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      Summary

      Bruce is sent to another universe, to another Justice League, where things are just slightly different enough to get Bruce to make terrible decisions. Clark Kent never married Lois Lane, and he is a Bruce Wayne that never married Selina Kyle.
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Lonely and Greedy Demands

    
      If Batman had a nickel every time he found himself in a different dimension, he’d have a concerning amount of nickels for a human man. It worked to his advantage, it helped him stay collected and focused on exactly how to get his bearings, where he should start, and what questions he should ask.

Where some would panic, he found control.
“Talk. Now.” Batman lifted his fist to threaten the alien fiend who got him mixed up in this. If the villain confessed now it’d save him headaches.
Unfortunately, the alien with too many eyes and ashy yellow skin shook its head. “I-I-I don’t know.”
“What do you mean you don’t know?” His patience was thin and he felt his cool cracking as the alien squirmed.

The beam was intended for Hal Jordan, not Batman. He had pushed Hal out of the way. He didn’t know if the beam would kill him or not, he didn’t care.

The culprit that was pinned underneath him must’ve been another chaotic miscalculation. As were the barrels, metal boxes, and control panels that seemed to have been caught in the crossfire and sent here just like they had been.
“It means, I don’t know.”
Batman punched him and the being cried out in pain. The extra eyes rolled as it saw stars for a moment or two. When Batman reeled back his fist again it started pleading.

“Okay! Okay! Please just stop!”
He stopped to let the alien talk. And talk the alien did.

“I bought it. I was told that it vaporizes whatever it hits. Green Lantern,” The alien scrunched its face up in disgust, “He locked up my sister-“
Batman grabbed the being’s collar and slammed him against the cold metal ground, “Tell me how to fix this.”
The alien groaned in pain, “Okay! Please… I’ll-“ And another sharpened glare got the alien stammering, “Honest, I don’t- I don’t know how it works. They didn’t tell me.”
“They?”
“Fexaeks! They’a broker- They got me this deal.” 
He was telling the truth. Batman could see it in his eight eyes. No matter the species, no matter the time, they were all the same. Cowardly.
Satisfied, Batman looked around a little more. He was in a metal hallway. It was the same as the Watchtower but it felt off. It was odd to say it was off when there were no distinguishing differences, but his gut feeling was never wrong. 

In a few moments, he was unfortunately proven correct as he was met with familiar faces.

The league.
J’onn, Superman, Wonderwoman, John Stewart, and… himself.
It was Superman who spoke first, “Who are you and— Batman?” And everyone did a quick double-take.

English, check. Visually? The same. John Stewart was here, not Hal, concerning but not an issue yet.  There was no Flash, which was also concerning, but not an issue yet either. His self looked fine too but his suit was slightly different. It was a different material and the design was off. He didn’t recognize it, meaning this wasn’t the past. Unconfirmed if it was the future. They had an unsettling familiar unfamiliarity.
Batman got to his feet and pulled the criminal up with him.

“We need to talk.”
The other self was doing his analysis of the situation.
John Stewart nodded at the villain, “Who’s your friend?”
“Topgon Grogan, an intergalactic criminal who bought tech from a broker named Fexaeks in sector 2822” He had gotten that piece of information from Hal before shit hit the fan. “Do you recognize him?” He shoved the alien towards John and he was quick to grab him.
“No. I don’t.”
Great.
“Come with us. This isn’t where we’ll have this conversation.” His other self directed and led them back down. The others had questions, but he kept any answers shallow. The last thing he wanted was to give information in front of the alien. There was still a chance he was keeping things back. He needed to interrogate him again in a more controlled environment.
In the watchtower meeting room, Batman requested himself to be scanned by J’onn first. It was a proper courtesy to build trust. He was disadvantaged. He didn’t have his own J’onn to read the minds of this league. He had to be resourceful and careful. If this was a corrupted league, he needed to cause as little issues as possible and just use them to get back home. Any moral debate would be detrimental to getting what he wanted.
“So far, our worlds seem pretty similar,” Superman noted as he rubbed his chin. “Except minor details. I’d say you got pretty lucky.”
“If I was lucky I wouldn’t have been here at all.”
Wonderwoman smiled, “Count your blessings. You’re with friends here.”
“We welcome you with open arms,” Superman said with generosity only a softened Clark could offer.
“Yeah. You’re safe here.” John added. “We’ll figure this out and send you—And that little intergalactic weasel— back home.”
The words meant nothing to him. He would not be letting his guard down any time soon.
“It seems our worlds are similar enough that we have sufficient data about this issue. It will take awhile to pinpoint where, but I have the computer looking for the information you provided.”

Thankfully, he found his own self to be the most dependable.
“In the meantime, I will work on getting the device working again.” He returned. “If I could have a capable workspace.”
Superman looked at his Batman, wondering what the decision was.

“You’ll be stationed up here.” 
Isolated.
He continued, “I’ll supply you with all the equipment you’ll need.”
John was the one who complained, “Ah, come on, Batman. You’re not going to let yourself in your cave?”
He shook his head for their Batman, “No. The isolation will be good. The last thing we need is interference.”
Superman raised an eyebrow, “Interference?”
“Distraction. I won’t be staying here more than I need to. If I’m anything like myself here, I’ll get what I need.”
“Exactly.” His other self confirmed without looking back. “J’onn. Watch this for me. I need to go.”
“Certainly.” And J’onn replaced Batman at the keyboard of the oversized computer that was scanning through thousands of pieces of information.
So far, the compliance was relieving. He wasn’t locked up, wasn’t being tortured, wasn’t finding out that the earth was burned to a crisp. Maybe Superman was right, maybe he did get lucky.
He was given on ship quarters, and as promised, he was supplied everything he needed to start on taking the device that got him here apart. His cowl was pushed off as he concentrated on all the little pieces.

