nothing too fancy.”

 

  Clark shakes his head. “I can imagine. You know-” Clark pauses and swallows, before continuing with a laugh. “I always thought if Bruce did get married, it would be one night at the courthouse, and he would turn it into a learning exercise to test the boys and see who figured it out first.”

 

  “Yes, I was of a similar opinion.” Alfred says, leading the way down endless velvet-lined hallways toward the party. “But then again, I always thought it would be you.” 

 

  Clark stops dead still, and leans heavily against the wall. “You knew.”

 

  “There are few things that happen around here that I do not know, Master Kent.” says Alfred, gently. “And as much as I wish Ms. Kyle and Bruce well, I am sorry it was not you.”

 

  oOo

 

  Clark walks out into the party, and lets the traffic of over two-hundred gaudy guests rush and swirl around him. He picks up a watercress sandwich, expertly cut by Alfred’s capable hands and downs it in one bite. It is delicious, but all he tastes is numbness. Jon comes rushing at him out of the crowd, suit rumpled and tie already askew. 

 

  “Damien wants to show me the new sword he got for his birthday. We’re going to go out back and practice fight! Can go Dad, please, please?”

 

  Clark sighs and says. “He can show you the sword, but no practice fighting. Jon, don’t pout. There are civilians here. We’re staying a whole weekend. They’ll be plenty of time for superpower fun. Go on now.”

 

  Jon runs off, and Clark calls out after him. “Don’t ruin your suit! It’s a rental!” 

 

  There is a throaty chuckle from behind him. “Little hellions, aren’t they?” Clark turns around to face the voice. “He’s probably the only kid on earth who can keep up with the demon spawn.”

 

  “Jason.” Clark says. And it is Jason, leaning casually against the buffet table in a leather jacket and dress pants that have suspicious bulges right where thigh holsters would be.

 

  “Heya, Uncle Clark.” Jason grins, taking a swig of the flask he pulls from his pocket. “What dragged you in from bumfuck nowhere?”

 

  “Language, Jason.” says Clark automatically, then remembers the man before him is no longer the curly haired little scamp he used to scold and read poetry.

 

  “Yes, 
  
    Mom.
  
  ” Jason snarks, in the exact same tone as he did all those years ago. Clark smiles faintly. Maybe that little scamp is still here after all.

 

  “Where’s Dick?” Clark asks. Jason takes another swig and stuffs food in his mouth.

 

  “Fuck if I know. Busy with his best man duties. Thank god, I didn’t end up in a bigger role in this shitshow.”

 

  Clark frowns. “Why do you say that?”

 

  Jason picks up a plum tart and smiles grimly. “Because I know Selina, and I know Bruce. He’ll run, or she’ll run, or they’ll go through with it a have a few months of fucking fantastic sex before they hit another one of their snags and break apart again. It’s a game they’ve been playing forever.” Jason swallows half the tart whole and washes it down with whiskey. “But the thing with games, Clark, is that eventually, someone is going to lose.”

 

  Jason grins and gives Clark a roguish look. “I’m running a betting pool , if you want to put some money on it. My bet is on neither of them showing up, and getting mad at each other for ditching.”

 

  “I know you bet on me.” The words just spill out, cracking through the dam of his composure. “I know you bet on Bruce and I. Together.”

 

  Jason says. “I did. And you better not get all pissy about it. I’m already mad I lost that money.”

 

  “Why me?” Clark asked. Jason laughed. 

 

  “Same reason Damien bet on Talia. Dick had his parents, Tim has the Drakes, fucks though they are. I had a drunk, an addict, and you. Every kid wants their parents to be together. I guess I’m no different in that way. Besides,” Jason said. “I saw the way he looked at you.”

 

  There is a stirring of movement and chatter in the crowd as Alfred informs the guests it is time to make their way to the church for the ceremony. Clark feels nausea rise in his throat. He washes it back down with a glass of too fizzy champagne.

 

  “No wonder you lost your bet, Jason.” Clark said, following the crowd out of the manor. “Bruce never looked at me.”

 

  oOo


  Gotham Cathedral is huge and majestic, with soaring Gothic arches, mahogany pews, and stained glass windows that glow in the sun. It is a magnificent place for a wedding.

 

  The wedding is running late.

 

  “Can we go yet?” Jon asks, swinging his legs back and forth. The question echoes loudly off the stone walls. Clark winces and some other guests chuckle awkwardly. 

 

  “The boy has a point.” says one portly gentleman. “Brucie’s known for being late, but this is ludicrous!” His wife smacks him with her bag and tells him to hush.

 

  The crowd titters, but as the time drags on, they grow more and more restless. Jason is slumped over in his pew, drinking and dealing money around, not even trying to hide it. Tim is pale and stiff backed beside Damien, standing in their positions by the altar. Damien is glowering down at his shoes. Dick is fluttering in and out of the hall in barely concealed panic, his nervous energy infecting the room. People are shifting in their seats, people are getting up to leave.

 

  Then Bruce walks into the room.

 

  In the sudden hush, Clark can hear his own heart stutter. Jon gives him an odd look out of the corner of his eye, but Clark cannot look away. He drinks Bruce in with his eyes,from his faintly greying temples to his black velvet suit. He holds that beloved form in his mind, clinging to every line and movement, stretching out the last few minutes that he can claim Bruce as his, in some small way. He has until the organ starts, he has until the bride walks in. When he does, he will have to give Bruce away.







