

  Preface


  
    I've Got a Date!

    Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/36015523.
  


  
    
          	Rating:

          	Teen And Up Audiences

          	Archive Warning:

          	No Archive Warnings Apply

          	Categories:

          	Gen, M/M

          	Fandoms:

          	Superman - All Media Types, Superman (Comics), Superman: The Animated Series, Superman/Batman (Comics), Batman v Superman: Dawn of Justice, Batman - All Media Types, Batman (Comics), Batman: The Animated Series, DCU (Comics), DCU, DC Animated Universe (Timmverse), DC Extended Universe

          	Relationships:

          	Clark Kent/Bruce Wayne, Clark Kent & Lois Lane, Alfred Pennyworth & Bruce Wayne

          	Characters:

          	Clark Kent, Bruce Wayne, Alfred Pennyworth, Lois Lane

          	Additional Tags:

          	Identity Porn, Secret Identity, Identity Reveal, Miscommunication, Oblivious Clark Kent, Oblivious Bruce Wayne, Idiots in Love, Bruce Wayne is Bad at Feelings, Alfred Pennyworth is the Best, Alfred Pennyworth is So Done, Alfred Pennyworth Knows, Alfred Pennyworth Ships It, Fluff, Fluff and Humor, Romantic Fluff, Light Angst, Clark Kent Loves Bruce Wayne, First Time, Shyness, Sexual Inexperience, Bickering


        	Language:

        	English


      	Stats:

      	
        Published: 2021-12-27
          Completed: 2024-06-27
        Words: 3,232
        Chapters: 2/2
      

    

    








I've Got a Date!

    by April_Blooms

      Summary

      It's tonight. The big night. Clark is finally going to tell Bruce he's Superman and take their relationship to the next level. Absolutely nothing can ruin this. Not even Batman and his call for backup.
The Bat can wait. Clark's got a date.
It's tonight. The big night. Bruce is going to convince Clark he's serious about their relationship and finally go public. Nothing can stop him from sweeping Clark off his feet, not even an unexpected reconnaissance mission that needs to be done.
Superman can handle it. Bruce's got a date.



      Notes

        Yeah, this was originally going to be a one shot and I was going to finish it all in one go, but I'm publishing in two chapters because I require feedback and validation now.
I love identity porn, and miscommunication, and Clark being a bit shy and Bruce being a bit of an asshole. This fic has it all. Hope you like!


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






      

  











Chapter 1








  
  Clark is nervous. 

 

  All his dress shirts are splayed out on the bed and he wishes desperately that Clark Kent’s lack of fashion sense was just part of his disguise.

 

  Normally, he wouldn’t care. But this is the night. Tonight is the night. Nothing can go wrong tonight.

 

  He changes shirts in front of his mirror over and over, blurring in and out of super speed, and resists the urge to call Lois.

 

  Clark looks at the clock, then back at himself in the mirror.

 

  He calls Lois.

 

  She's laughing at him before he even says a word.

 

  “I thought you 
  
    swore 
  
  you weren’t going to call me.”

 

  Clark sputters. “I won’t- I’m not-” he sighs deeply and looks forlornly at his reflection. “I need help.”

 

  “Called it!” Lois crows. “So the first thing you want to do is wax 
  
    everywhere
  
  . And I do mean everywhere, a man loves-”

 

  “What?” Clark shrieks. “
  
    Waxing
  
  ?! Lois, I wanted advice on my 
  
    clothes
  
  !”

 

  “No plaid. Wear something you won’t mind getting ripped off and thrown on the floor.”

 

  “Lois.” Clark hisses. 

 

  “What? It’s true.” Clark squeezes the phone tighter until he reminds himself not to break it.

 

  “Lois,” he says. “This isn’t funny. Tonight has to be 
  
    perfect.
  
  ”

 

  “I’m just trying to lighten the mood, Smallville. I know you’re nervous.” Lois’ voice softens. 
  






  Clark strips off his shirt and picks another one off the bed. “I know,” he says. “It’s just, tonight is a huge step. And 
  
    he-”
  
   Clark stares at himself in the mirror, half dressed and totally terrified. 

 

  “He means so much to me.”

 

  “He seems to care a lot about you too.” Lois says. “I thought you were being a naive hick getting involved with the Prince of Gotham, but the man has kept your relationship quiet, not had any side pieces, and most shockingly of all, has had the patience to not impugn on your virginal modesty.”

 

  
    “Lois.”
  