J’onn was able to collect more information from the alien, but it was mostly worthless. Just described how to turn it on and how to activate it. It really didn’t know anything about the tech which made this all the more frustrating.
The door to his borrowed workstation activated and Bruce didn’t need to look over to know it was Clark. His steps were distinctive.

“Need something?” He grunted without looking over.
There was some curious hesitation, “Just wondering if you needed anything.”
“I’m fine.”
“Then do you mind if we talk?”
Bruce replied to that with silence. The Batman here must be truly similar, because Superman was able to read that as a ‘sure’ and he approached.

“So, have you figured out anything?”
“I’m familiar with the logic, just not the technology. A lot of the tools to disassemble this I've had to construct myself.”
“… Interesting.” He leaned in and examined the piece of tech. “Since it’s alien, I could-“
“John already gave me the needed information.”
It sounded like a bite, however Superman didn’t seem fazed. They must have a close relationship here too. That was a little comforting.
“That’s good. If you need anything, you know you can trust me.”
“I don’t know that, actually.” He responded calmly. “And you don’t know if you can fully trust me either.” He undid another component of the device and set it aside. There was an issue with the power too, it seemed.
“I can’t trust you?” He seemed taken aback. His concern guarded him. “But J’onn cleared you.”
“He cleared me, yes, but this is a foreign situation. We could be capable of anything. You should always be prepared for that.”
Clark smiled fondly, letting his guard down some more, “Even in other dimensions, you’re just as paranoid.” It was said so affectionately.
Bruce gave him a side glance before getting back to dismantling.

Superman still didn’t leave. It didn’t irk him. Clark was one rare person he didn’t mind disturbing his work. At first it did, in the early days, but Clark found out how not to overstep. He knew when to go quiet as he did his own problem solving. He was one person Bruce could trust with offering good ideas. He was smart, quick, and resourceful.
“It doesn’t seem to be missing any parts.” He mumbled softly. “Power surge?”
Bruce nodded, “When he shot himself here, most likely. It became unstable in the blast and shorted out. I’m getting Green Lantern to collect some supplies for me. There are some rare metals that aren’t found here on Earth that are in this circuitry. Once I fix that, it will be about recalibrating it.”
“And you need your coordinates for that.” Clark finished.
“Yes.”
“Seems like you have your work cut out for you.”
He nodded. “I’m only worried about the delays. I’m not a fan of sitting still.”
That got Clark to gently laugh, “Don’t I know it.” His smile was warm. 

It got Bruce to wonder.
“How close are we here?”
Clark quirked his head. “Hm?” Then he thought for a moment, “I’d say it’s complicated. Confidently, you’re my best friend. Is… it not the same where you’re from?”
Bruce thought about his Clark. His Clark’s smile. Their shared moments and unwavering loyalty. 

The worry that he might never see him again was on the very edge of his mind.

“It’s the same.”
Clark let out a relieved breath. “That’s good to hear. I can’t imagine a world where you won’t freely chew me out.”
It was Bruce’s turn to lightly smile, “You give me plenty of reasons to.” 
He could see his brief delight at seeing an earned smile. With how much of a clusterfuck Clark can get himself into in so many timelines and dimensions, it was refreshing to have a Clark so reminiscent of his own. Not that he trusted him, no, but he accepted the little comforts.
They tinkered in silence. Bruce was mostly doing the construction while Clark was troubleshooting some of the issues. Bruce was able to freely glance at concentrating Clark. It was less distracting than it was motivating. This wasn’t his Clark. It looked like him, sounded like him, smiled like him, but wasn’t him. There were an infinite amount of reasons to go home, but having one that was tangible and present kept him working quickly.


It was a full hour of peace and light talk before Superman straightened up and set his hand on his ear.

“On it.” He looked at Bruce and gave a half smile. “I’ve gotta run. When I get back I’ll bring you some food.”
“Don’t. The rations here will be fine. You need to get back to Lois.”
“Lois?” His head tilted in curiosity.
“It seems we need to talk more, then,” Bruce noted.
“Seems so.” And he had a small smile as he waved himself off. In an instant he was gone.
The room felt empty now with Clark gone. He refused to take a break. Even when exhaustion was trying to kick his legs from underneath himself, or his stomach screaming at him for food, he kept working. Whatever Clark had been called away for seemed to have gotten out of hand, as it always does. He didn’t come back for hours. Bruce wondered if it was an empty promise. He had no true opinion on it.
Bruce took off a gauntlet to rub exhaustion from his eyes. He blinked and shook his head. 

There was a knock before the door hissed open. Bruce immediately put his glove back on, trying to hide his exhaustion. Hide his falter.
“Still working, huh? Why am I not surprised?”
“You’re late.” He grunted back. 
“Never said when I’d be back.” He replied with his own version of snark.

He set food on the work table. It smelled amazing. Bruce didn’t look over.
“Guessing you haven’t had a break?”
He kept his eyes on the circuitry.

“Not right now.” 
“Come on, Bruce. You’re shaking.”
That got Bruce to pause and he clenched his fists to hide it. Clark was kind enough not to poke the bristled bear, just sliding the food over to him. “It’s Italian. Fresh. Five minutes won’t hurt.”
The way Clark talked, it seems he’s had this conversation countless times with his own self here. He missed when Clark talked to him like this.

When Bruce buckled he ignored Clark’s smile. He just sighed and pulled the bag of food over to himself and revealed what Clark got him. He couldn’t keep his stomach from growling. The alternate version of his friend huffed in amusement. He ignored that too and didn’t hesitate to dig in.

