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I wanna hold you (when I'm not supposed to)

    by LostinParadise

      Summary

      It starts with a barely there brush of shoulders. A quiet inhale of breath. A slight shiver.
It's probably nothing. (It's everything.)



      Notes

        Based off the prompt "touch starved"
Set in an ambiguous part of canon, it's all vague enough that you could pick and choose the setting. Not beta read, please be kind


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






    






I wanna hold you (when I'm not supposed to)

    
      It starts with a barely there brush of shoulders as they pass each other after a battle. A blink and you’d miss it moment. Even for all of his super senses, Clark doesn’t register the gentle contact, mind already focussed on the next task that comes with clearing up afterwards. He doesn’t notice the quiet inhale of breath or the slight shiver of the other man. Clark’s mind is firmly on the pile of rubble that’s blocking a much needed path for recovery vehicles.
It’s been a long day already, and it’s going to be an even longer night. Saving people is important, it will always be the priority. But giving them a place to return to once the battle is done, once the danger has passed? That’s important too and Clarks always going to do his best to provide that. Later, once all the help he can offer is done and the city turns to sleep, Clark might remember a barely there brush of shoulders. He might remember a slightest inhale of surprise or the gentle shiver. And if he remembers, he’ll just shrug it off as a tired mind and a hectic clean-up operation.
**
The next time it happens, it’s a week later and this time Clark does take note. It’s just him and Bruce working in the cave, the boys out on patrol, league business already taken care of. Clark had turned to leave with the other league members, content with the outcome of the mission from last week and with the ongoing rebuild of the area, when a hand had reached out and clasped his wrist. As quick as the contact was made, the grip had slipped away, replaced instead with a low, almost mumbled request if he could stay behind to help on a case, Bruce refusing to meet his gaze.
And that’s where they are now; Bruce sat, hunched over his desk, pouring over files and printouts whilst Clark keeps his eyes trained on the screens filled with hours and hours of CCTV footage. There’s been murmurs and whispers of a possible weapons shipment coming through Gotham harbour. Nothing solid, nothing certain enough to develop more than a tentative outline of a plan. If the rumours are to believed, it involves Luthor and that’s never a good outcome for anyone.
They’ve been at it for hours, looking for any sign of trouble, any hint or clue as to what was being planned. Nothing. Nothing strange or unusual. Nothing out of the ordinary. Clark sighs as he lets his focus drift just enough to think back to that moment of contact. With anyone else it would be nothing, a casual touch, a way to grab someone’s attention without drawing everyone else’s. But not with Bruce. Bruce who values his space, who shies away from social interaction and touch if he can help. Bruce who is not Brucie Wayne who touches and drapes and holds. Bruce doesn’t do anything accidentally; everything is thought out and planned, every outcome considered.
“I think I’ve found something,” Bruce calls quietly from the desk, eyes still firmly trained on the paperwork in front of him. All thought of the simple grasp, along with the endless stream of camera footage, is abandoned as Clark joins Bruce to look over the clue they’ve been hunting for.
**
Two weeks pass and Clark hasn’t had a spare moment to relax, much less think about a casual touch that lasted not even half a second. There’s been no less than two natural disasters and a gas leak that required Superman’s help, as well as a League crisis involving a portal from an alternate universe and merfolk left very much out of water. And that’s without the stress of his actual day job at The Daily Planet. There’s only so many ‘sick’ days he can take, only so many assignments Lois can cover for him before Perry catches up with him.
Which is how he ends up frantically making his way to Gotham to cover a high society event as punishment. They both know he hates these assignments, loathes having to make small talk with people who have more money than sense. He can play the part, he can be charming and polite and open. He knows what questions to ask and which to phrase as a gentle prompt to get the best quotes from those who are just slightly too tipsy to be aware of what they’re saying. But he hates the way it makes him feel, the way his skin itches at the subtle dishonesty. Ironic for a reporter, he knows, but his parents raised him to be kind and honest.
