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Heart Filled With Smoke

    by Catchclaw

      Summary

      “God, Bruce.” Kent’s eyes were wide suddenly and goddamn sad. “Hasn’t anyone ever told you they love you before?”



      Notes

        Prompt: I told you how I felt already and you made it quite clear you didn’t feel the same. Prompt from this generator.




  






    






Heart Filled With Smoke

    
      “I don’t understand.”
“Yes, you do.” Clark’s voice was even.
“I  don’t.” Bruce turned away from the window, from the spread of a city that wasn’t his own. “You can’t mean any of this, Kent. Are you hearing yourself? You sound--” He hesitated.
“What?”
“You sound crazy.”
“God, Bruce.” Kent’s eyes were wide suddenly and goddamn sad. “Hasn’t anyone ever told you they love you before?”
Bruce thought of Selina, a wind-whipped rooftop. Remembered her mouth on his, her fingers teasing the edge of his mask; thought:  Not when it wasn’t a trick. Said: “Not somebody who should know better.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“It means,” he said, each word like a quill, “that I don’t need your sympathy, Kent, okay? I don’t need your pity or your Midwestern version of kindness or whatever the hell this is.”
It would’ve been easier if they were fighting. If his fist was in Clark’s face or Clark’s were tangled in his cape, both of them red-faced and angry. It’d happened more than once, over the years. Bruce always got his ass handed to him in the end but he got in quite a few, too, which only ever made Clark get madder. Why couldn’t they be doing that?
Instead, they were standing stiff in some hotel suite Bruce had been cooped up in all day negotiating the purchase of some sports franchise or other, one of those goodwill, let-the-public-get-to-know-you gestures that Alfred liked to hound him about and here was Clark in his full civilian guise saying shit he couldn’t possibly mean for reasons Bruce did not want to fathom and between his words and his own head’s reaction, he would’ve much preferred Superman’s fist in his gut, thanks.
“Do you honestly think this is me being  kind ?” Clark said. He sounded hurt. He looked it, too. “That doesn't even make sense. I’m trying to be honest with you. With myself. This isn’t some fly-by-night thing. The way I feel about you, Bruce, it’s--it’s taken a long time for me to understand it, much less to try and articulate it.”
“Well, you’ve said it now. Articulated it.”
“Yes.”
“Did it help?”
“It might have, if you’d heard me.”
“I heard you just fine, Clark.”
Then Clark was standing right in front of him, staring through those ridiculous black frames. “Did you? Huh. I thought you said you didn’t understand.”
“I don’t understand why you’re making a fool out of yourself.”
“Because I love you. Looking foolish goes with the territory, I’m told.”
Something in Bruce’s chest turned over, a charred motor. It felt like his heart was filling with smoke. “You don’t have to keep saying it.”
“I don’t have to, no.” Clark’s eyes were sky blue and steely. “But keeping my mouth shut about it won’t make it any less true. Believe me, I’ve tried that. Didn’t do a damn bit of good.”
I should step back, Bruce thought. He didn’t. “Maybe you should try harder.”
The tips of Clark’s mouth twitched. “You think I haven’t asked myself a hundred times why I don’t have better taste? Hmm? Six billion people on the planet--most of whom like me, by the way--and my heart settles on you?”
“I like you.”
That got him an eyebrow.
“I mean,” Bruce said, “I don’t  not  like you. You’re just a pain in my ass most days. And I could’ve sworn you felt the same.”
That motor was humming now, whirring, and god help him, the blood was pounding in his head, down to his fingers. Kent had pried a crack in his armor. Fuck, he wished he were wearing his armor; instead of this season’s Tom Ford; then he wouldn’t have had to feel the heat of Kent’s body, the force of that living red sun wrapped in a suit that hung all wrong from his shoulders. Shiny cuffs and worn buttons, a pen in his pocket. The intrepid reporter on the loose.
“What makes you think that I don’t?” Clark’s voice was deeper now. “Honestly, I think you live to vex me some days."
“I’m not sorry when it happens.”
“I know you’re not.”
His fingers were curled into his palms and all at once he knew it wasn’t anger keeping them there. It was self-preservation. A last dull hold on his sanity. But he couldn’t keep his eyes in check, the way they slid to Clark’s mouth as he spoke and struggled to find their way back. Clark noticed. He had to. If not that, then the kick of his heart.