After the first bite, he had to ask, “Why are you doing this?”  
“Huh?”
“I understand we have a stable relationship here, but I’m not your friend.” He took another bite.
Superman raised an eyebrow, “I told you, you’re welcome here.”
“And you’re a damn fool for saying that.”
Clark shook his head with a sigh, “Don’t, Bruce. I get that we shouldn’t trust each other, or whatever you’re worried about, but is it really wrong of me to show you kindness while you’re here?”
“Kindness is letting me stay here, kindness is giving me access to food. Kindness is giving me resources to get back. Fresh food directly from Italy and your presence isn’t kindness, it’s stupidity.” His tone was bitey.
“What a way to thank me for the food.” Clark chuckled.
“Take this lightly, sure.” He scoffed and took another bite.
Clark lost his humor and sighed in annoyance. A sigh that told him that he was used to this too. “I’m not. I’m just not overreacting.”
That struck a chord. “Overreacting?” Anger and stress of the situation started to bubble up. He was tired, he was lost, he was uncertain.

“I’m in another universe, alone, unsure if fixing this device will even get me back. Every second I’m here is another second I’m not there. You can play friendly as much as you like, you don’t have much to lose.”
Clark’s previously sweet demeanor straightened up. He didn’t wilt like a puppy, nor pout, just remembering himself. It was a familiar reaction.

There was guilt in his voice, “You’re right. I’m sorry, Bruce. I was hoping to keep you from feeling so alone. I know how scary it is.”
Bruce took a couple more bites of food. He was still disgruntled.

Like water off a duck's back, Clark was able to change the direction of the conversation. 

“Did you figure out anything since I was gone?”
Bruce looked at the mess of metal he had sprawled out. The computer was still running through data to find him the information he needed. “No. I’m still waiting on John for material. I’m looking for more issues, but thankfully the device is mostly intact.” He took another couple bites of food.

Clark was a Bruce whisperer.
He nodded calmly. “You said something about Lois earlier…” Clark made the decision to pull up a chair and sit himself back next to Bruce.
Bruce let himself eat to give him a moment to think of exactly what to say.

“Lois is your wife. Guessing by the look on your face, that’s not the case here.”
Clark slowly shook his head. “No. We decided we were better friends…” There was a beat, “In your universe, are you and Selina…?”
Bruce stopped. The idea of himself settling down had crossed his mind many times, but he never saw it as realistic. Not with him. No one liked both Bruce Wayne and Batman. Selina hadn’t either. What decision had changed their fate?* 
The falter was an answer to Clark. “I see…”
“How long?” He set his finished food aside.
“Do you really want to know?”
“...”
“Yeah,” Clark sighed. “So, I don’t mind keeping you company.”
Bruce went quiet for a moment before softly mumbling a thank you.

Clark just smiled as they started tinkering again. 
The morning almost felt normal. It’s not the first time he’s slept in the watchtower. He was still himself, the room was familiar, and so were his clothes. It wasn’t until he sat up and gathered his thoughts that it felt wrong again. 

He got dressed and fetched himself a ration and a coffee to restart his day. It was quiet like in the old days before they recruited more and more vigilantes. 

This Wonderwoman and J’onn tried to invite him to eat and chat, but he declined. He didn’t have time. It was right back at his desk and soldering more pieces together. John had finally gotten him the metals and he was quick to put them to use. The progress moved considerably forward.
Another bag of food was set down on the desk as Bruce had his mask down to protect his eyes as he melded materials together. He didn’t look over to it, too focused on the circuitry. He didn’t even realize he was hungry.

Clark didn’t interrupt him, instead just taking food out and eating it while watching Bruce work. He was quiet and let Bruce concentrate.

The smell of the hot sandwiches is what finally stopped him. He looked over at Clark and the man nudged the wrapped sandwich over to him with a cute smile.
“Thanks.” He said quietly and pulled it over and took a moment to eat. They both sat in silence while they enjoyed their lunch.

He knew Clark didn’t usually get treats like this that often. It was usually to show off or impress. Unless this Clark was different in this way, it was interesting. He wasn’t complaining.
“How much do you have left?” Clark finally said after he finished his food.
Bruce looked at the device and thought about how to answer that. He wasn’t truly sure. He had hopes, wishful thinking, but not a definitive answer.

“It all depends on when I receive the destination.”
“Mm.” Clark cleaned up the mess of lunch. “Need help with anything?”
Another good question. He narrowed his eyes at his notes and what he had accomplished. “No. I’m fine.” 
“Let me know if you hit a roadblock.”
Bruce just nodded and flipped through his notes. He wished he had just a teensy bit more knowledge on alien circuitry. He was making educated guesses grounded in what he knew, what the computer supplied him with, and the laws of science.
There was another moment of silence before Clark spoke up again, “In your world… Did anything happen between us?”
The question stopped everything that was in his head. He looked over at Clark. He was expecting him to be flustered or bashful, not sturdy and focused. There was an edge of anxiety, he could tell in how he stood on his feet, like he was ready to flee.

“No,” Bruce answered.
“Was there ever going to be something between us?”
“…” Bruce searched his face to try and figure out where he was going with this. This Clark had nothing to lose and that was dangerous. “Maybe.” He finally answered.
“Before I married Lois?”
“Before you married Lois.” He confirmed.
His eyes went askance. Bruce didn’t know why Clark asked. He didn’t see the benefit unless it was to just hurt himself. That was Clark behavior too, though. They loved hurting themselves with their stupid curiosity.
“Before I dated Selina?”
“Before you married her,” Clark confirmed.

