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Losing You

    by starshotplagues

      Summary

      The expression on his face is dead serious, and gives Clark the impression that there’s a hidden subtext that he’s not getting, and that he should know exactly what Bruce is referring to. Clark opens and closes his mouth to say something but no words come out.
Bruce sighs with exasperation. “You’re attracted to me.” He says finally.
Clark’s heart stops in his chest for a moment, dumbfounded. The back of his neck burns with embarrassment. Had he really been so obvious? And what conveyed the fact so easily? Was it when Clark couldn't keep from drooling when he stumbled upon a half-dressed Bruce covered in grease working on the Batmobile last week?
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        title from Losing You by the Boxer Rebellion from the Arkham City Soundtrack :)
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Chapter 1








  In hindsight, it was probably one of Bruce’s more irresponsible ideas. And that admission in itself meant a great deal, seeing as most of his ideas were always carefully and meticulously well thought out, (depending on whom you ask) and when Batman puts his energy into a mission, it tends to yield high success rates. 
It came to him on a Thursday night, when the League was having a post-battle briefing at the Watchtower and Bruce had the most awful grinding headache, throbbing at the base of his skull. He was loudly explaining to Barry—who was not paying attention as per usual—that his actions during the battle were a major field risk when dealing with Parademons and that he needs to not distract his fellow team members with trivial things. 
“Chill out, man.” Barry rolls his eyes. “I was just trying to show you guys how fast I can twist their wings together so that they lose their balance and fall out of the sky. Did you see how funny they looked?” Barry grins around a bite of an apple. 
Bruce fumes, his headache growing stronger by the minute. “I do not care. You’re distracting your teammates.” He crosses his arms over his chest. “Pull something like that again and you’ll be pulled off the mission roster for a week. Understand?”
“Fine.” Barry scowls. The meeting is adjourned and the others begin to file out of the room. Bruce leans over the table to gather his pile of paperwork, eyes firmly fixed on his task, pretending to not notice the looming presence of Superman in his peripheral vision gazing at him. Like he always does every time he believes Bruce to not be looking. Bruce pretends to not see him, ready to get home for patrol. 
A sharp cooling sensation blooms across the base of Bruce’s head, he looks back and Clark is pressing his fingertips to the area, soothing him. Bruce nearly jerks away, but the relief is too good. He glares and Clark grins back.
“I could feel your headache the entire time.” His hand curls around Bruce’s skull, cradling him. Bruce sighs for a second and then pulls away. 
“Thanks,” he mutters. 
You’d have to be a fool or blind to not notice the little sneak glances that Clark sends his way when he’s looking at Bruce. In fact, you’d have to be incredibly visually impaired to not notice that Clark’s been looking at him like that for nearly all of their three-year friendship. Other members of the League steer clear of commenting on it, with the exception of Diana, who has tried on multiple occasions to approach Bruce about the subject, only to receive one of Bruce’s signature brush-offs for her trouble. 
And perhaps Bruce is incredibly cruel for being aware of this and allowing Clark to continue with this… attraction of his. The last thing Bruce would want is for it to interfere with their status as teammates in any way. But what never ceases to confuse him, is that Clark seems to look at him like this even when they’re in their civilian identities, as just Bruce and Clark. Bruce can’t seem to figure out where exactly this attraction lies. He understands that Bruce Wayne is universally recognized as a handsome man, and that is an important part of his identity as an alias. But what could explain the way that Superman looks meaningfully at Batman when in the midst of stopping a building from collapsing in Miami? Or when paired together on patrol stopping a robbery? 
Bruce does not know. But what he does know is that there has never been a situation that Batman couldn't fight his way out of, or that Bruce Wayne couldn’t fuck his way out of. And that is exactly what he plans to do.

“Thanks, Lo.” Clark smiles at Lois as she drops a takeout box of Thai food on Clark’s desk. 
“I can’t believe Perry is only giving me a week in Malaysia to report about the floodings,” Lois mumbles around an egg roll. “And he’s only letting me fly coach! He could've let me fly business class.” She shoves a folder off her keyboard and opens up a word document on her computer.
Clark snaps open a pair of chopsticks. “Yeah, about that, are you gonna be back in time to help me cover this charity gala in Gotham on the 15th?” 
“No way.” Lois groans. “I won't be back until the 14th, and Perry needs the article by the end of the week. Why are you doing that shit anyways?” 