 

  “Oh, I’m sorry. Not a virgin. Semi-virgin. Half-virgin.”

 

  “I had a boyfriend in highschool.”

 

  “Prude then.”

 

  “Sex is a private thing for me.” Clark says. “I have to trust someone completely before I take that step.” He rubs gently at his supersuit, peeking out from under his button up. “It’s not something I do on a whim.”

 

  “And do you trust him? Wayne?”

 

  Clark settles on the blue shirt. He buttons it on over the S shield and meets his own eyes in the mirror, and thinks of Bruce.

 

  “Yes,” he says. “Yes, I do.”

 

  oOo

 

  Bruce has faced torture, brutal injury and weaponry the likes of which the world has never seen.

 

  He still winces as Alfred rips the wax strips off.

 

  “That takes care of all the general areas.” Alfred says, rubbing aloe vera onto his chest. “I would offer to do the more delicate work myself, but it seems your sensibilities are too prudish to allow such a thing.”

 

  Bruce grimaces. “I can handle the rest myself.”

 

  “As you wish, sir.” Alfred says, and he mutters. “Modesty from a man whose nappies I’ve changed and whose insides I have seen on his outsides.”

 

  “I’ll 
  
    handle 
  
  it, Alfred.” Bruce says, turning to inspect his perfectly smooth jaw in the mirror. Bruce is an attractive man. He knows how to dress for a date, he knows how to allure, how to seduce, how to please a partner in bed.

 

  But tonight isn’t just any date. 

 

  Tonight is special.

 

  After some excruciating, humiliating and 
  
    private
  
   contortionist feats, Bruce is ready.

 

  Alfred greets him with a glistening bespoke suit on a hanger. 

 

  Bruce shakes his head at it. “Not that.”

 

  Alfred raises an eyebrow. “Pardon me. I must be going senile in my old age. This is your usual ‘going public’ relationship suit.”

 

  “This isn’t like that.” Bruce says. “This is Clark.”

 

  Alfred’s eyebrow raises until it nearly reaches his receding hairline.

 

  “I see,” he says. “This Mr. Kent is different from your usual affairs. Who would have thought a puritan resistance to your charms would be all it took to ensnare the interests of the Prince of Gotham?”

 

  “Clark is 
  
    different.
  
  ” Bruce growls, as he pulls on a soft cashmere turtleneck. “This is different. Because he may just be the best man I have ever known. And that comes from someone who works with an all powerful alien who decided the best thing to do after coming upon a vulnerable planet was to develop a hero complex.”







  “He’s honest, Alfred. He’s kind. He has a clear mind. He’s trustworthy. He’s brave. Clark is all the best this world has to offer, and he is willing to spend time with me.”

 

   Bruce meets his own eyes in the mirror with something like awe. “He’s 
  
    Clark
  
  .”

 

  Alfred looks at him softly. “I see, Master Bruce.” The butler says, finally. “Pray, tell me. When will I receive the happy announcement? Will Mr. Kent be taking your name? I must insist on you keeping the Wayne name, if only for legal purposes.”

 

  “Alfred-” Bruce has trained himself out of blushing years ago, but he can feel the heat rising to his face.

 

  “Hyphenation is quite in vogue nowadays, I hear.”

 

  “First I have to convince him that I am willing to go public as a serious relationship.”

 

  “May I suggest getting him into bed first, Master Wayne?” Alfred suggested. “Men are so much more amenable afterwards.”

 

  “I am never going to think about why you would ever need to know that.”

 

  “Please.” Alfred sniffs and hands him his jacket. “I was in Her Majesty’s service. I know many things.”

 

  oOo

 

  Clark fiddles his shirt, checking and rechecking his watch. He shifts his feet nervously. The other riders on the ferry give him odd looks.

 

  “If you pull out a bomb, I’m gonna hit you.” says an old woman with a thick Gothamite accent.

 

  “Oh, dear god no.”  Clark says. “No bomb. I just have a date. A really important date.  With my boyfriend. Tonight.”

 

  “Gotham boy?” she asks. Clark nods. 

 

  She grunts. “Good. He’ll fuck you good. Get rid of all that annoying twitchy energy you have.”

 

  Clark goes so red he can smell his glasses melting. He doesn’t know what the hell to say to that. The ferry pulls into Gotham harbor and he makes his way through the crowd.