  Marriage.

Bruce nodded calmly. That what-if he had so many years ago, when he had a real opportunity with Selina… was this reality. This earth hadn't exploded, he was still Batman, he was still himself.
“Am I happy?” Bruce asked softly.
Clark’s smile was empathetic, “…Yeah. I think you are.”
“…” He turned back to his work and tried to refocus his thoughts. “I need to concentrate. If you have nothing else to add, leave.”
“I didn’t bring it up to upset you.” Clark breathed out.
“Then why did you bring it up?” He appreciated his mask as he bit with a rough tone, it was able to dehumanize and distance himself.
Clark was braver, “Because. I’m curious if you still feel the way you did back then.”
Bruce was knocked speechless. 
Clark sighed, reality sitting back on his shoulders, “I know you said not to trust you… but that’s why I’m asking. If I make a mistake with you…”
“There’d be no consequences…” Bruce finished. He looked uncertain. He had work he had to do, he didn’t have time for escapism. For weakness. 
“If you want to forget about all this, I’ll leave.”
Bruce looked away as he thought. “It’s a bad decision.”
“It is,” Clark confirmed.
“But you want to make it.”
Clark just nodded.
They were at a standstill. It was only a few seconds, but it felt like hours. Every detail of Clark was taken in. Those gorgeous blue eyes were steady and unwavering. Hair, perfectly curled in his familiar fashion. He was everything Bruce had ever wanted. 
Rationality was considered then tossed aside. This was Clark. Another universe’s Clark, but still him. The man who would always look wrong with a frown, the man who always did things out of the kindness of his heart. That heart… It held so much compassion.

This felt like the ‘almosts’ they would have. The moments when their eyes would linger on each other, their smiles lasting longer, the easiness of their touches. Clark was always so physically affectionate, and he welcomed it because it was Clark, and Clark alone…. And then he became official with Lois.

He was content when he saw how happy she made him even if it was at the expense of his own. Clark deserved happiness, he deserved her. Not an emotionally stunted Bruce Wayne, who kept himself from ever reaching out.

Even here and now, it was Clark who was holding out the cards.

If his own Clark had nothing to lose, would he have offered too? The thought was useless and wouldn’t get him anywhere.
He was lucky that time felt so slow, it let him think as he finally removed his cowl to make the careful steps to this Clark Kent, Superman. A stranger in the most familiar way.

The moment he was close enough, their bodies naturally found each other. Clark’s hands went to rest on Bruce’s waist as Bruce reached up to cup his gorgeous face. They leaned in for a hesitant kiss, just a soft press of their lips. If either of them wanted to back out, this was the time.

Instead of pulling away and explaining the regret, they ended up going for another kiss. It was stronger and fell deeper. Bruce’s hand slid into Clark’s hair as he felt the grip on his waist tighten, and he curled his gloved fingers into his steel, black locks. He’s never had the chance to run his fingers through his hair. He always assumed it would be soft.

He assumed everything about Clark would be soft.

It was extraordinary to find out he was right.

He was soft and he was warm.

As their tongues met, he sank into the pleasant feeling of intimacy that it brought them. It was electrifying. So familiar. It felt overdue. Like this was supposed to happen.

But this wasn’t his Clark. This wasn’t his world.
Bruce broke the kiss to pull back and study Clark’s face. The underlying ache it gave him when he looked at him, knew logically that it wasn’t him, but fuck, it was nice to pretend.
“Are you okay?” Clark mumbled softly, concern knitted his brow. He was sure he was doing his calculations. Unknown territory, a long-term fantasy being acted out, and wondering if it was all just a dream.
“I’m fine.” He said plainly.
“Are you sure?” Clark had to ask. 
Bruce’s lips quirked up, finding the double-check, and soon to be triple-check, stupidly endearing.

Instead of replying, he just pulled him into another deep kiss that explained everything.
Clark shifted their hold to lower and grasp at Bruce’s ass which got him to grunt in a light surprise mid-kiss. From the pleased sound Clark made, he had a feeling it was something he’s wanted to do for a very long time.

Breaking the kiss, Bruce unclipped his cape and let it fall to the ground. Their communication was silent as he naturally pulled Clark with him to the table, their combined efforts made the transition seamless to get him sitting on the table and Clark pressed flush right between his thighs. Their kissing was fevered and hot, filled with years of restraint.

Clark’s fingers dug into the muscles of Bruce’s legs with a perfect pressure that got him to gasp. Now, that must be a party trick. It practically immobilized him as it undid tension. An opportunist, Clark kissed at Bruce’s exposed neck, lightly nipping, kissing, and mouthing. It sent shivers down his spine and he grasped helplessly for him, needing everything from him. He was overwhelmed yet still greedy. He was becoming drunk on everything Clark. 
They were both fairly quiet, except for the small growls of pleasure Clark was able to pull from Bruce by massaging tensed muscles. He could feel Clark’s hardness rest up against his thigh. Unlike Bruce, he didn’t have layers of armor keeping himself uncomfortably trapped. Feeling him, though, was its own treat. It was validation. He could cling to it, languidly rolling his hips against Clark’s just to feel how stiff he was against his thigh, from him, for him. 
“Christ, Bruce.” He lightly hushed under his breath, right under Bruce’s ear, against his skin, speaking into him. It wasn’t asking for an answer. Just a gentle call of his name as he rutted against his thigh a little more desperately. His arms enveloped him completely, strong and permanent while those fingers still worked in between armored leather to dig into exactly where he needed pressure.