Clark slurps a noodle. “Because Cat is sick this week and I've been rudely forced into it against my will.” Clark internally shudders at the idea of having to put on a suit and schmooze with rich people for two hours all to get some lousy half-hearted quotes about ‘caring for the less fortunate’. As if the people who went to those events even knew what charities they were supporting. 
Lois clicks around on her computer. “Hey, isn’t it a Wayne Foundation gala?” She points out unhelpfully.
“Ugh, yes, which is precisely why I don’t want to go.” Clark sighs. “I feel like I’ve seen enough of Bruce this week and I don't want to be forced to have to look at him parade around in fancy designer wear and flirt with everyone in sight.”
“Oh Clark,” Lois pouts. “still on that?” 
“Yes.” Clark glares. “Don't lecture me about it right now. I'm not currently in the mood.” 
Last month, Lois thought it would be funny to change the background wallpaper of Clark’s work computer to the cover of the September 2003 issue of GQ magazine, which featured a shirtless picture of Bruce from when he was younger. Clark didn’t speak to her for two weeks. 
Lois puts her hands up in surrender. “Alright, I’m just saying tha—” 
“I am not dating your next-door neighbour. I don't care how cute he is.” Clark purses his lips. 
“Fine.” Lois rolls her eyes fondly and smiles.

Clark stands next to Jimmy Olsen, who is periodically shoving canapés in his mouth and chewing obnoxiously before stopping to take pictures of the guests in their evening wear. 
Clark managed to get a few quotes from a couple guests earlier, but kept his distance. Perry was not going to know that Clark was sulking in the corner if nobody told him. He could try to get some more material later, but for now, he’s going to remain here.
Bruce has not been spotted yet, much to Clark’s relief (and dismay), but is bound to show up sooner or later with a gorgeous woman or two draped on his arm. Clark sighs internally. 
Clark’s feelings towards Bruce are, complicated to say the least. When they first started working together, professionally, Superman grew to appreciate Batman as a partner. Despite their differences and conflicting personalities, He had begun to feel something deeper for him. Something beyond the care of a friend or a teammate. Clark was undeniably attracted to him—romantically and sexually. Every time Batman pushed him away, it only made him want him even more. 
And then, with a lot of poking and prodding on Clark’s end, he managed to slowly phase Batman into a sort of friendship, a companionship. This only made their alliance as partners even stronger. They complimented each other in every way. The balance of their contrasting abilities; Batman’s refined technique and skill, and Superman’s brute force and strength. They were unstoppable and more powerful than ever. 
A year ago, when they had been friends for nearly two years, Batman revealed his civilian identity to him while Clark was visiting in the cave. 
“Um.” Clark gaped, eyes and mouth wide. “You’re Bruce Wayne.” Clark floated up slightly to avoid losing his balance in his state of shock.
“Yes.” Bruce said. He raked a hand through the dark locks plastered to the side of his head with sweat and set his cowl down on the Batcomputer’s console. 
“Uh… wow.” Clark looked in astonishment at the sight of Bruce Wayne’s head on Batman’s body. It was so shocking to finally have a face to put to the elusive personality that Clark had admired for so long. And a famous face too. 
Bruce snorted and rolled his eyes, undoing the clasps on his gauntlets and removing pieces of the armour’s kevlar plates. “I assume,” he began. “based on your reaction, that you are familiar with my public status.” Bruce stripped down to an undershirt and his protective gear, not looking directly at Clark.
“Well, yeah. I mean— everyone is.” Clark stood there dumbly, gazing at the skin of Bruce’s upper arms, sweat beading on his biceps.
“Bruce Wayne’s antics and public persona are a way to dissuade anyone from ever forming a connection between him and Batman.” Bruce bent down to remove his boots, only wearing his boxers now. Clark stared like an idiot. 
“Yeah. Makes sense, I guess.” Bruce turned away and reached over to grab a towel to wipe himself down with. Clark gazed at his muscular back, a myriad of scars scattered along the vast expanse of skin. Sweat collected in the dip of muscle in his lower back above the waistband of his boxers. Clark listened to the deep thrum of his heartbeat, a familiar sound.
Bruce turned and looked back at him, a questioning expression on his face. Oh right. 
