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Kneel and Worship

    by frozenpotions

      Summary

      There is a newcomer to Bruce's church. Worship can take unusual forms.



      Notes

        So this was written over a month ago as a birthday present for the lovely flipdebeer, who has a bunch of very fun and hot Priest!Bruce headcanons based on the Batman: Holy Terror elseworld. The general premise of this fic is that the US government is Extremely Christian (I've gone for vaguely Catholic), and Bruce Wayne is a priest and also Batman. What I've written here is not flip's actual idea, which is significantly more complex than I had room for, but it is very strongly based on it. Credit for the inspo very much goes to her!
I originally posted a slightly different version of this to my tumblr, but not to ao3 because I was frankly a little shy about it: it's very much not the kind of superbat I normally write, let alone the prose, and let alone the blasphemously sexy content. But flip has since argued that I am very cruel to treat my own fic like a girlfriend I'm embarrassed to introduce to my friends, so uh...here you go, I guess!
Warnings: horny sacrilege. Like seriously, check the tags. If that's something that would offend you, well...I'm frankly not sure why you clicked on this fic in the first place, but now would be a great time to turn back.


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






    






Kneel and Worship

    
      “Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned.”
Safely sequestered within his confessional, Bruce closes his eyes. Tightens a fist, slowly and deliberately, into the stiff fabric of his cassock.
It’s him.
Shamefully, Bruce knew the identity of this confessor before he spoke. He knew from those heavy, sure, slow footsteps as he approached the confessional. The line of his jaw in silhouette, barely visible when Bruce slid open the cover between their cubicles. The sound of that rich baritone only confirmed it.
It’s him. The man who came into Bruce’s life a mere week ago, and has since stolen from Bruce what little remained of his sanity.
It was unseasonably clear in Gotham the day he first came to Bruce’s church, just before the start of evening mass, but otherwise it was a day like any other. That is, until he walked in and sucked all the air out of the room. The first thing Bruce noticed was that he was uncommonly beautiful: tall and broad-shouldered and strong-jawed, all perfect features and smooth skin and soft curls falling over his forehead, the kind of appeal that inspired poetry and sculpture. That by itself wasn’t so concerning: Bruce was very accustomed to seeing beautiful people and carefully not thinking about that beauty – especially within the bounds of his church where he was closest to God, where those kinds of thoughts were most taboo. But this man was beyond that kind of ordinary, everyday beauty. He was almost radiant, an angel among mere mortals. And when he’d met Bruce’s eyes from across the church, his eyes had been so blue – truly so blue, surely the blue of the heavens not of the Earth? – and something long-buried had sprung to warm, vibrant life in Bruce’s chest.
The man politely introduced himself soon after. “Clark Kent,” he said, warm but hesitant, almost shy. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Father.” Bruce managed some kind of welcome in response, he was sure, but he hadn’t heard the words over the pounding of his own heart.
Simply being in the man’s presence inflamed him. It was shameful. It was weakness. 
In the cubicle beside him, the man takes a breath. “It’s been…gosh, I think a year since my last confession.” The voice echoes around in the empty space between them, with the church so empty. Resonant. Bruce hears him wet his lips. “As for my sins…well, I know that I didn’t do all the good I could. There were people I could have helped, but didn’t.” There’s a brief pause. “Every day, I haven’t done enough.”
Bruce keeps his eyes firmly forward as the man speaks. He knows that if he looks towards the man with this rising ache in his chest, tantalizingly close yet impossibly out of reach, he would be lost.
It was hard enough just keeping his eyes off him during mass. Clark Kent came to evening mass every day since that first, and every time his presence seared into the edges of Bruce’s consciousness, those watchful, otherworldly eyes on him an unwanted distraction as he gave his sermons. And although Bruce tried not to look, he can recall the sight of him each day with perfect clarity. The first day, third row, seventh from the right, wearing a soft flannel shirt and jeans. The next day, second row, ninth from the right, watching Bruce speak with eager intent, quietly enraptured. The third, first row right by the aisle, strong, thick fingers absently tracing the embossed cross on the front of his bible, balanced lightly between spread thighs.