He was not proud of the noises that were forced out of his throat. It wasn’t very The Dark Knight. But like they agreed, they had nothing to lose. Bruce could outright meow if he wanted to and all it would do is make Clark never see his Batman the same way ever again. No consequences.

The ridiculous idea got him smiling. When Clark moved to kiss him on the mouth, he grinned right back at him, delighted by the sight. It bubbled the smallest of laughs between them. Something only the intimacy between best friends could bring out so easily.

After a few more kisses, Clark pulled Bruce closer, tighter, becoming distracted with grinding against Bruce’s thigh, his face buried in the crook of his neck, breath coming out in cute huffs.

Bruce petted his hair, finding it both erotic and a bit humorous. Like they were horny teenagers, not even able to think to strip and go all the way. Too concentrated on the moment, as if stopping would break it all.  
“Clark…” Bruce called softly.
“Mn,” Clark grunted against him, his rutting was rough and Bruce’s body was pressed so close it was as if Clark wanted to become him.

If Clark got off to him like this, he didn’t think he’d mind. He didn’t even care about how much it ached being so restricted in his suit, he didn’t care if he wouldn’t get off. He just wanted Clark and he didn’t care about anything else.

But he had to offer:
“I’m sure you’ve dreamed about me sucking your cock, haven’t you?” He breathed out, hardly a whisper and only for him to hear. 

It made Clark go completely rigid.
“Yes.” He answered with conviction.
“Want me to make that come true for you?” He purred out against his ear. He was delighted at how he could feel Clark’s grip tighten and then ease.
He pulled away and when their eyes met, Bruce could only describe Clark’s look as just hungry. It practically winded Bruce. Those cheeks were rosy and his hair was fluffed from his touch, his pupils blown with desire.

“Please.” 
Bruce set his hand on Clark’s chest and lightly pushed him. The man of steel stepped back and gave him space to drop to his knees. Disbelief was clear in his expression as Bruce looked up at him with a coy smirk and tugged Clark’s cock out of his suit. It was easier than he thought it’d be. No special technology, no protective cup, no armor. It was easy and it was sudden, and for a moment he was sure he was dreaming.

What assured him otherwise was the smell and the heat. Clark’s dick was thick and large. It was embarrassing how he felt himself salivate and self-restraint was thrown out the window as he licked up his shaft with greed.
Clark hissed above him, “Good lord.” 
Bruce couldn’t help but smile up at him. How Clark could be so hot and cute at the same time, he’d never understand.

In terrible moments of weakness, he did wonder if midwestern slang would make it into the bedroom. Or maybe he’d get truly vulgar? Clark talking dirty was a fun thought. It was all so thrilling, but what Bruce thought about at the moment was how his stupid gloves were keeping him from being able to feel Clark’s dick.

With a quick problem-solve and misdirection, he opened his mouth to take in his cock,  sliding it as far back as he could in one go. The perfect distraction for the deft removal of his gauntlets. He bobbed his head with expertise, knowing exactly how to relax his throat, how to sink in and work at a sweet pace. He knew he didn’t have to worry about his teeth with Clark, but it was ingrained in his head how to loosen his jaw and flatten his tongue.
“Christ.”

It earned a hand in Bruce’s hair that pulled just a teensy bit too hard and got him to grunt as he choked on his dick. It was wonderful.

His gloveless hands were able to work him every time he had to pull off to take in as much oxygen as he could to recover.
“I…” Clark swallowed a breath. “I don’t know why I’m surprised you’re so good at this… but oh my god, Bruce. How are you so good at this?”
Bruce pulled off him and gave his cock head a gentle lick, enjoying the taste of him.

“Do you really want to know?” And he gave his dick a small, affectionate kiss and he felt it twitch against his smile.
“I… I don’t know.” Confliction was on his face, but that wasn’t truly a bad thing. He bet it planted some scenes in his mind. That was its thrill too. This wasn’t his Clark. This was cruelty.

He could give this Clark everything he wanted. He could have him thinking of this for the rest of his long Kryptonian life. Just the idea of Clark getting off to this later had him shifting on his knees as he was reminded of the discomfort of how locked down his hard-on was in his suit.
He laid his tip against the flat of his tongue and rubbed it along him, pleased with the taste and sensation and how his dearest friend reacted to it. Quiet, but adorable.

Bruce decided to further change the trajectory of this Clark’s life. “The playboy thing wasn’t always a farce.” He mumbled as he kissed the length of him. And boy was there length.
“And I’m guessing… you wanted to be good at everything?” The conversation was definitely doing things to him. 
“Precisely.” He gave him another couple of kisses and he jerked him off with a practiced pace, edging him on while loving on him. “Many at once.” He divulged. “Men, women, whatever.” He took him in his mouth and hummed as he forced himself down it. It was dizzying nestled in his throat and he pulled off just to lick up his shaft. It was a mixture of Clark’s precum and his saliva and he loved the mess it made of him. “Which has me curious.” He loved the expression on Clark’s face. Adored it. “Are you possessive, Mr. Kent? Or do you want to know how much of a slut I’m capable of being?”
His cock twitched again, his body responding first.

“I’m… not a tabloid reporter, Mr. Wayne.” He said with an exhale. 
So, he was possessive.
Bruce smirked.

“Of course. I never could think you were.” He gave him more attention, but all of it was inconsistent and teasing, purposefully dragging this out. “I haven’t slept around in years.” Kiss. “Only could ever think of you.” And he heard Clark take in a small inhale and Bruce knew what he had to treat him to.

He took him fully again and bobbed his length down his throat with a steady pace. His hand was in his hair again, painful. He could feel him rock into his mouth as he moved and every time it hit the back of his throat he thanked god for his lack of gag reflex and he appreciated his breathing training.