He’s relieved that this is an event Bruce has decided to actually attend, even if they aren’t meant to know each other. Just knowing there’s someone familiar here, someone he can trust, is enough to calm Clark as he finally arrives at the event. Its crowded and loud, many already on their way to being merry and drunk, as he finds a quiet spot off to the side to collect himself and prepare for a long night.
Scanning the room his eyes fall onto Bruce. No, not Bruce, Brucie. Bruce would never let himself be touched, or caressed. But Brucie? This is his speciality, this is what is expected of him. He flirts and charms. He drinks and stumbles. He laughs and defers control. Except he is control. He knows exactly what to say and how to say it to get the reactions he wants. He knows how to give the illusion of drinking without ever ingesting a drop. He knows exactly how to act to come across harmless and ditzy.
He knows Clark is watching him.
Their eyes meet and Bruce turns up the charming smile, excusing himself from the group he was entertaining to make his way across the room. They’re not meant to know each other but Clark can’t bring himself to worry about it. He’s tired and overstimulated and just desperate to get this over and done with. If he can wrangle a quote or two from Bruce, maybe he can call it a night even earlier.
“Mr….Kemp, right?” Bruce asks, a hint of laughter in his voice.
“It’s Kent, Mr Wayne,” Clark tries not to grin in return.
“Kent, of course! I’ve read your articles, you have such an eloquent way with words,” his voice is softer than before, not Bruce, but no longer full Brucie. “Is there anything I can help you with? A quote or two? Maybe even some of the latest gossip?” He continues with a gleam in his eye.
And that’s when it starts. A casual hand on his forearm. A grasped shoulder as they laugh at a stupid story. A gentle hold of the elbow as Bruce guides them to a secluded corner. A brush of hands as they walk the length of a deserted hallway. Clark’s head is spinning. In the view of the crowd it was easy to put down as the Brucie Wayne act, but here? Out of sight and alone? It’s harder for a justification to be made. This isn’t them. This isn’t Bruce. But he wishes it was. Wishes this was normal for them. Wishes he could just take and hold-. No, he can’t think like that. Can’t allow himself to long for more.
They’re still talking, but no longer about high society gossip or the latest tabloid scandals. Now, it’s no longer Clark Kent, Daily Planet reporter, and Brucie Wayne, playboy billionaire. Here, in this secluded hallway it’s just Clark and Bruce, catching up on families (“The boys are having a games night.” “Are you sure that’s wise after last time?” “I’m trying not to think about it.”) and their latest rescues (“How does a whole family of kittens end up in a tree?” “Right? It makes no sense!”).
It’s nice, Clark thinks. It’s not often they get moments like this, to just exist with no expectations and no prying eyes. No cases to work or worlds to save. Just the two of them, free to be and enjoy. They’re both leaning backs against the wall, shoulders pressed together despite the space around them. There’s no need for them to be close enough to touch, he should move away, he knows he should. But he doesn’t. He likes being close to Bruce, likes feeling trusted with his space and privacy. He almost feels guilty for enjoying it. Almost.
“I’ve heard a date and time for the Luthor shipment,” Bruce says suddenly, breaking Clark out of his thoughts, “you in?”
“Of course. I’m sure you’ve already got it all planned out, just tell me when and I’ll be there,” God only knows what nightmare Luthor is trying to plan but he wouldn’t leave Bruce to handle it alone. “We should probably rejoin the party, I’m sure people are starting to miss you.”
A grunt is all he gets in return as they start to wander back the way they came, both reluctant to leave their quiet seclusion. An arm sneaks around his waist as they push through the double doors and Clark doesn’t jump, but its a close thing. Right. The Brucie act is back on. None of this is real no matter how much he yearns-
Leaning in close, breath tickling his ear, Bruce murmurs, “I’ll let you know the details later,” before pulling away completely and rejoining the drunken mass of billionaires, models, and hopefuls.
Clark can’t do anything but stand, a blush high on his cheeks as he watches Bruce saunter away without a care in the world. What on earth does it mean? 
**
After that it keeps happening. Nothing prolonged, never anything that could be read as more than friendly. But the hidden touches and soft grazes keep occurring and Clark’s making himself dizzy trying to understand the motive. Trying to contextualise it in a way that makes sense.