  The church holds their breath and waits, and Clark waits with them. It must be twenty, thirty minutes pass, and nothing happens. The guests are shuffling again, but Clark has not moved. Thirty minutes in, Bruce’s eyes flicker from where they are constantly watching the door. They meet his. 

 

  Bruce stares at Clark for one long moment, looks back at the church door, then turns on his heel and walks out.

 

  oOo

 

  The church erupts into chaos, angry, tired people flooding the aisle with their gossip and outrage. Lois is there, a fistful of bills clutched in her hand that she probably won off of Jason. Clark shoulders through the crowd and passes Jon to his mother. 

 

  “I’m going to see what I can do to help.” he says.

 

  Lois laughs at him. “You can’t help.” Clark ignores her and makes his way up to the altar.

 

  Dick is there, head in his hands. “Where is he?” Clark asks. 

 

  “I don’t know.” Dick replies numbly. Alfred is busy apologizing to the officiant and being berated by the church director. Clark grits his teeth.

 

  “Where is 
  
    she
  
  ?” he asks. 

 

  “Walking by herself, by her wild lone.” Jason mouths around a cigarette, counting wads of money. “All places are alike to her.”

 

  Damien 
  
    tt
  
  s
  
    . 
  
  “No one is interested in your inane literary references, Todd. The cat is gone. And I am going. This has been a ridiculous venture from the start and I refuse to have any further part in it.” He vanishes into the seething crowd.

 

  “I just don’t understand.” said Dick. “He said he was happy. He told me he was happy. How could this happen?”

 

  “That was the first clue.” said Tim. “He 
  
    told 
  
  us he was happy. If he was really happy, we would have had to find out.”

 

  Clark shrugs off his jacket and hands it to Dick. “I’m going to see if I can find her. Maybe something’s come up. It is Gotham after all.”

 

  “Very noble of you to try to save the day, Mister Kent.” says Alfred.

 

  “That’s what Superman does.” Clark says, and heads into the vestibule to change.

 

  oOo

 

  The day has turned wet and muggy, right on the blister point of rain. Clark flies for hours before he finds her. Selina is sitting on the gritty concrete edge of an old factory, still wearing her black lace wedding dress.

 

  “You do know cats eat birds, right?” she says as he lands on the roof.

 

  “Yes. It’s been years since someone’s taken me for a bird or a plane.”

 

  “You’re here to ask why I did it, aren’t you?” She methodically picks apart her bouquet with sharp nails, tossing petals down onto the street. “That’s the thing with you hero types. Always wanting people to be good and honest and responsible for their actions. Well, I’m not good and I’m not honest.” Selina turns, eyes flashing. “I’m a selfish, self-serving woman, and I’m proud of it. So go on and ask me, Boy Scout. I’ll tell you. Ask me!”

 

  “Why did you do it, Selina?” he asks.

 

  “Bruce and I have been playing this little game of cat and bat almost since the beginning.” She smiles. “ I loved it. I loved Bruce, though you probably don’t believe me. But here is the damning question.” Selina gestures helplessly to the smoggy skyline. “What now?”

 

  “What do we do after the chase is over? What happens when the cat catches the bat? I’ll tell you the answer. It’s simple.” Selina pulls off the largest rose and tosses it over the edge. “She eats him. And finds something new to chase.”

 

  “Sounds like you never wanted to get married at all.”

 

  Selina laughs. “You’re right. I don’t think I ever did. It was fun, the idea, the thrill of it. Like the most daring heist, the jewel no one could ever capture. Batman’s heart. But you know, no matter how valuable the ruby, it always ends the same way. I clutch it to my breast, press in onto a velvet cushion, and move on to the next thing.”

 

  “Sounds to me these are all things you should have talked about with Bruce before you left him at the altar in front of two-hundred people.”

 

  Selina grins wryly. “Well, I always did have a flair for the dramatic.”

 

  “Stop it.” Clark snaps. “Stop treating Bruce like a toy you can play with. He’s not your entertainment, he’s a person, a person who deserves to be happy, and if you had just talked to him like a reasonable adult, none of this mess would have happened.”

 

  “We did talk. He told me he was happy. We told each other that we were fine, that this would work. But Superman, “ Selina stalks closer. “It's the things that people don’t say that are the most damning. There are things Bruce doesn’t talk about. Can’t talk about. The fact I won’t give up my lifestyle. The fact he won’t give up his. The fact it grates on his morals every time he lets it slide because it’s me doing the stealing. The fact we often end up on opposite sides.”

 

  Selina unzips her dress, working it down her shoulders to reveal a catsuit underneath. 

 

  “He did an awful lot of not talking about you as well. I think just that is telling enough.” Catwoman steps out of the wedding dress and hands it to Clark. “It’s a lovely dress, but I don’t think I can wear it again. You can keep it if you like. I think you’d look quite 
  
    purr
  
  -fect in it.”

 

  She stands poised on the rooftop edge, ready to leap, before turning back. “Don’t tell Bruce I’m sorry. I’m not. But send him my regards. I wish him the best.”

 

  And with that, Catwoman takes off into the Gotham skyline, light as shadow, free as air.

 

  oOo

 

  Clark returns to a wreckage of wilting flowers and a decimated buffet. He silently hands Alfred the wedding dress. He takes it and folds it solemnly.