 

  As embarrassing as it is to think it, the woman was right. He is twitchy. He straightens his spine then remembers Clark Kent is supposed to slouch. Shaking his head, he straightens again. By the end of tonight, Bruce will know everything. Bruce will have everything he is. His heart, his body, his secrets. They’re Bruce’s, starting tonight.

 

  Lois texts his phone and reassures him that she’ll keep Perry off his tracks for tonight, in return for an exclusive. Clark smiles and thanks her profusely. He’s ridiculously early and as nervous as a hen with a fox in the henhouse. He doesn’t know if his nerves can handle it if work decides to interrupt him on this date.

 

  Clark has never had the best luck.

 

  At the  beeping noise he swears and grabs his phone, desperately thinking up excuses for Perry that won’t get him assigned to the sports section for a week.

 

  His phone is not what’s beeping though.

 

  It's his Justice League communicator. 

 

  Tonight of all nights.

 

  Clark swears and searches for a place to change. 

 

  “Fuck Batman. I’ve got a 
  
    date
  
  .”

 

  oOo

 

  Bruce types up a message, brusque, vague, and non debatable. The communicator beeps steadily and he pulls on the Batsuit swiftly, grabbing a belt of basic essentials.

 

  “Shall I inform Mr. Kent you will be late, sir?”

 

  “No need, Alfred.” Bruce says. “I have the situation well in hand.”

 

  Alfred raises an eyebrow. “While the alert of  Riddler’s ship coming into harbor has sounded, there is no reason to believe this situation will come to a head quickly. By all rights, Riddler may not even be there. This is a reconnaissance mission, an essential one too. It is likely to take you all night.”

 

  “That is why I have called for backup.” Bruce taps the communicator.

 

  “To what are you referring, sir?”

 

  “Superman is a soft touch. He’ll come when called, and he’ll finish any job he starts. I’ll call him in for this stake out, then claim some urgent business. He’ll gladly do my reconnaissance for me and not ask questions about why. I’ll be back in time to shower off the suit smell and stop at a florist on the way to Clark.”

 

  “And what if Superman has his own plans for tonight, Master Bruce?”

 

  Batman laughs quietly. “Then they’ll have to wait for some other time. I’ve got a date.”







      

  











Chapter 2



    Chapter Notes

      mE: It's coming soon!
Also me: LITERALLY YEArs later
I'm posting this barely edited because I feel bad. For typos, blame the guilt. Also, I feel the characterizations are off because it's been so long since I wrote these characters, so let me know if it gets TOO bad.
But yeah. I'm back babyyyyyy


      
        See the end of the chapter for more notes
      






  Clark arrives with a sonic boom, battle ready, his cape fluttering in the Gotham evening breeze. He scans the area for immediate danger. Nothing.