It has been seven days now, and things have only gotten worse. He is not proud of it. It’s unseemly to pay such close attention to any individual parishioner, and unconscionable to harbor such lustful thoughts for anyone at all. He took vows of celibacy when he joined the priesthood a decade prior and had no intention of breaking them. Certainly he is no stranger to temptation, feels it pressing on him more and more with each year that passes, but Bruce has rarely felt temptation as strong as this before.
It’s alarming, the strength of his ardor. Even just hearing the man’s voice from a few feet away is bringing back demons Bruce thought he’d fought back years ago. Perhaps he has been too long focused on his missions, both to God and to his city. How else could a mere man, a stranger, so thoroughly captivate him?
While Bruce is still wrestling with his own conscience, the man goes on, hesitant. “But, well…that’s not my only sin. I haven’t been completely honest with you, Father. You see, I did not come to this church by coincidence. I…actually came to see you. I thought we might do good work together. You’re quite famous, you know. Bruce Wayne, the leader of Gotham’s most well-regarded parish, one of the most powerful men in the city.” A pause. His voice drops low and throaty. “But I know you by a different name.”
Bruce’s breath catches. A sudden spike of terror.
Is he implying… Does he know? But how could he know? No-one knows except Bruce’s small, cobbled-together family, his adopted son and the man who raised him. And he’s always so careful, operating only under cover of night, hiding anything that could link his identities together – and yes, dishonesty is sin, but he can only hope God will forgive him knowing what is at stake.
He’s been so careful, and yet—yet this beautiful stranger has discovered his secret? It seems unreasonably unfair that this man, the source of his latest weakness, would threaten not only his willpower but his downfall.
“I’m sorry. I know that’s not what you wanted to hear. I promise I’m not here to out you, or blackmail you, I just…” He draws a weighty breath, like he’s steeling himself for something, before continuing, “I’m like you. I’m not just Clark Kent. You know me by a different name too.”
For a tense, bewildered moment, Bruce doesn’t know what he means. And then all at once, it clicks. That otherworldly radiance. Those eyes—
Bruce has rarely felt temptation like this before. But not never. Before Clark Kent, there was Superman, the godlike figure touted by some as the savior of mankind. These things are only whispered about, of course: to the church this is sacrilege, and the church’s word is law, both divine and actual. But even if few say it aloud for fear of being branded heretics, Bruce knows Superman is worshipped by some in secret. A saint to be. The second coming of Jesus. An angel sent to Earth by God. Salvation.
Batman has mostly seen him in passing, brief glimpses of a fluttering red cape from rain-slick rooftops. But once, just once, they met in person. And as soon as Bruce met those angelic eyes, he understood then how people could lose themselves to him in worship.
It makes sense enough that he feels foolish for not realizing sooner. Superman came to his church in the guise of a man. Yet deep inside, Bruce knew that he was different, perhaps from some higher plane. Craved him, even, felt a devotion similar to that he felt for God – but in ways he has never thought about God, desperate and restless on sleepless nights, using every ounce of his willpower to keep from wrapping a fist around his aching cock and crying out his name. Is this too a form of worship? Is this too sacrilege?
Bruce lets out a shaky breath. Superman. It’s Superman sitting beside him. No mere mortal but Superman. Confessing his sins to Bruce.
The thought is so ludicrous it’s almost laughable, but Bruce doesn’t find it funny at all. Instead, the thought makes his pulse quicken, his skin tingle, his body fill with molten heat—
“God,” Superman groans. The sudden blasphemy almost makes Bruce shudder. “I’m sorry, just, you don’t know what you… I can feel you reacting, I can hear your heartbeat pick up, and I can smell it when you…” He draws a ragged breath. “I can tell. You’re hard, aren’t you?”