 

  “The press has gotten wind of it now. I am sure they will be so kind as to give him some space.” The sarcasm hangs acrid in the air. 

 

  “Where is Jon?”

 

  “The boys are demolishing the leftover desserts down in the manor kitchen. I’ll be sure to compensate you for the expense of the cake-smeared rental suit.”

 

  Clark sighs, and looks about for his jacket and keys. “I need to get Lois to Metropolis. I promised I’d drive her. I suppose we could fly.”

 

  “Mrs. Kent is not staying with you over the weekend at the Manor?”

 

  “She prefers Lane now.” Clark says without thinking. “And no. She wasn’t planning on staying with us.”

 

  “I see.” Alfred says. “I trust it will not ruin her plans to remain here one night. Should I prepare another room for you?”

 

  “I don’t know.” Clark says, and he really doesn’t know where in the mess of his marriage he stands. “I’ll have to ask her. I think you should.”

 

  “As you wish.” Alfred says. They both look down the long hallway, into the darkness where a bat is hiding.

 

  “Master Bruce is most likely brooding in his cave. I could use someone to bring him out of it, someone strong enough to keep him from doing anything stupid.” Alfred gives him a knowing look. “I trust Superman will be up for the job.”

 

  “Now if you’ll excuse me,” Alfred says. “ I have a guest room to prepare and a horde of ravenous boys to fight off for my share of that cake.”

 

  oOo

 

  Clark follows the familiar path through the grandfather clock and into the cave. The bats flutter around him, and he takes his time wandering through the different workspaces and displays, giving Bruce time to hide or leave.

 

  Jason’s old suit has been taken down. In its place is a Red Hood helmet with a note reading, “Gotcha again, old man.” Knowing Bruce, the damaged suit is tucked away secretly somewhere, but it is good to know Bruce is no longer openly flagellating himself with that grief. On one of the workbenches is a prototype of a new Flash suit Barry and Bruce have been collaborating on. It lies next to some scavenged parademon armor. Heaven knows how those two nerds found a way to incorporate that into the design. Clark smiles softly.

 

  Clark is looking at one of Ivy’s new exotic flowers, sealed under a glass dome, when he feels Bruce appear behind him.

 

  “What are you doing here?” he growls.

 

  “I came to see you, Bruce. You did say you would like to see my face.” Clark peers closer at the flower. “It’s very pretty. Orchid-like.”

 

  “It’s a genetically mutated hybrid.” says Bruce. “Causes swelling of the genitals and hallucinations.”

 

  “Doesn’t sound very nice at all.” 

 

  Bruce is half-dressed in his batsuit. The armor and cape are on, but his hands, face, and feet are bare. It makes him look both defensive and vulnerable. And beautiful, as he always is.

 

  “Are you going out tonight?” Clark asks.

 

  Bruce looks down at his bare hands, twisted in the armored weave of his cape. “I can’t put it on, I can’t take it off. Batman was her sex dream, Bruce Wayne a shiny toy. But who the hell could ever want the pathetic man in-between?”

 

  “I could.” Clark says before he can stop himself.
  
     “
  
  I do
  
    .
  
  ”

 

  Bruce stops still and stares at him, wild-eyed and uncomprehending. Clark swallows and continues.

 

  “You’re not pathetic.” he says.“You’ve never been. Not to anyone. Not to me. And I know this whole mess with Selina has been hard on you, and I don’t blame you at all for being upset. But I will not stand here and let you believe that you are unworthy of love.”

 

  
    Not the time for your stupid feelings.
  
   Clark thinks. 
  
    Idiot. Idiot.
  

 

  As he stands panicking,Bruce stalks up to him and takes his face firmly into his hands. Gripping so desperately that it would bruise any mortal man, he kisses him. His bare hands fist hard in his curly hair as he sucks the air and breath out of Clark’s body. Clark’s arms rise to embrace him and for the first time in so long their flesh twines to become one.

 

  They press touch-starved, greedy hands to each other’s bodies, rediscovering places they had not visited for the past ten years. Intertwined, blind to all but each other, they grope their way to the small utilitarian bedroom tucked in the cave, bumping into everything as they go. 

 

  They're on the bed, kissing desperately, hungrily, when Bruce suddenly wrenches himself away, an agonized look on his face.

 

  “I- “ he pants, and Clark kisses the words from his mouth. “Lois. You want Lois.”

 

  “You first, Bruce.” Clark says desperately, words fighting to slip past the kisses he presses to Bruce’s skin. “You first, always.”

 

  Bruce goes tense in his arms and Clark realizes the magnitude of what he just said. How could he have done this? How could he have ruined this? Bruce was coming to him for sexual release and physical comfort. He didn’t want or need Clark’s sentimental feelings. Bruce would leave now, stop this, and rightly so, and Clark would be without even these little stolen moments he had held on to for so many years.

 

  “Do you mean that?” Bruce askes, and Clark desperately wants to lie, to cover it up and fix what little they have.

 

  “I do.” he admits, and waits for Bruce to pull away.

 

  Bruce shoves him back onto the bed, ripping off his shirt and shedding his own as he goes. Clark stared at him dumbfounded as he rummaged in the side table for lube.

 

  “Aren’t you going to leave?” Clark asks.

 

  “Do you want me to leave?”

 

  “No.” Bruce is unbuttoning and pulling down his pants, lube slick fingers curling around his cock, and Clark definitely does not want him to leave.