He grits his teeth and looks at a watch he is no longer wearing. His nice date clothes are probably gathering not so nice smells from their hasty hiding place behind the restaurant’s dumpster. He scans the bay again and spots Batman.
The dark knight looms over the edge of one of the dockside buildings, a splash of black ink against the watercolor sky. As still as a gargoyle, a vigilante guardian utterly devoted to his city, every inch of his being dedicated to the mission and the mission alone.
Clark normally admires his dedication, but right now, he finds it a tad irritating. He swoops down  and lands beside his brave, admirable, and pushy friend.
“What’s the issue?”
Batman doesn’t bother with turning to look at him, busy setting up surveillance equipment.
“Riddler expected.” he says, adjusting the sensors on his magnetic pulse scanner. “I’ve heard rumors of him planning something far more elaborate and extensive than usual. He has some new sponsors as well, which means new tricks. My source indicates he may have access to noxite gas weapons.”
He pulls another camera out of his bag, setting the clawed grips into the rooftop. “Multiple Riddler affiliated shell companies are scheduled to have major shipments tonight. This reconnaissance will determine what I have to prepare for.”
Clark raises an eyebrow. “Despite your extensive set-up, how are you going to do a distance scan for something as specific as noxite? It’s notoriously hard to detect, even if you’re trying to avoid people detecting that you’re detecting it.”
Batman flips on a few different settings on his probably ridiculously expensive and ridiculously named machines. “These aren’t to scan for noxite. These are to scan for everything else.” He turns to Clark. “You are here to scan for noxite. You’re going to use your molecular level vision to scan and identify the contents of any gas canisters on the ships.”
“Why thanks for asking so nicely, Batman.” Clark says. “Of course I’ll help you out.”
Batman frowns. “Was that sarcasm I detect?”
“Well, it’s certainly not noxite. Since you don’t have anything that can detect that. Except me. What would you have done if I were, I dunno, unavailable?”
“You weren’t unavailable.”
“Maybe I was!”
“You weren’t.”
“Was!”
“I have a backup plan.”
“Okay. What’s the backup plan?” Clark cocks his hip and waits. Batman says nothing. Clark waits. Nothing. He throws his hands up in the air.
“Honestly, B, you’re such a fraud. Always prepared my ass.”
Batman says nothing, but gets that muleish expression on his face. Clark sighs and sits down on the edge of the building.
“You said you expect him soon?”
Batman’s face doesn’t move, but Clark can feel his internal smugness. One day he’s going to tell the League what a dumbass B is and they’re actually going to believe him. One day.
“Any minute now.”  he says.
Clark narrows his eyes. He trusts Batman with his life, but with honest estimations of the time a task will take? The man is worse than Lois with spelling.
But what kind of hero would he be if he put his personal life before his duties?
‘But Bruce,’ an inner voice whines. He sets it aside. Hopefully, Riddler will show up promptly, gracefully submit to his double-vigelante buttkicking, and divulge all his secrets in a jiffy. Hopefully. Maybe.
He’s going to have to call and cancel isn’t he?
He sits down grumpily. He’s going to hope. That’s what he does. Ships slog in and out of the bay, painfully slow.
He’s going to have to cancel, isn’t he?
Suddenly, Batman rises.
“I have to go.”
“What?” Clark asks incredulously.
“Emergency.”
“I don’t hear any emergency.”
“Some of my emergencies are ones you don't have the subtlety to detect.” Batman says brusquely,not meeting his eyes. “I’ll be back as soon as I can. Keep an eye out.”
Clark narrows his eyes.
“You do know I can hear when you’re lying.”
Batman doesn’t respond. Clark gets to his feet, gesturing wildly to the bay, “You can’t just leave me here holding the bag. I have things to do!”
“So do I.” Batman sets his recording devices on automatic and turns away. “That is why I’m leaving.”
“No.” Clark stands and blocks his way. “You are not leaving. If anyone is leaving, it’s me. I have somewhere very important to be and I dropped it for you. You do not get to walk out on me now.”
“It is a matter of the city’s welfare.”
“Lie.”
“It regards my secret identity.”
“Lie again!”
“It is a time sensitive obligation of a interpersonal nature that I must deal with alone, and I appreciate you, as a fellow vigilante, taking point on this so I can attend to the matter.”
Clark sifts through all the fancy rhetorical bullshit.
“You're ditching me here for a DATE!?”
“Scream it louder, Kal. I don’t think the other side of the bay heard you. And it is a time sensitive obligation of a interpersonal nature-”
“It’s a date. You’re ditching your responsibilities for a date. You are dumping your responsibilities on me for a date. You date people.”
“Yes, I date people. And this is a very important date and we are wasting valuable time on discussing the matter-
“Don’t talk to me about wasting time! You’re wasting my time! I had a date. Which I’m missing. Right now. Because of you!”
“This is an IMPORTANT date.”
“Is it an anniversary?”
“Yes.”
“Nope! Lie. Not an anniversary, doesn’t count.”
“This is an officializing date.”
“You’re dumping an investigation on me for a date with someone you’re not even official with?”
“We’re official. We’re not official. My life is complicated.”
“Mine is too. And I would say my date is objectively more important than yours.”
“Anniversary?”
“No. Bigger.”
“Proposal.”
“Slightly less big.”
Batman pauses.