When Luthor’s mysterious shipment finally makes an appearance in Gotham, its more kryptonite. Because of course it is. Where he keeps finding it, Clark will never know. He’s tired and nauseous from the exposure when Bruce grips his bicep, checking to make sure he’s okay enough to get home. He’s far too out of it to analyse the touch, no thought about what it means, he’s far too eager to just get home and fall into bed.
Its a brush of fingers as they exchange files. A clasped shoulder for a job well done. A hand on the lower back to guide him. Shoulders grazed during a stakeout. Thighs pressed together as they monitor security cameras. Sharp inhales and barely suppressed shivers. Small smiles and warm eyes.
Clark doesn’t know what to make of it. Every touch is so innocuous, so platonic, that Clark think he’s going mad. Sometimes it’s so easy to read into it. To believe there’s something more, a hidden meaning mind each touch. That what he feels is returned-But this isn’t Bruce. Bruce doesn’t do casual touch, not outside of his playboy persona, he values his space too much. But he’s the one that is initiating the touches, the one that stands so close they can’t help but touch. It has to mean something, right? This can’t all be in his head, he thinks desperately.
So Clark does what any good reporter would; he investigates.
**
It’s almost three months after that first touch. Not the maybe brush of shoulders Clark still isn’t sure occurred, no. The first definite touch after the Justice League meeting. The touch that started this, the split second grasp on his wrist to stop him from leaving. Because that’s what this has been about, Clark thinks; every touch and graze has been a reason to stay. A reason to get closer and indulge and feel.
They’re both back in the cave and that’s not lost on Clark. It feels fitting, a full circle moment, but more importantly he knows this is where Bruce feels most at ease, most likely to open up. As much as Clark craves answers, yearns for his ideas to be true, he doesn’t want to ruin what they have. Bruce is his best friend, the one person who gets him better than anyone else. It’s taken them so long to get to this stage, any misstep feels like it’ll bring everything tumbling down.
They’ve been working in companionable silence for a couple of hours now. Bruce tinkering away at a workbench, finalising and perfecting a new set of batarangs whilst Clark works on an article about fraud involving the local little league team. Or rather that’s what he was pretending to do. In reality he’s been working his way up to broaching the subject without causing any drama. He needs to have this conversation, he needs answers before he really does lose his mind. Before he starts imagining and dreaming of futures with more touches, more shared spaces; futures with loving embraces and hands soft against-
No. He cannot let himself think like that now. He can’t go into this with clouded judgement and wishful thinking. He’s been observing for a few weeks, watching the way Bruce holds himself in the presence of others. How he interacts with those around him, if he offers a touch, a graze. And he doesn’t. Not once does Clark see him offer anything. No reassuring touches to a shoulder, no gentle guiding holds, not even an accidental graze of fingers. Not with the League, nor with the boys. It’s just Clark. 
“Why do you touch me all of the time?”
Bruce freezes, not looking up from the workbench in front of him. Probably not the most tactful way to have gone about it. But it’s too late to take it back now. Clark doesn’t push, doesn’t offer a follow up just yet. He waits, eyes still trained on screen, not seeing the work it contains. Bruce might know him better than anyone else, but Clark knows Bruce just as well. He knows Bruce will think carefully before responding to anything, that every action is intricately planned and crafted before it’s taken. He knows Bruce needs time to consider and form a response. And that’s okay, that’s why he lo-
“I’m sorry.”
And that’s not what Clark was expecting. He was expecting outrage. Anger. Laughter. Mocking. At no point did he consider an admission laced with guilt. Clark does look up now, eyes drawn to the back of the other man, his muscles tense under his shirt.
He pauses for a moment, thinking before replying softly, “why are you sorry?”
He tries to keep his voice quiet and calm, no hint of judgement, only curiosity. He resolutely does not listen to Bruce’s heartbeat no matter how desperate he is. He’s giving Bruce the time and privacy he needs for this. Clark doesn’t need any of his super senses to know Bruce is thinking, looking for the correct response; it’s evident in the tension in the air, in the silence that surrounds them.
“Because,” Bruce says quietly, leaning heavily against the workbench, “I violated your personal space.”
Oh.