 

  “But I thought-
  
    ugh.
  
  ” Clark starts panting as Bruce strokes his cock in quick hard strokes. “I thought -
  
    ah.  Oh God-
  
   That this was just physical? For you?”

 

  Bruce sticks a few cursory fingers into himself and sinks down onto Clark, who throws his head back as his cock is engulfed in tight, wet heat. “Clark.” he says, and Clark cannot focus on anything other than the feel of Bruce on top of him and trying not to blow his load. “Clark, 
  
    look
  
   at me.” Clark unscrews his eyelids and looks at Bruce.

 

  Calloused hands wrapped in a tight grip around his wrists, hot breath fanning over his lips, intense grey-blue eyes staring into his own, Bruce is the most beautiful thing he’s ever seen.


  “Listen to me, Clark.” Bruce says. “I love you.”

 

  Clark’s hips jerk up at the words as his heart stutters, speeds, and 
  
    soars 
  
  within his chest. Bruce gives a groan at the thrust and rolls his hips down, prompting Clark to thrust upward again.

 

  Bruce pants and moans and growls above him, and it’s all Clark can do to lay there and rock his hips up into him as Bruce meets him thrust for thrust. But the sweetest sensation, above the tensing coil of release as he spills inside Bruce, beyond the satisfaction of jerking Bruce off as he writhes and moans with his spent cock still inside him, are the words Bruce huffs and moans and whispers with each breath of air.

 

  “I love you.”

 

  “I love you.”

 

  “I love you.”

 

  And when they are sweaty and spent, melting together into one mess of sated muscle, Clark kisses Bruce’s ear and whispers to him. “I love you too.”

 

  They fall asleep in peace that night, side by side, not fearing morning, for they both know that tonight is not a fleeting moment, but a joy that will most certainly happen again.











  
    Chapter End Notes

    Soooo.
Yes.
The wedding dress/ CatBat is based on that more recent comic where they get married.And fail to get married. Don't ask me the name of it, I definitely don't know.
Jon Lane Kent.
The math for Damien's age does not add up, so ignore the math.
I actually put a lot of thought into how Clark's marriage disintegrated and why Selina left. I didn't want to make them the villains of this story, because they aren't. 
Clark and Lois don't work out, mainly because of their difference in lifestyle and the way they see the world. Lois wants the danger and rush of being an independent reporter, while Clark values the quiet ordinary moments in life. I put a big focus on how much both of them, especially Clark, love their son. Divorces are hard to write so let me know how I did.
Selina leaves because she recognizes the problems in her and Bruce's relationship are unfixable, and will grate on them and destroy them over time. She's smart enough to take her happiness in her own hands and leave. Albeit in a dramatic and destructive way. What do you think of her character and reasoning?
I felt a little awkward when Bruce and Clark got together right after the failed wedding, with Lois and Clark still at least officially together. But that is what was specified in the original prompt. Was it too soon? Too awkward? How did you guys like the sex? 
I love all the Robins, so they make an appearance here. I would have included more of the batfam, but it would have taken too long, so I stuck to the main four Robins.
I love Jason. And betting. So Jason and betting.
I also love Clark & Jason connection! I don't see that explored at all, so I definitely wanted to include it in this fic and in the future. What do you think of it?
The " Cat who walks by himself" reference is from Rudyard Kipling's books. I always thought of Jason as a Lit nerd.
Notice. Alfred being sarcastic. Please tell I captured the snarky side of him.
We'll, folks. It has been a WILD ride. How did you enjoy my first complete multichapter?!
Let me know!
Love, April
P.S. Epilogue?


  


      

  











Epilogue


    Chapter Summary

    A time to settle, to breathe, before all good things come together, perfect and right.



    Chapter Notes

      FINALLY! THE EPILOGUE IS HERE!
The delay was caused by the utter destruction of my life as I knew it, but I'm good now and I'M BACK.
Lots of different POVs here, a lot of outside perspective on what's going on.
No smut, sorry!!! It just wouldn't come (Literally 😂 😂)
Please comment on what you think of this chapt and what fic I should do next!!!


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






   
Jason scoops another huge chunk of wedding cake into his mouth and washes it all down with liquor. Dick kicks his chair and jerks his head toward the children.
 
Jason shoves another slice in his mouth and raises his flask in defiance. “Stop nagging, Dickhead. It’s Replacement and Demon Spawn. They’ve seen worse.”
 
Tim keeps tapping on his phone. “Not much in the world worse to look at than you.”
 
Jason snatches his phone in retaliation. “The injustice! I suffer miserably, die forgotten, and now I come back to have my rugged good looks insulted! Fuck my life. Maybe I should just crawl back into my grave.”
 
Dick winces, but Damien rolls his eyes. “We are all well aware you were deceased, Todd. Cease your mewling. Or if you need some exaggerated metaphor to understand, then cry me a river and get over it.”
 
“I’m hurt.” Jason says into his plate of cake. “Truly hurt. I hate you all.”
 
Damien mutters under his breath. “Melodramatic infant. I perished as well, you know.”
 
“You died?” Jon says, baby blue eyes huge, mouth smeared with cake. His suit is absolutely ruined.
 
“It is of no consequence.” Damien says, rising from his chair. “Come along, Jon. I shall teach you the superior attack move I have created. Let us leave these plebians.”
 
Jon swallows his cake and stares up at Damien in awe. “You’re so  cool! ” He squeals.
 