It made this possible; Clark was able to lose himself as he fucked his face, bringing soft hums out of him and small grunts of delight as he was choking him on his cock. He was relentless. Passionate. Fevered.
“I’m-I..” Clark tried to warn, but Bruce could already tell. It only got him to coax the underside of his balls and relished in the tight grip and force that Clark carelessly made him take. If he wasn’t a better fuck, it’d be way too much. There was truly nothing like getting choked on Clark’s cum. The smell was overwhelming, the taste unique, and the struggle for oxygen had his adrenaline pick up just enough. He swallowed as much as he could and licked his cock clean.

If he thought Clark was beautiful before, there was no description of what post-orgasm Clark was. Utter bliss.

Bruce caught his breath and licked his lips, satisfied.
Well, his cock trapped in his suit begged to differ, but he was not going to complain.
He got to his feet and Clark was instant to bring him into a tight hold, nestling into him as he struggled to compose himself.

“What about you?” He whispered.
Bruce thought about the ache in his suit and gritted his teeth.

“It’s fine.”
“I want to touch you,” Clark admitted, selfish. “We won’t ever have another time.” 
Right.
“Hn.” He grunted in thought. 
Clark pulled back and held Bruce’s face in his hand, looking so darling. Bruce wondered what Clark saw. Those eyes, while blissful, were still so gentle.

“Only if you’re okay with it.” He confirmed quietly.
“Lock the door and I’ll consider it.” Bruce let himself smile, contradicting the unsureness. Clark smiled back and with a blur and a gust of air, the door was locked and he returned to him and brought him into a deep kiss. He knew he could taste himself but there was no hesitation to kiss him just as deeply. What a gentleman.

Clark gently led Bruce back to the table to pin him.
“I’ll need help with your suit.” He mumbled and it bubbled another cute laugh between them.
“I’m sure you’re disappointed you can’t rip it off me?”
Clark wanted to be guilty but his grin betrayed him, “It’d be an awkward conversation to get you a new one.”
Bruce chuckled sweetly and he got to see Clark’s eyes practically dazzle. He looked at him like he loved him. Maybe he did. Bruce couldn’t handle it and quickly kissed him to distract himself. It seemed Clark was also hellbent on changing his life too. 

It was so, so sadistic. And it hurt.
He let each piece of armor be removed and disengaged any traps he had hidden in the suit. The moment his chest was bare, Clark worshiped him. His hands groped and slid across his scarred, pale skin. He was careful of his bruises but wasn’t treating him completely like porcelain. Each kiss on his chest and any tightening grip was a rush of adrenaline as it reminded him how controlled Clark was being. Any further pressure and he could do damage. The grip was practiced and trained. It was captivating.
Clark was seemingly very interested in mapping his scars and his pecs, tracing his flaws and squeezing his tits. He took his nipple in his mouth and sucked and even lightly bit. Bruce shivered and it sent him breathless. He was hating how his dick was still stuck in his suit. It was torturous.

His friend didn’t let his other pec go without attention, squeezing at the muscle and thumbing over his nipple with perfect pressure. Bruce let out a soft growl, letting his head lull. It was amazing. Bruce may have given him a blowjob good enough to never look at his friend here the same, but it seemed Clark had the same plan for Bruce.
After what seemed like an eternity of Clark appreciating his body, he finally undid his pants and freed Bruce from his armor. He stuttered a low groan as Clark kept his mouth on his pec but his hand gently jerked him off. Unlike Bruce, Clark’s hands were so soft. It was as if they hadn’t worked a day in his life. Like he didn’t regularly pick up buildings with ease.

Bruce gripped at Clark, digging his fingers against his fabric. There was a subtle give, still somehow soft, but otherwise, he was a wall.

Clark could do anything to him — anything to him — and he’d probably find himself thanking him.
He thumbed over the head of his cock, spreading Bruce’s precum over the rest of him, and moved back up to kiss against Bruce’s neck.

“I want to make love to you.” It sounded like a confession more than a request. And of course, he would use the language to make love rather than fuck. It was so Clark.
“Is that not what we’re already doing?” Bruce chuckled.
A couple more kisses, “You know what I mean.”
“I don’t.” Bruce lied blatantly. “Tell me, Clark, what do you mean?”
Bruce expected his push to be met with some humiliation, not a squeeze of his dick and a light bite to his neck.

“I mean I want to fuck you senseless, Bruce.” He spoke right beneath his ear and against his skin like he was telling it to his soul. “I want to make you crumble. I want to make you scream, Bruce.”
That had him shudder.

“Then do it. Don’t make an empty promise, Kent.” He growled and shifted to get further pressure on his dick. “I have lube in my belt. Third pocket from the right.”
“Always prepared.”
“Always.” Bruce curled a smirk.
While Clark fussed with the belt, Bruce took over jerking himself off, being careful about his stamina.

Lube found. Clark didn’t hesitate to return to him and poured a generous amount on his fingers. Bruce did the work to get them comfortable, seating himself on the table legs spread and inviting Clark between him. He leaned on one arm and had his hand on his dick, keeping the pace slow and Clark pressed his fingers to his hole and gingerly pushed one into him. 
Bruce bit back a noise, fighting to give him anything more than hot breaths. He wanted Clark to work for his noises. To earn them.

And it seemed he caught the message because he seemed focused on not just opening him up, but sending him to a version of heaven.

It had him panting like a dog, fighting back and crumbling. There’s no way he would last if Clark kept treating him like this.

“Kent…” He could feel just how hard he was against his thigh. That stamina must be amazing. Sex-drunk brain wanted nothing more than to test how many hours Clark could go. All night?