“Well, um, thanks for trusting me with this, I guess. Your secret is safe with me. Obviously.” He focused his energy on not looking below Bruce’s neck.
“Obviously.” Bruce echoed, a small smirk on his face, and turned away to walk into the cave’s shower.
Clark never imagined Batman being someone like Bruce Wayne. They had met once or twice at public events before. But Clark had never interviewed him or anything. He was, however, very familiar with Bruce Wayne as the Planet ran a society column that often covered him and his philanthropic work, and also due to the obvious fact that he was a billionaire and constantly the focus of the media. 
Unfortunately this revelation did nothing to dissuade Clark’s feelings towards Batman, and only served to worsen them, because now it was Bruce that he was attracted to. A composition of both identities fused into one.
Because, in a way, Clark has grown to care deeply for Bruce, in a way he hasn’t before. Bruce has never made it anything short of difficult to get to know him, and while Clark had initially seen it as a challenge, he realized that he truly and genuinely desires to form a deeper connection with him. Whenever he sees Bruce in League meetings, or during battles, or even seeing Bruce Wayne’s latest social endeavors broadcasted on the news, he feels a lightning bolt of desire shoot through him. He has never wanted a person more in his life. The way Bruce made him feel, scared him. Because he’s never felt like this before. Not since Lois, and never this strongly. 
And Clark is fairly certain that Bruce is fond of him too. He doesn't seem to see Clark as a nuisance anymore, and won’t object to his company when Clark feels like stopping by the cave for a visit. Sometimes Clark would even manage to make him smile or laugh every now and then, and all it did was intensify his feelings for him.
Clark startles out of his reverie when the volume in the ballroom increases slightly at the appearance of Bruce, who is walking around and shaking hands, signature Bruce Wayne grin plastered on his face, blinding everyone with his movie-star white smile. Clark promptly moves out of sight to actually do his job. 
He goes around a little later to gather some more quotes. He’s in the middle of trying to decipher the messy scrawls in his notebook when Bruce sidles up close to him. 
Clark looks up, startled. 
“Mr. Wayne,” He acknowledges politely. Bruce is wearing a deep blue wool suit jacket, the shirt underneath also a dark blue, with soft-looking fabric. Maybe cashmere. This season’s Armani, Clark distantly recalled from the Planet’s fashion page that Cat Grant had him typo-check recently. 
Bruce smiles pleasantly at him. “Mr. Kent. Without any company tonight?” His fingers curl around a slender flute of bubbling champagne that he is not drinking, yet looks nearly empty. 
Clark smiles flatly. “Just me and my notebook.” He taps the paper surface with his pen.  “Perhaps a statement from the CEO would be nice?” 
“Of course.” Bruce smiles, teasing. He reaches over and squeezes his shoulder in a friendly gesture. Clark restrains himself from leaning into the touch.
“What does Wayne Enterprises and the Martha Wayne Foundation have to say about tonight’s benefit?” Clark holds the recording device up near Bruce’s chest.
Bruce wraps his warm fingers around Clark’s hand to speak into the recording device. Clark suppresses a shiver. “Wayne Enterprises is very proud to support tonight’s Charity Gala.” He shoots Clark a million-dollar smile. “The issues Gotham’s youth are currently facing are a travesty that should not be occurring. No one deserves to be without a home. If we can all work together to begin solving the homelessness crisis by providing stable housing and shelter, then we will be doing a great service to this great city.” He looks at Clark for approval, a sliver of a more genuine smile cracking through the Bruce Wayne exterior.
Clark smiles back. “Thank you for the quote, Mr. Wayne.” Bruce nods and finally lets go of Clark’s hand. “I’ll just leave you to it, then.” 
Clark turns to leave, ready to go home and finally be done with this torturous event when Bruce calls out for him.
“Clark.” Bruce says quietly and glances around to see if anyone is watching. Clark turns back around. Bruce leans closer to talk into his ear, warm breath grazing Clark’s neck. 
“Would you mind stopping by the manor later?” He murmurs and lowers his eyes pointedly in a way that implies there was other business needing to be attended to.
“Oh,” Clark says. “Yeah, sure.” 

He doesn’t really know exactly how or why it happens. 
All he remembers is that when he arrived at the manor, he and Bruce went down to the cave because Bruce had something important to show him.