“ Tt” Damien tsks, blushing slightly. “Obviously. With Drake for comparison, how could I not be?”
 
Tim glares at him over his phone. “Hey, I’m cool too, Jon.”
 
“Oh, sure.” Jon says politely, but he doesn’t look convinced.The two boys scamper up the stairs. Tim grumbles into his phone and keeps texting.”I am cool.” he mutters.
 
“Of course you’re cool,” says Dick kindly.

”Keep dreaming, Timbird.” says Jason.
 
 Getting up, Tim grabs a cup of coffee and glares at both of them before heading to his own room. 
 
Alfred slips in and starts putting away leftover food.  Dick sits at the kitchen table alone.
Jason scoops another hunk of cake onto his plate, and heads for the door.
 
Dick grabs his coattail. “Aren't you going to stay a little longer?” His face is drawn, exhausted from the drama and stress of the day.
 
“Will you let me smoke in the house?” Jason asks.
 
“Absolutely not, sir.” says Alfred, gathering up dirty plates and refilling Dick’s mug with cocoa.
 
“Then fuck no. I can’t deal with this family without nicotine.” He smirks at Dick. “Sorry, Dickie. Not my circus, not my monkeys.”
 
Dick’s face falls. He sighs. “It just seemed like today ws going to be a beautiful new beginning,” he said. “That Bruce would marry Selina, that everything would be happily ever after. I thought I could believe in love, and everything would be okay.”
 
Jason snorts. “Sappy shit.” he says fondly. “No wonder you’ve been engaged twice, boy wonder. This is Gotham. We don’t get beautiful new beginnings. If anything good ever started here, it began long ago. Look-” he says, suddenly feeling awkward in the face of Dick’s emotions. “The shit that happened today? Not your fault. You were a great best man. Cat and Bat fucked up. You did your job. What’s not your job is to put Big Bad Brucie back together again.”
 
Dick still looks exhausted, but he grins. “You always know just what to say, Little Wing.”
 
“Hey, fuck you, Goldie, I’m taller than you.” Jason says. “But seriously Dick. Stop trying to be the golden child all the time. Bruce’ll be just fine. Here- “ he digs into his pocket and pulls out a fifty. “I’ll bet you on it.”
 
Dick takes the bill and laughs. “I’ll take it.” he says. “Now get out of here before you set fire to one of the curtains.”
 
“That was one time!” Jason calls over his shoulder. 


“You’re never living it down!”
 
“I died! I should be exonerated of my past deeds!”
 
“Big brothers never forget!” 
 
Jason lets the kitchen door swing shut and heads down the dark hallway. He slips through the shadows, plate of cake in hand. He’ll have to finish it before he heads out, no spare room on the motorcycle. It won’t be an issue. Living on the streets had given him a big appetite.
 
 As he makes his way down the steps to the Cave, he counts through the money he has won this evening, then pulls out a cigarette. What Alfred doesn’t know won’t hurt him. He takes a couple puffs, then makes his way to where his bike is parked.
 
He walks through the familiar shadows of the batcave, past the dinosaur and the empty case where his torn suit used to reside. He smiles at the Red Hood helmet tucked in there instead. The old man drives him crazy, with the massive stick up his ass, but in the end, he’s his dad. That’s why he came. Well, that and Alfred’s free cake. No one can turn down Alfred’s cake.
 
Jason finishes up his cake and tosses the dirty plate onto Bruce’s precious workbench, just to screw with his OCD. He’s about to shove on his helmet and ride off when he realizes something odd.
 
For stick-up-his ass, gotta follow the rules Bruce, that desk is awfully rumpled. It looks like it was rattled by an earthquake. A really fucking enthusiastic earthquake.
 
Jason is pulled from his examination of the desk by quiet breathing.
 
Jason tiptoes. (Yes, fuck you Damien, he  can  tiptoe. Not everyone is as short as a gremlin and weighs ten pounds soaking wet. He’s working with what he has) quietly around the desk and sees that the door to the small bedroom Bruce has in the cave is open. Light pours out of the room.
 
Curled up in the simple bed are two enormous men, wrapped in each other’s arms like infants. Though the clothes scattered on the floor belie any sort of innocent infantile embrace. Clark’s curly hair sticks up everywhere,gravity defying, floating. His whole body is glowing. Bruce is similarly sweaty, head pillowed on Clark’s massive shoulder. Jason goes slack jawed in shock. 
 
Bruce is snoring. 
 
Jason scampers out of that place in a hurry and jumps onto his bike. Revving up and speeding out the secret entrance, he starts laughing. He cackles like a lunatic on his way down the freeway whooping and cat calling like a child.
 
Bruce was fucking snoring. Which he only does when he’s completely relaxed and content. Jason howls with laughter and runs a red light. 
 
Bruce is going to be more than fine.
 
Dick owes him fifty fucking dollars.
 
oOo

  
    

    

  

After Alfred leads her to one of the opulent spare bedrooms, Lois plops her laptop on the antique mahogany desk and begins to write. It might be the slight buzz of the party or the guilty thrill of being free and simply her, but the words flow effortlessly onto the page.
 
She smiled and took a sip of her wine, looking at the quotes she had jotted into her phone. Publishing books was nice, she supposed, but there was nothing like getting into the mix of things and reporting.
 