Then Clark’s hand was on his arm, curled around his elbow firm and sure. “I love you,” he said again, softer. “And I’m not sorry for that.”
“You should be.”
Those fingers climbed higher and squeezed his bicep. “Yeah?” Clark said. “And why’s that?”
“Because.”
“That’s not an answer.”
Bruce swallowed hard. He felt paper-thin, like Clark could see right through him, peer into him, see more than just bone and flesh. “I know,” he said. “But it’s the best one that I’ve got.”
He watched the tips of his fingers trace Clark’s mouth, watched Clark’s eyes flutter as they pressed in a little, seeking the heat of Clark’s tongue.  I don’t understand, he thought again as he tipped up his chin and drew his hand away, gave Clark a soft brush of his mouth.  What the hell am I doing? 
Then Clark’s hand was on the back of his neck, clutching, and they were kissing for real, tentative at first, then deeper, greedy, until he was cupping Clark’s face and stroking his cheek and mumbling things lost for years, snippets of affection he thought he’d long since forgotten how to say.
“God, sweetheart,” he managed when Clark’s hands plunged under his jacket and swallowed the rise and fall of his ribs. “Yeah. Touch me.”
Clark rumbled in response, a soft, hungry sound that made Bruce’s cock ache. “Like this?” He tugged the shirt free and slid his hands up Bruce’s back, nails scoring hot skin. “How’s that feel?”
There was a bed somewhere in the suite. Somewhere. And the prospect of having Clark’s body against his, all that muscle and tough, beautiful skin, was fucking divine. But Bruce couldn’t think that many steps ahead, couldn’t figure out how to move his feet or how to let go of Clark’s face, his hip, how to give up the press of Clark’s hands for even a second, a moment. It was easier to stand there and hold him, to shudder from the stroke of his fingers, the noises he made whenever Bruce sucked on his tongue.
There were a lot of things he’d hidden from himself in his life. His mother’s face; the sound of his father’s voice. The needle marks that Selina had long ago left in his heart. They were all cuts he’d chosen to bandage, to smother under latex and Kevlar so he wouldn’t have to watch himself bleed. Love in his life had always been a bad thing, the hinge of a joint that once broken would sever him from the logic he needed to get through each night, the decisions in the shadows that had to be made.
But there had always been, too, a loch ness within him, a lake full of emotion, of a craving for affection, that even time and loss and betrayal had never been able to drain away. He’d tried, God knew he had, but the damn thing, that  need, had persisted. So he’d locked it away.
Except Clark was here now, saying stupid perfect shit and holding him and knowing him and loving him anyway. He thought of their fights, their impassioned arguments; over strategy, over their teammates. Over tactics and training and a thousand kinds of bullshit like that. He thought of how his body had sung when Clark punched him or thrown him hard against a wall. When he’d gotten a blow in edgewise and those blue eyes had turned on him, furious, and somehow, always, amazed. He’d seen that look again tonight, hadn’t he; was feeling that same song in his flesh and his bones, but not from Clark’s fists. No. From his kiss.
Clark was the only man he knew who wasn’t cowed by him, who refused to back down. Who’d say the right things in front of their colleagues and then haul him behind a locked door to shout it out. Clark annoyed the shit out of him and worked hard to save him from himself and by god, why hadn’t they done this years ago? he wondered. Put aside the anger and reached for each other like this instead.
 The way I feel about you,  Clark had said,  it’s--it’s taken a long time for me to understand it, much less to try and articulate it.
Oh.
Oh, Bruce thought as Clark tugged his tie free and yanked open his collar, licked at the soft skin of his throat. Oh shit.
It was dark outside now, the window filled with fireflies of artificial light, and there were words in Bruce Wayne’s throat, ones Superman had put there, ones he’d never have known on his own.
“I love you, Kent,” Bruce whispered.
Clark nuzzled his neck. and held him close. “Yeah,” he said softly, smiling. “That’s what I thought you meant.”

    





  










Afterword



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