Bruce had long since discarded his suit jacket and was just wearing the blue wool slacks and an undershirt. When he leans over Clark to retrieve a USB drive from the desk, Clark can smell his cologne; warm spicy notes of sandalwood and tobacco peeking out under the faint musk of his sweat. Clark feels dizzy for a second in the chair next to Bruce, he tries to lean away inconspicuously. 
“Word amongst Intergang members is that Bruno Mannheim’s goons have a plan to cut the power of an entire block next Tuesday for an hour.” Bruce squints at the screen. “God knows what he’s up to, but I gather that there's something on that street that he needs access to, and can't have any security cameras around to see him. The CCTV in that area is significantly outdated and runs on a power source that is connected to the main lines.” 
Bruce inserts the USB drive into a port on the center of the Batcomputer’s console. He unencrypts a file and clicks on the .txt document. “Here is a list of all the houses and apartments on that specific street.” Bruce turns to look at him. “I'm going to need you to come on patrol with me Monday night and use your x-ray vision to see which houses may have any vaults of any sort in their basements.” 
Clark nods. “Okay, works for me.” 
Bruce hums absentmindedly. ‘I'll meet you on the rooftop at this address at 8.” 
“Okay.” Clark frowns. “Is that all you needed to show me, or…” Why would Bruce ask him down to the Manor just to ask him a favour?
Bruce suddenly perks up to a more aware state. He clears his throat and glances briefly at Clark, blank unreadable look on his face. “Would you like some tea?” 
Clark blinks. “Um, okay.” He watches as Bruce stands up and moves over to the coffeemaker, muscular form moving with poise. Bruce presses a button to dispense hot water into two mugs and plops a pyramid-shaped tea bag into each. The thought of Bruce brewing his own tea in the cave is admittedly funny to Clark, he imagined that Alfred would be the type to bring him a tray with a full tea set when requested. 
Bruce walks back to the chair and hands one to Clark. The aroma of the tea wafts into the air. It is distinctly floral, and the steam is sweet and pleasant. 
Clark puts his face to the cup and takes a deep breath, hot steam settling into his nostrils. “What is that? It smells nice.” 
Bruce distractedly licks a drop of tea off the rim of the cup as he settles back down in the chair.  Clark swallows. 
“Jasmine.” Bruce answers.
“Oh,” Clark says curiously. “It's nice.” 
Bruce hums. He turns around to face Clark, eyes narrowed and focused, and clears his throat.
“Clark.” Bruce’s voice is steady and calm. “We have been—” he hesitates briefly. “friends, for a considerable amount of time. I would even say that I trust you with certain things. Important things.”
Clark furrows his brows, puzzled at where this speech is going.
“And it is fair to assume that that trust goes both ways. Am I correct?” Bruce raises his eyebrows in a question.
Clark nods quickly. “Yeah.” 
Bruce continues. “Right. So I feel that I owe it to you, to let you know that I am aware of things that you may not believe me to be aware of.“ 
The expression on his face is dead serious, and gives Clark the impression that there’s a hidden subtext that he’s not getting, and that he should know exactly what Bruce is referring to. The crypticness of the statement is not lost on him. Clark opens and closes his mouth to say something but no words come out. 
Bruce sighs with exasperation. “You’re attracted to me.” He says finally.
Clark’s heart stops in his chest for a moment, dumbfounded. The back of his neck burns with embarrassment. Had he really been so obvious? And what conveyed the fact so easily? Was it when Clark couldn't keep from drooling when he stumbled upon a half-dressed Bruce covered in grease working on the Batmobile last week? 
He stumbles on his words, searching his mental encyclopedia for a way to respond to one of his greatest fears coming true. His throat feels dry.
“Well—” Clark begins, rubbing his bottom lip nervously.
Bruce relaxes his posture and sighs. “Relax. I’m only mentioning this because, well, I think we would both benefit for a way to,” Bruce clears his throat. “relieve ourselves of these feelings.”
Feelings?  Clark’s mind echoes. As in plural? 
Clark squints, trying to decipher what exactly Bruce is saying. “I'm sorry, what?” 
Bruce grimaces like he’s in pain. “Goddammit, Clark. I’m propositioning you.” 
Clark takes a deep breath. “Oh.” 
He takes a minute to process Bruce’s words. “Wait, you want to… what?” Clark stares at him in bewilderment. “Really?” 
Bruce scoffs and stands up, looking away from him in annoyance, hands on his hips right above the waistband of the wool pants.  “Yes, really. So what's your answer?”