It had been so nice to be Lois Lane again. To be simply her again, not a wife, not a mother, just a person, doing what she was brilliant at. Of course she loved Jon fiercely, and she still loved Clark too, in a vague, faded sort of way. But somewhere between the marriage and the moving away, Lois had lost a bit of herself, a piece of herself she had gotten back tonight.
 
Her phone pinged with a message. She flicked it open and smiled.
 

   We’re glad to have you back! Can’t wait to see you on our team. - Richard White 

 
Lois grinned like a schoolgirl and typed.    
 

   Can’t wait. 

 
She turned back to her article, words flowing effortlessly into the night. The words keep coming, her fingers keep typing, until her hands are sore and she brushes the hair off of her eyes to see dawn peeking in through the window.
 
It is only then she realizes that Clark never came back to the room last night.
 
oOo
Two boys sit, legs folded on the canopy bed admiring a sword.
 
“It’s so  cool ” Jon says, his eyes glowing. The sword gleams, fine damascus steel and enamel pommel on top. “Can I hold it? Please?”
 
“You may.” Damien says magnanimously. Jon picks up the sword delicately and waves it about the room. Damien watches with piercing green eyes.
 
“It is the finest the League of Shadow could make,” he says. “Tempered in the Lazarus pit itself. A last gift from my mother to persuade me to her side.” Jon stops swinging the sword.
 
“Is it hard?” he asks. “With your mom and dad not being together?”
 
Damien is silent, petting Titus idly. He looks down. 
 
“Yes,” he says. “But not as hard as it used to be.”
 
“Now that Batman’s not going to marry Catwoman, are you going to try to get your mom and dad back together again?” Jon asks. “ If you have a plan, I’ll help you. I promise. Just don’t tell my dad.”
 
“No.” Damien says. “Perhaps before, I would. But now, I think it is better that Mother and Father remain apart.”
 
Jon sits closer to Damien on the bed as he continues. “They bring so much conflict, so much rage, so much pain to each other. In the League, that was not unusual, but now, I see that is not the way things should be. Apart is better. Perhaps, that way, they can both find peace.”
 
“Okay.” says Jon quietly, ruffling Titus’s ears. The dog snuffles happily.
 
“Jon.” Damien says seriously. “I know you are worried about your parent’s upcoming separation.”
“How do you know that?”
 
“The manor is full of detectives. We know everything. Besides, it was obvious by your mother introducing herself by her maiden name and flirting with the new head of the Daily Planet.”
 
“I don’t want to think about it.” Jon says. “It’s too hard to think about.”
 
The two boys pet the dog, huddled close together. 
 
“I don’t want them to break up.” Jon says quietly. “But I don’t want them to be the way they are now. Distant. Unhappy. Mom always wants one thing and Dad always wants another. Seeing Mom tonight, it’s the happiest she’s been in a long time.” 

  
    

    

  

Damien nods his head. “Happiness- is regretfully more important than I thought it was. Power, victory, pride. None of it can fill the emptiness where happiness belongs.” He stands up, grabbing the sword, Titus’ tail wagging by his side. 
 
“Come, Jon.” he says imperiously. “Let us work on improving your heinous combat skills. I shall meet you on the front lawn.”
 
“Hey, I’m not that bad!” Jon calls, but Damien has already leapt into the rafters and disappeared into one of the vents. Jon grins broadly and follows after.
 
oOo
 
The car ride over the bridge to Metropolis is silent. Jon has been left behind with the Wayne children. There is nothing in the car, besides the luggage, Lois, and the void between them.
 
Clark navigates them through traffic-filled Metropolis streets, until they reach Lois’s new apartment. 
 
They park, and for a moment just sit there, engine running,not going anywhere. They look at each other, then out at the apartment building in front of them.
 
“I need a divorce. “ They say in unison.
 
They stare at each other, then break into awkward and slightly hysterical laughter. 
 
“Jinx, Smallville.” Lois says smiling.
 
Clark smiles back, before it slips from his face. “Lois,” he says. “I need a divorce.”
 
Lois stares down at the luggage in her lap. “Yes.” she says. “We do.”
 
“This just isn’t working Clark.” she says. “I don’t think it ever was. I think about my life, about the time when I was happiest, when I felt the most  me , and it wasn’t the time I spent married to you.”
 
She sighed. “You’re an amazing person, Smalls. And one of the best friends I’ve ever had. But the time we spent, harnessed to each other, trying to be people we weren’t-  I lost myself, and I think I lost my friend too,”
 
“I forgot what made me myself. And as much as I tried to love you and fit into the role I was given, I just couldn’t do it. I can’t do it anymore.”
 
Clark sighed. “You’re right. You’re right. We can’t do this anymore.” Clark rests his head on the steering wheel, careful not to break it. “I shouldn’t have done this, to you, or Jon, or anybody.”
 
“Oh, come on Smalls. Don’t be so dramatic. This wasn’t your fault. You did nothing wrong, except want a white picket fence cookie cutter life. With someone in your bizarre job, that’s hardly surprising.”
 
“Yes, that’s true.” Clark says. “But I’ve done worse than that. I never should have made you marry me.”
 
Lois raised an eyebrow. “What are you talking about?”
 
“Lois.” Clark whispers. “I’ve been in love with my best friend since before we even dated.”
 
oOo
 
The car door slams open, the trunk slams closed with a clunk. They work silently, carrying boxes and bags up to the empty studio apartment. 
 