“Superman, if you’re revealing your identity, you are objectively stupid.”
“And I suppose you’re going to get to third base with the cowl on! Some of us value transparency in our lives, which includes not tricking friends into doing our jobs for us!”
Batman grits his teeth. “I’m leaving.”
“You are not leaving.”
“At least one of us should get to go.”
“If I can’t go, you can’t go. That’s justice.”
Batman grumbles, “Justice.”
“Justice. Now cancel. Now. Call and cancel right now.”
A grumble.
“Batman!”
Batman pulls out his ridiculously high-tech phone, then gives Clark a side look. He reluctantly presses a button and puts it to his ear. It rings and rings.
Clark’s phone buzzes silently in his suit pocket, a minute vibration. He ignores it.
The phone rings one last time before going to voicemail. “Hello!” a cheery robotic voice asks. “The person you have dialed is currently unavailable. Would you like to leave a message?”
Batman glares resentfully at Clark before growling, “Yes.”
“If you would like to leave a message, please press 1.”
One bulletproof black thumb presses down hard on the button. Batman raises the phone to his mouth.
“Hi darling,” he says in a tone so shockingly strange and familiar all at once. “I’m so sorry, but I’m going to have to miss our date tonight. My coworker is being difficult. I’ll  make it up to you, I swear. I love you, Clark.”
Bruce hangs up with a vicious beep and turns to glare at Superman, only to find him staring at him, stiff as a statue. Silence. Utter silence.
“What?” he says defensively.
Superman inhales with the force of a thousand typhoons, or perhaps just twenty exasperated boyfriends.
“You. BITCH.”
Bruce is about to express his offense at such a moniker when Kal grabs him and kisses the breath from his throat. Bruce gasps into his mouth and goes to shove the suddenly kryptonite-infected idiot off of him, but Kal yanks away and rips his phone from its invisible compartment in his suit. He hits call violently and glares at Bruce with the force of a thousand suns. The phone rings.
Bruce’s phone buzzes. He ignores it. He reaches for his kryptonite.
“Answer the call.” Kal says. Bruce freezes. He inches closer to the kryptonite.
“I’m not infected, answer the call you idiot!”
He answers the call.
“Hi Bruce.” Kal says, and Clark’s voice reverberates in sync through the speaker. “I’m sorry to hear you can’t make our date. Maybe you should try being better to your co-workers.”
Bruce can feel his brain bluescreening, a thousand tiny incidents coalescing as one.
“And as for making it up to me,” Clark- Kal- CLARK continues ranting into his phone, staring him straight in the eye, “I deserve take-out from that Indian place with the great naan. And for you never to complain about punctuality when you can’t even give an accurate estimation of the time a simple mission-”
Clark’s phone goes flying through the air, the screen smashing on the concrete roof as Bruce cuts off his speech with his tongue.
Things get a bit fuzzy from there, with Taoist breathing techniques and kryptonian lung capacity and the absolute need to never stop kissing, ever. Bruce pulls away with a gasp when his body finally reminds him that he is indeed, only human, only to have to dive back in after seeing Clark’s adorably ravished face. He is very aware of how thin their suits are and how big Clark’s hands are and how he’s waxed absolutely everywhere and it would be a crime to let it go to waste.
They both break apart as the sun sets, Clark laughing into his mouth.
“Did I actually figure something out before you did?” he grins.
“Technicality.” Bruce counters. Clark looks insufferably smug. It’s the hottest thing he’s ever seen.
“Let’s fuck on the roof.” He says.
“What?” Clark gasps in horror, but hiis eyes are blown so dark, curls come loose and tangled. ‘The roof? Bruce, what the-” Bruce rolls his hips and Clark throws his head back.
“Fu-fu-fuckkkk,” he moans. “Bruce, what the fuck-” Bruce grins and grinds down harder. Alfred was right. It paid to be prepared.
“Sir,” crackles a voice in his ears, completely and totally killing the mood. “I believe there has been a recent development.”
Bruce rips himself off Clark and spots a fleet of ships making their way into the harbor, all laden with men and bombs.
“It’s noxite.” Superman confirms, pulling himself to his feet. “Guess we’re going to have to take a rain check.”
Batman grimly adjusts his codpiece and readies his utility belt.
“Damn it, Nigma.” he growls. “We’re on a date!”





  
    Chapter End Notes

    But yeah. FINALLY. I'm back. Hoping to write more, though I dunno how much about superbat. I'm going to have to revisit my old ideas and fav fic s to refamiliarize myself.
 
THANK YOU FOR YOUR PATIENCEEEEEEEEEEEE AHHHHAHAHHAHAHHHAHHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA


  






  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          Bruce can be a bitch and he really screws himself over when he is.  Alfred is 70% sass and eyebrow raises.
I do think that while Clark might not actually be a virgin, he's probably a lot more cautious and private when it comes to sex, both due to his upbringing and the fact it's hard to hide certain aspects of your physiology when you are in the throes of passion. In this verse, he's slept with Lane, because she knew. But other than that, no dice. (It gets Bruce really, really hot, but more on that later.)
Please let me know what you think! I'll be posting the next chapter soon (probs not, but hey, I'm trying)
And as for the other superbat stuff I promised... I hope you're patient. That's all I'm saying on that.


        


    


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