Realization washes over Clark in a wave. Bruce is not returning his feelings. Instead he is proposing a casual arrangement. 
Clark takes a long, contemplative sip of his tea as he thinks over his answer. The hot liquid slides down his throat yet his entire mouth still feels dry. Like the words he wants to say cannot come out. Do you think I only want to fuck you? Answer me honestly. Because I’m not sure that’s just it. I don’t know what it is yet.
He is an adult. And adults will occasionally sleep with each other and not be in a relationship. The concept is not entirely foreign to him. He’s an adult and he possesses something called bodily autonomy. You’d have to be a fool to pass up sex with Bruce Wayne. 
“Okay.” Clark looks up at Bruce, whose eyes are trailing down his body. He flushes red. “Yes.” 
Bruce nods. “Come upstairs with me.” He words it like a command instead of a question. Clark trails after him, wondering what he’s gotten himself into.

For a moment there, it seemed like Clark was going to say no.
The image of Clark’s reaction after Bruce asked him still lingers in his mind. It was almost, disbelieving rather than bashful. Like he had never considered the thought that Bruce would be interested in him in that way. Reasons for which are beyond him. Clark is an exceptionally attractive man and to think otherwise would be a flat-out lie. 
Clark’s tongue is sweet with jasmine when Bruce pushes him against the wall adjacent to the bed and kisses him. He gasps quietly when Bruce coaxes his mouth open, like he wasn't expecting the suddenness of the kiss. His hands come up slowly to rest on Bruce’s biceps, fingers warm against his skin. Bruce grasps his jaw with one hand to deepen the kiss, eliciting a gorgeous sound from Clark. He unbuttons Clark’s shirt with the other hand, exposing smooth, fair skin one button at a time. Bruce leans down to suck at the skin of Clark’s clavicle, silently wishing he could leave marks. 
Bruce slides his mouth further down Clark’s exposed chest, leaving a wet trail, and sucks a nipple into his mouth, rubbing the other one with his thumb. The flushed skin grows erect and Clark moans and throws his head back, thudding against the wall and most likely leaving a dent. 
The sounds that Clark makes when Bruce gets a hand wrapped around him make his breath stagger. The skin of his cock is burning hot against Bruce’s palm and he can almost feel the blood rushing through Clark’s erection. Clark buries his face into Bruce’s neck to muffle his cries as Bruce begins to stroke him roughly. His cheek is warm and soft against the crook of Bruce’s neck, Bruce can feel his eyelashes flutter. Clark slips a hand up the back of Bruce’s undershirt and runs his fingers down the plane of his back, without a doubt feeling the raised texture of scars. Bruce tenses slightly and braces his forearm against the wall for balance.
Clark lets out a stifled whine and pushes his body closer to Bruce’s, walking them over to the adjacent bed. Bruce pulls off his shirt, curling over Clark’s body. Clark peers up at him through long eyelashes and looks appraisingly at Bruce’s torso, undisguised desire showing on his face. Bruce is hyper-aware of every single scar and wound and imperfection laden on his skin. 
Something about the way Clark is looking at him right now makes him feel slightly vulnerable, and that is not what he had intended when deciding to sleep with him. He needs to dial the intimacy back and just focus on getting each other off. Just like Bruce does usually with the significantly less important people he sleeps with—except Clark is important, and—
Bruce shoves his pants down quickly and then Clark’s, pulling boxers over perfectly smooth and muscular thighs. Bruce settles himself between those perfect legs and pushes them apart. Clark’s dick is red and hard against his stomach. Clark’s breath hitches in what could be anticipation, and he pleads, “Please, Bruce.”
Bruce regains his focus and takes him into his hand again, fist tightening with each stroke. He’s wet, and his dick in Bruce’s fist makes a slick, squelching sound. Clark gasps loudly, and arches his spine. He bites his bottom lip and reaches a hand between them to pull Bruce out of his boxers. Bruce leans forward and presses his lips to the hot skin of Clark’s neck as takes both of them in hand. Bruce tightens his fist around the two of them just barely and—
Clark’s muscles tense up suddenly and he is coming, squeezing his eyes shut. A sudden cry echoes through the room as his cock pulses and pulses and he spills across his stomach. His fingers dig into the meat of Bruce’s shoulder and he says, “Oh, god—Bruce.” Clark’s thighs tremble against Bruce’s. 