The walls are a blank clean ivory. One window is floor to ceiling, pure glass. Minimalist, chic. Lois’ style, not Clark’s. 
 
Clark makes up the single bed while Lois makes coffee. The two of them sit silently on the plastic covered couch, not looking at each other.
 
“Did you ever cheat?” she asks.
 
“Once.” Clark sips his coffee. “We were offworld. I almost died. I came back to end it with you- and there was Jon.” he laughed bitterly. “I knew he didn’t want me, and I knew I couldn’t leave you and Jon. What else was there to do?”
“Tell me the truth.” Lois says. “Look, I understand your thought process, shotgun wedding, fucking farm boy honor code. But you didn’t respect me enough to tell me the truth.”
 
“I have always respected you.” Clark said. “I have always cared for you, loved you, in a way. I wouldn’t have married you if I didn’t.”
 
Lois clutched her coffee, angry. 
 
“I should have told you the truth,” he said. “I should have left before this mess started. But I wasn’t strong enough. Bruce didn’t love me. I needed comfort, I needed love. And I used you. And for that I’ll never be sorry enough.”
 
“Well,” Lois twisted her skirt, thinking about all the disappointment and anger, of her father, of her male competitors, that she used Clark’s love to mop up. “I’m sorry too.”
 
Clark looks at her. Lois shuffles her feet.
 
“Your publisher,” he said. “I suspected.”
 
“I was frustrated all the time.” Lois defends. “I was stuck. I was losing myself. Was it dirty, yes. But it was just sex, which is more than I can say for you. It was never just sex for you. You love him.”
 
“Yes.” Clark smiles softly. “I do.”
 
Lois pauses in realization. “He loves you too.”
 
“Yes.” Clark smiles brighter. “He does.”
 
And as the two of them sit in silence in that empty apartment, a peace, an equilibrium, a proper distance is found between them, lost long ago.
 
They sip their coffee, and hug goodbye, parting for better, parting for good.
 
oOo
 
Dick is concerned.
 
In the days after the wedding, press swarms the manor gates. Dick tries his best to shield the kids from it, to shield Bruce from it. He keeps on his happy face, does his best to keep everything running in order, pulling up files and handing over his cases so Bruce has something to keep him distracted. He has Oracle keeping him posted on every Catwoman sighting so he can distract Bruce and he has a stern talking to with Jason about pushing Bruce’s buttons when he’s in such a delicate headspace.
 
Jason laughs at him. “Look around Dickieboy. You’re panicking, waiting for everything to fall apart. Bruce is fine. More than fine.” he pats his back roughly. “Tell me when you get that through your thick head so I can collect my fifty dollars.”
 
So Dick looks around, he watches. He waits for the cracks to start appearing in Bruce’s facade, for the inevitable explosion.
 
It ...doesn’t happen?
 
There is no self destructive rage, no iron focus on work, no cutting words of sadness turned outward. Instead there is a peace, a quiet joy. There is a light in his father’s eyes he’s never seen before. 
 
“What’s up with you, B?” he asks one night on patrol.
 
Bruce smiles.  Smiles! 
 
“I expect good things are yet to come.” 
 
Dick stares at him in shock, but Batman simply swings off into the Gotham skyline.
 
That night, a very smug Jason receives his fifty dollars.

   

oOo
 
Hal runs his toes up the inside of Barry’s thighs. Barry glares at his husband over the JLA cafeteria table.
 
“Hal.” he hisses, ears blushing as red as his suit. “We are at  work .”
 
“I know, I know. No reason we can’t  play too. As you know, all work and no play makes Hal a dull boy.”
 
“We  played  twice this morning. Why are you so randy?”
 
“Because seeing you in that hot rod red suit of yours gets me all worked up.”
 
Barry goes back to his plate of sandwiches. Hal lifts his foot and teases at his groin.
 
“C’mon Bar-bear. Not even a  quickie?  I know you’re good at those.”
Barry glares at his husband. “I hate you.”
 
oOo
 
“I love you.” Barry gasps as Hal sucks at his neck in a broom closet.
 
Hal seems to be doing his best impression of the vacuum cleaner in the corner, but Barry can still feel him smirk against his skin.
 
Barry pants as Hal sinks lower, pulling open the hidden catches at his belt, when suddenly, he hears footsteps. 
 
Barry yanks Hal up and covers that delicious obnoxious mouth with his hand. The two of them peer through the crack in the door, Barry’s heart pounding like a randy teen caught with a secret boyfriend and not a grown man who has his husband in his arms.
 
Hal rubs his back gently to soothe him, before peering out the door again.
 
It’s Superman, leaning against the window on the opposite side of the hallway, staring at space. He’s got a sandwich in hand, chewing it slowly. Even as he stands idly, there is an anticipation in his stance. He’s doing more than admiring stars. He’s waiting for something.
 
Batman glides ominously down the corridor, stopping to stand beside him. Rather than tensing at the interruption, Superman relaxes. He smiles, and while Supes has a smile for everybody, this is one Barry has never seen. Batman’s face twitches, and if Barry didn’t know better, he would say it was a smile too.
 
The two of them stand there a moment, red and black against the stars. Superman offers Batman a bite of his sandwich and Batman takes it, but other than that  they do not speak. Finally, Batman shifts to depart. Superman clasps his hand.
 
Batman raises that hand to his lips and kisses it.
 
Barry blinks. And blinks again.  I’m hallucinating.  He thinks to himself.  I’m crazy. 
 