“Fulfill your promise.” He ordered.
“Yessir.” And he pulled his fingers out of him with a lewd noise. The emptiness was agonizing. 
“Fuck…” He huffed. “Hurry up.”
That got Clark to laugh and he gave him a few more cute kisses. “I knew you’d be bossy in bed.” 
“Now, Kent.”
That got one more laugh, “Okay, okay.” Clark gripped him, lubed himself up, and pressed against his entrance.

They both went quiet in concentration as he went slow. Bruce grimaced as it was slightly uncomfortable as he seated himself in, he was big, and he was thick. It didn’t hurt, Clark made sure of that. It was almost too gentle.
“I’m not paper.” He panted. “I can take it.”
“To me you are.” 

Being reminded got him to shiver.
“You said you would get me to scream.” He grunted. “I’m not screaming.” He licked his lips in a smirk.
The taunt gave him exactly what he wanted, which was a strong thrust that knocked the thoughts out of his head. His moan was a small hiccup, desperately trying to keep it back. His cock was left untouched as he had to grab hold of the table to prevent being dragged against it. Clark’s pace was suddenly everything.

And he hated that Clark’s suit was still mostly on.
“T…Take… that…off… for fucks... sake.” He somehow was able to talk through the thrusts, dizzy and gritting his teeth to keep himself quiet.

Wordlessly, Clark obliged, the suit was gone and Bruce grasping at him next, able to feel that sturdy gorgeous skin. Sun-kissed and warm, an entire contrast to his own. The pace was ruthless and had him gasping for breath like he never could get enough in his lungs.

“Fuck me stupid, Clark.” He snarled between his teeth. “Fuck me until the only words I know are religious and your name. Till… augh. Till you’re all I have- Hrgh!” 
“Yessir.” Clark mumbled. 
The angle, the pace, and the grip. He knew he’d bruise. He wanted bruises, he wanted evidence that this truly happened. 

When he found the perfect spot, he had to admit, he was undone. He didn’t even recognize his voice as he did exactly what Clark wanted: scream.

It wasn’t feminine, it was rough, raw, and unfamiliar. Clark’s mouth was at his neck, tasting his throat.

The sex wasn’t quick, it was drawn out, and every time he felt like he was going to cum, Clark pulled out and started to fuck him a different way. Electricity between them was sharp and fantastic and he really couldn’t think of anything except Clark Kent.

It didn’t even feel like this wasn’t his. Right now it felt like it was exactly where he needed to be.
They ended up in the chair with Bruce in his lap, and it was a mixture of riding and Clark meeting his hips into him. Perfection. Bliss.
Bruce ended up coming first, jerking himself off frenzied, growling an animalistic groan between his teeth as he was shocked into nirvana. Clark fucked him through it, concentrating on his own pleasure.

Bruce’s shouts only increased as Clark didn’t let him recover, using him until he tensed and stilled in him. 

“I’m- I’m in love with you, Bruce.” He breathed against Bruce’s neck. “I always have been.”

He could only hold onto him as Clark gripped him tightly, caging him in. He was dizzy and helpless as he was filled and confessed to.
It was cruel. It was so fucking cruel to hear that.

It felt like a dream and maybe it was. The doubt is all it took for him to not focus on the words Clark said and instead focus on everything else about him. Their bodies were hot and sticky with sweat but he didn’t want to let go. He didn’t want to deal with the mess he made between their stomachs. He didn’t want to deal with anything for just one second. Bruce wanted to focus on what Clark sounded like this close, to only pull away so he could admire what his face looked like after coming inside him. Cheeks flushed, those bright eyes fluttering with that unfocused gaze. His hair was a curly mess. 

He was gorgeous.

And he just confessed his love.
Bruce had no idea how it made him feel. He couldn’t just say I love you too, it felt wrong of him to say. It would make him just as awful as Clark Kent saying something like that to him.

And this wasn’t his Clark, he wasn’t his Bruce.
He did the only thing he could think of, which was to kiss him deeply and stay close.

The worst part was that he did mirror his feelings. He was in love with Clark. He couldn’t pinpoint when it happened. It was slow then all at once. Maybe when they started working together, or when they began to bond outside of work, to do things together after missions, spending their precious seconds with each other. Risking their lives for one another. Shared the devotion. When they found out how complex and beautiful they were, and how they always brought out the best in each other, he couldn’t think of what life would be like without Clark.

So, he did love him. He wanted to tell him. But at this moment, he was kinder than this version of his best friend.

He kept quiet, letting themselves just relish in the afterglow instead.
Clark petted through his hair and his other hand slowly dragged fingers along the scars on his back. The affection was dangerous.
It was an eternity until they parted — Eight minutes and thirty-two seconds, to be exact— and Bruce had to hide how wobbly he felt. They needed to clean up, he needed to shower, then he needed to get back to work. 

When he looked at Clark, there was sadness in his eyes. They didn’t need to talk about it now. 

Post-nut clarity was a bitch.
“I’m going to take a shower.”
“Can I join you?” Clark’s smile was lopsided.
Bruce huffed in amusement, “I need to work on that.” He tipped his head to the workstation as he picked up his clothes. The pieces were a little disturbed by their ridiculous sex. “Don’t become a distraction, Kent.”
“I know, I know.” He relented and stood up to help him clean. “Let me at least take you there.”
“Fine.” 
Cleaned up and rid of all sexual tension, they found themselves sitting next to each other on the ground, backs pressed up against the wall in the workroom. He was so close to being done, that he could see the computer still flipping through coordinates. It was just a waiting game now. It was driving him insane.
“Sorry,” Clark said first after the minutes of nothing-talk. 
Bruce didn’t respond.
“For saying that to you.” He continued. “I don’t know why I…”
He kept quiet, his gaze went up to the ceiling. He didn’t need to say anything. He was sure it was excruciating but he knew whatever he said wouldn’t help the situation. It created a mirror that Clark had to face.
“I mean, I know why I said it, but… I shouldn’t have. I’m sorry.”
“This was a moment of weakness for both of us.” Bruce finally commented, his voice soft.
Clark went quiet for a moment, “We love hurting ourselves, don’t we?” 
“It’s what we’re good at.”
Clark hummed a small noise in amusement.