Bruce swallows thickly. He is hard, can feel himself thickening beneath his cassock. He digs his fingers hard into his thighs, but not even the pain can lessen that slow rise after hearing Superman’s voice say those words in that timbre, thick with lust. Even knowing that he shouldn’t feel like this. Perhaps, in part, because of it.
He wants to run away, before he does anything rash. He wants to stay, keep listening to that beautiful voice laying out his sins. He wants—
He wants. God help him, he wants.
When Superman next speaks, his voice is a low rasp. “You don’t know what it’s been like for me, coming here every night. Knowing how much you want me. The thoughts I’ve had…” He trails off with a breathless chuckle. “I came here to ask for your help, but my motives for returning were less pure. I confess that I'm guilty of a great transgression. Lust.” His voice is shaking slightly, like he feels even a fraction of what Bruce feels. “I've dreamed about you every night. Your hands. Your voice. Your mouth. I sat here night after night and listened to your sermons, and all I could think about was touching you. Sliding my hands under your robes, to feel your skin. My mouth on you, anywhere, everywhere. Bending you over that altar and fucking you—”
The words rip a low noise from deep in Bruce’s throat before he can suppress it. He can picture it. A broad palm on his back, holding him down. Those thick fingers sliding slickly into him, stretching him open. And his cock—no doubt Superman’s cock is as beautiful as the rest of him, would feel so good inside him. Superman would fuck him, right there on the altar beneath the eyes of God, would grip his hair and groan his name as he came and hold him tight, skin to skin. He’d reach around to tug at Bruce’s cock, but Bruce would barely need to be touched before he was overcome by a joy so pure it would feel like salvation, even though the road to it was paved with sin. Him soiled with Superman’s seed, and the altar with Bruce’s.
There are scant greater disrespects he could pay to God than so desecrating the altar of his House. So why is the thought of it liquid fire in his veins? Why do his thighs fall apart then, almost as if he is welcoming it?
“You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” Superman murmurs. “I’m sorry. I know I shouldn’t be telling you all this. I wasn’t going to say anything, I truly came here to ask for your help and friendship but—but you have to understand, I’ve never felt like this before. It’s just—you want this, so much. It’s driving me crazy, knowing how much you want this. It only makes me want you more.” He lets out a soft groan, shifting in his seat then, and—oh. Is he touching himself? Just a little, perhaps, just to give himself some relief, but the sound of skin against fabric has never sounded more obscene. “Please, will you let me see you? I need to see you.”
Before he can respond, Superman is stepping out of his cubicle. Only a moment later, the door is wrenched open. And there he is before him. Towering over him, an angel in the flesh, limned in golden light. Bruce sits before him, gazing up at him, thighs still parted as if in shameless invitation. Although he is far from being without shame. It can’t dim his lustful fervor, but still Bruce burns with it.
His hands are shaking where they still clutch vainly at his thighs. This is madness. He has vows. They are in a church, Bruce’s church, in a house of God. And however much Bruce has dreamed lately of praying at this man’s altar, worshipping him as one might a false idol or a lover, he—he can’t. His duties are to God, and to Gotham, and no-one else. They can’t be. Or everything falls apart.
“Father,” Superman says, voice raw with naked longing. The unearthly blue of his eyes has already been swallowed by hungry black pupils. He looks down upon Bruce through thick, dark lashes, skin flushed and lips red and parted. And if this is a test sent by God, then God is crueler than Bruce could have known, because how is he to resist this? How could he possibly, when every pious instinct within him calls him to worship? 
“God forgive me,” Bruce says, low and reverent. And he tugs Superman in by his hips and falls to his knees in prayer.

    





  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          And then Bruce totally sucks Clark off in a confessional booth. And they probably fuck some more after that too. I'm leaving that part to your imagination though ;)
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  Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!