Superman smiles, draws the gloved hand closer, and kisses it back. They smile at each other, then go their separate ways down the corridor. 
 
Barry is standing frozen in silent shock as Hal collapses laughing against him.
 
“Son of a bitch, he did it. He really fucking did it.” Hal laughs harder and Barry begins to laugh too, smothering the noise in his husband’s lovely hair. Hal clutches him and kisses him hard.
 
“They did it. They finally did it. Goddamn it, good for them.Good for them.”

   

oOo
 
It is the morning after his wedding, and Bruce wakes up with the person he loves most in his arms.
 
Clark is already awake. They stare at each other, silently for a moment. Bodies are easy. Bodies do not lie, or hurt. Words are what have destroyed them, miscommunications and doubts and fears have kept them apart for so long. 
 
Bodies have already spoken in the night. Words must speak this morning.
 
Bruce has never been good with words. 
 
He searches Clark’s face, that beloved face, and finds there is only one thing he can say.
 
“I love you.” he says, and as he sees Clark’s face melt with relief and emotion, he knows he has spoken right.
 
oOo
 
More words come to them, harder ones. Logistics and discussions.
 
“I have to tell Lois.” Clark whispers to him. “She deserves the truth.”
 
Bruce nods his head, but clutches Clark tight. “Promise you’ll come back to me. Please.”
 
Clark clutches just as tight. “I promise.”
 
They speak about the children, and their plans for the future.
 
“Jon needs time.” Clark says. “Time to adjust to his whole world changing. You need time as well.”
 
Bruce wants to disagree with that, but Selina’s shadow still lingers around the room, not yet banished by Clark’s light. 
 
“How much time?” he asks.
 
“A year.” Clark says.
 
“A year.” Bruce whispers. “ A year without you.”
“Not without me. Never.” Clark says. “A year to breathe, to settle.”
 
A year, to breathe, to settle. Bruce doesn’t want it, he can see that Clark doesn’t either. But they need it, to make a soft nest for this beautiful thing that is them. 
 
A year. Bruce breathes.
 
He has waited this long. He can wait a little longer.
 
oOo
 
Alfred is no fool, though some might take him for it.
 
He lives in a house of detectives and he keeps up with them all. He knows of Master Tim’s secret coffee stash, of Dick’s horrendous cereal hoarding habits. He knows that Jason breaks into the kitchen occasionally, to steal food and annoy his brothers. He knows that Damien is sneaking bats into his room in an attempt to train them to fight, and that he has a rather large crush on the chubby-faced, blue-eyed Kent boy who idolizes him. 
 
Alfred notices all these things, and keeps silent about them. You never know when you might need blackmail, after all.
 
So when Bruce starts disappearing every Thursday like clockwork for business in Metropolis, Alfred notices.
 
He comes back with checkered napkins in his pocket and greasy diner food on his breath and a quiet smile nothing seems to shake. Bruce redesigns the Batsuit and spends more time in space. Alfred receives requests for mild scent-free shampoos and softer sheets. 
 
Mister Kent shows up for Sunday dinner often. He brings his mother’s pies, to Dick’s delight, and often his son, to Damien’s.
 
Ms. Lane announces an attachment to a Mr. Richard White. Clark seems very calm and unperturbed.
 
Master Bruce buys the Daily Planet. He wakes up loose-limbed and glowing, alone in his bed, but with the balcony windows left open.
 
Master Jason starts placing bets. Alfred invests his money wisely. 
 
So when Master Bruce approaches him two years later, glowing like a saint, guilty as a sinner. Alfred puts him out of his misery.
 
“At what time would you like to leave for the courthouse tomorrow, Master Bruce?”
 
His boy starts, and if Alfred were not British, he would laugh. Bruce recovers.
 
“Four o’clock. Clark gets off work then.” he says. “I want to keep it private. Protect him. Make it-”
 
“A training exercise for the boys, of course Master Bruce.” Alfred turns away to brush a tear from his eye. “If I were to bet on which son would deduce your married state first, I would put my money on Master Jason, though I rather fear he has an advantage.”
 
Bruce raises an eyebrow but makes no comment.
 
“I am so happy.” Alfred says, breaking his stiff demeanor. “I am so happy to see you happy, my boy.”
 
Bruce embraces him, and he can feel the joy radiating off of his son. “I am happy,” he says. “He makes me happy. All my life, I thought I knew love, but this is so much more.”
 
oOo
 
Clark Kent and Bruce Wayne were married at four o’clock at the Gotham Courthouse, and never were parted ever more.

  
    

    

    

    

    

  






  
    Chapter End Notes

    And that's a wrap! Finito. Done. 
Whaddya think of all the different POVs? Did I wrap up all the loose ends okay? 
I have a bunch of Superbat multichapter fics I'm working on, but I need your help to decide which one to really focus on! (I wanted to post one the same time as this epilogue, but THAT didn't happen) So here are the titles, pick your fave!
Lie Back and Think of Krypton
The (In) Significant Difference
When Tomorrow Starts Without Me
On the Road (From Me To You)
Vote! Vote my pretties!
And PS, I'm literally so sorry this took forever, forgive me please, I need to eat.


  






  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          So, was it okay? I seriously need to know. Advice and suggestions welcome, comment or find me on Tumblr @blooms-in-april
Thanks so much for reading, have a nice day!


        


    


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