“I haven’t suggested running away together yet, so maybe there’s some hope for us.”
Bruce cracked a small smile at that. “Well, there goes my suggestion.”
Clark blinked in surprise before catching on, he bumped Bruce’s shoulder. “Don’t joke.” He laughed lightly.
He looked back at the computer that was still searching for his way home.

“I’m already overstaying my welcome.”
“Bruce, you couldn’t overstay your welcome if you tried.” He was sincere. “Well. Maybe if you tried.” He set his hand on Bruce’s thigh. “This feels like a dream to you too…right? Like one more blink and it’ll all slip away…”
“Maybe it is,” Bruce said softly.
“Exactly.” And he turned to Bruce fully and tipped his head to his and dipped close, nearly brushing their mouths. “So, you’re not overstaying your welcome.” And he gently kissed him.
They kissed for a little bit, and Clark was right. It did feel like a dream. He didn’t want to open his eyes with the risk it’d be just another fantasy of what would always be out of arm's reach. Just like his happiness with Selina. With how languid and deep the kiss was, it was just another thing that this Superman had in common with him. 
The computer made a quick couple of beeps, announcing it had a result. It had been a sound he’s been waiting for for the last two days. He sprung into action, pulling away from Clark, and scrambled to his feet to rush to the computer.

The dream popped. Reality was back.
Superman was instantly right next to him, studying what was on the screen with Bruce. There was a string of numbers and time stamps and a small visual.

“Is that it?”
“The disturbance is showing the time I was hit and the coordinates show enough similarities with this world. I’ve got it.” And Bruce was quick to assemble the last pieces of the device. It was in great working order and with the modifications, even better. However, he didn’t know if it was going to work until he used it.
Superman set his hand on his ear to comm the others. “J’onn, we need you to retrieve the culprit. We found the coordinates.”
“Right away, Superman.”
Batman became obsessed with testing and triple-checking all the components. If it wasn’t being thorough it was to keep busy while he waited for their justice league.
“Before I leave…” Bruce had to ask, “I noticed Flash wasn’t here. Is he okay?”
Superman tilted his head, “Hm? Oh. Yes, he’s just on leave for a family trip.”
Oh, thank god. 
“Just curious.”
In the next moment, J’onn and the others walked in with the culprit. Bruce got the device up and running. It was way more stable than the original one was, he had made sure of that.

The power was run properly and was able to power a portal for much longer than the instant. It was a work of art if he were to pat himself on the back.

To his surprise, his other self was there to send him off too. Bruce glanced towards Clark, who was looking at him with a small anxious fidget.

“You were right, Superman.” He said gently. “I did get lucky.” He looked at the other leaguers. Didn’t offer a smile, but a polite nod. “Thank you. Green Lantern, I assume you’ll properly confiscate the device?”
The man nodded firmly. “I’ll get it taken care of.”
Bruce tipped his head in a thank you. He took the alien from a planet he’s never heard of until a few days ago, and brought him with him.

Another look at Clark.

He didn’t realize they already had their goodbye kiss.

Instead of showing sorrow, he gave Clark a warm smile.

“Wish me luck.” 
He didn’t give him a chance to respond, he stepped through the portal he created and with an overwhelming wash of nausea, he was sent to the ground with the perpetrator.

He landed hard and he rolled in a way that kept him from hurting himself. The alien wasn’t as lucky.
“Bruce!”
There was chaos when he looked up. The watchtower was a mess, with portal bites out of the walls and objects.

When he looked towards the voice he heard call his name, it was Clark. His Clark.
Green Lantern was Hal Jordan, Flash was there, as was Wonderwoman and J’onn.

He was back. It was a success.

It was an overwhelming ache when Clark pulled him into a hug. He didn’t hug back. 

The others were rushing to him.

A green construct picked up the alien and Hal Jordan sighed in relief.

“You gave us all a scare there, spooky.”
He pulled away from the hug and did some more careful investigating.

“How long was I gone?”
Hal answered, “Long enough to make us think we lost you, why? What happened?”
Bruce looked at the alien with a sharpened glare. “I was sent to another universe, another justice league. I was there for two days.” 
His best friend’s face showed horror, “You were only gone for a few minutes. What… What happened?”
Those gorgeous blue eyes. Bruce could no longer look at his face.

They had been wrong. There were consequences to their actions. He had to live with the shattering reality of having his best friend never ever being his.

“I’ll explain once we get the culprit in custody.” He addressed Hal, “Lantern.” 
“On it.” And they started on their way to get him locked up. The others chatted and said their enthusiasm about how glad they were that he wasn’t dead.
Clark, always affectionate, set his hand on his shoulder with eyes full of concern and kept his voice hushed for just Bruce. “Are you really okay?”
His heart twisted as he looked at his friend. He knew Clark was able to see right into him. There was no point in lying… but he did anyway.

“I’m fine.” And he shrugged Clark’s arm off his shoulder. “Let’s just get this wrapped up.”
He hoped that other Clark was coping better than he was.
For some reason, he doubted it.
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