  Oh.

Bruce really believes done something wrong here, that he’s the one that’s overstepped a boundary instead of Clark. It’s mind-boggling to even consider. Clark is the one that’s been indulging in the touches, anticipating them, hoping for more. Clark is the one that was taking advantage. Except. Except he wasn’t taking advantage. And suddenly it all makes sense. The shyness, the quick withdrawal. The sharp inhales and barely there shudders.
He must have been silent for too long because suddenly Bruce has turned to face him, refusing to actually meet his gaze. Speech already following, offering apologies and assurances, promises to keep away and respect Clark’s space.
“Are you touch starved?”
And that makes Bruce pause his ramble, head snapping up, eyes wide with panic setting in. Trapped. Cornered. Caught. This is what Clark wanted to avoid, he didn’t want this. He abandons his work now, finally making his way across the space separating them, stopping just short of the panicked man. He thinks about reaching out, initiating a gentle touch but hesitates. Would that make it worse? Make Bruce panic more? Make him lash out?
“Bruce,” Clark starts, voice soft and gentle, “it’s okay. Really, it’s okay to want this. To need this. I...I enjoyed it.”
And that brings a whole new expression to Bruce’s face. No longer panic and fear, but not understanding either. Something cautious and guarded. Unsure. An expression Clark isn’t used to seeing on his closest friend.
“You...enjoyed it?”
“Yes, I enjoyed it. I liked being close to you, I liked feeling trusted in your space. Feeling like you trusted me,” and now it’s Clark’s turn to look away, blush threatening to stain his cheeks, “I loved being the only one you reached out to.”
Neither man moves for a long moment, the silence settling over them once more. The air no longer thick with tension, instead replaced with understanding, calm, longing. Certain that Bruce isn’t going to offer a response, Clark risks looking up to face Bruce. He looks so young, so open. Vulnerable. And that’s all it takes for Clark to break the silence.
“Can I hug you?”
A small, barely noticeable nod is all it takes for Clark to close the gap and wrap his arms round the other man’s broad shoulders. The slightest hitch in breath and then Bruce is slipping his arms around Clark’s waist, burying his face in the warm crook of his neck, relaxing into the hold. It’s everything Clark imagined and so much more. It’s a craving he didn’t know he had, a desire long pushed to the back of his mind. Nothing else mattered in this moment, senses focus solely on the solid warmth pressed against his chest.
“I love you,” whispered so softly, afraid to disturb the bubble they’re created.
“I know,”
A pause.
“I love you too.”
It feels right. Comfortable.
It feels like home.
**
The touches don’t stop. There’s still brushed fingers and guiding touches. Still praising clasps and worried grips. But now there’s more too. There’s held hands and gentle embraces. A passing caress. Soft kisses pressed to cheeks. There’s still quiet gasps and gentle shivers. Still distance and space and privacy. But there’s trust and warmth too; relaxing into touches and seeking out reassurance. They still graze shoulders on stakeouts, thighs still pressed tight on monitor duty. There’s sleep warmed embraces, and late night comfort. Every touch feels new and exciting. Every touch feels like belonging and home.
Bruce might have been the one that was touch starved, but it’s Clark that feels more at peace than he ever has before.
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          End Notes

          I haven't written anything in almost a decade and this is quite frankly terrifying for me. I'm not even sure where this came from, I planned to ease myself back into a hobby I used to cherish, just for myself and now it's almost 3am and I'm posting to ao3. I apologise for any errors and out of character-ness, I tried my best. The title is taken from Back to You - Blair but is not inspired by the song otherwise


        


    


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