Bruce watches in awe at Clark’s facial expressions, eyes wide and pupils blown in pleasure as his orgasm tears through him. His cheeks are red as he gazes up at Bruce, and god, his face— his face is a mirror image of that stupid lovelorn look he gives Bruce when he thinks Bruce is looking away. 
Bruce leans down to kiss him again, wiping away the look and sucking Clark’s bottom lip between his teeth. He continues to grind against him, hips rolling and rubbing their cocks together. Clark’s skin is so fucking warm. Clark shudders with overstimulation, breath coming out in shaky gasps. Bruce sucks in a breath and muffles a groan in Clark’s hair as he comes. Clark’s shampoo has a sweet, almost powdery scent. Bruce holds back a hysterical laugh at the thought of Clark using women’s shampoo. He ignores the feeling of soft lips against his cheek.
Clark’s hand comes up to caress the fine hairs on the back of Bruce’s neck in a gesture that feels too affectionate and too tender and sends a shiver down Bruce’s spine. Bruce pulls away despite the protests of his body and collapses down on the bed next to Clark, panting slightly. 
Bruce studies Clark in the corner of his eye, how his perfectly sculpted chest rises and falls with his breathing as he calms down. His nipples are red and sore-looking from the effects of Bruce’s attention earlier. His dark curls are splayed against the grey pillowcase, framing his face. He looks peaceful and pleasantly sated, Bruce looks away and up at the ceiling. The smell of their come lingers in the air between them. 
Clark’s breathing has quieted down and he is silent beside Bruce as he slowly sits up, an absent look on his face. “So, I guess I should be going now.” He wipes at the mixture of their come on his stomach with a corner of the sheet. His shoulders look tense, like he's suppressing a great heaving sigh.  
Bruce nods. “Alright,” he replies. “and you’re good with this… arrangement, then?” Bruce rubs absentmindedly at the creases on his forehead. He’s itching to immediately get back down to the cave and leave the scene of their… coupling.  
Clark turns to look at him for the first time since he stared into Bruce’s eyes as he came and burned a permanent image into Bruce’s skull. His eyelashes cast a shadow over his cheekbones. “Yeah. I'm good with it.” He says, a wary lilt to his voice. 
He stands up to get dressed. Clark’s hair is dishevelled, curls sticking up in different directions. His glasses are long abandoned on the floor along with the majority of his clothes and his movements are awkward and clumsy as he dresses, avoiding looking in Bruce’s direction. There is something so blatantly un-Superman and so very Clark Kent about the bashfulness of his actions during and after sex. Bruce clears his throat and averts his eyes. 
Bruce sits up, bones aching and sheets pooling around his waist and over his spent dick. He rakes a hand through his sweaty hair. “I’ll see you on Tuesday, then.” He ignores the growing tingle of the skin on his shoulder. There will most likely be bruises there in the morning that he will pretend not to see in the mirror. 
“See you then,” Clark says, now dressed in his suit from the gala earlier— a stark contrast to the full naked glory Bruce just saw him in— and gives him a small smile before opening the balcony and lifting off. Just like that, in an instant he is gone. 
There is a layer of sweat and Clark that has settled over his skin and embedded itself into his pores. Bruce scrubs himself vigorously in the shower and heads back down to the cave to get ready for patrol. When he stumbles in tiredly early morning the next day, bones creaking and bruises throbbing, he collapses into bed and mistakenly breathes in the clean and sweet smell of Clark’s shampoo on his pillow. He groans and turns the pillow over, falling into a dreamless sleep.

Clark floats above the roof, fusing together the shingles of the metal roofing with his laser vision. Martha had called him earlier, asking if he could make a quick trip to Kansas to help fix the barn roof because a draft was coming in at night and the cows were too cold. Winter was approaching and even Kansas was slowly starting to become chilly. 
Ma shouts in surprise when Clark swoops down and back into the house. “Jesus, Clark! One of these days you're gonna give your poor mother a heart attack.” She pokes his cheek. Clark forces a smile. “Sorry, Ma.” He looks out the window to gaze at the fields outside, tall grass swaying in the wind.
Clark failed to mention to Ma that when she called, he was already on his way over to Smallville. He hadn't felt like being alone today, especially with Lois busy with her article. Sundays were always more tame in Metropolis, and fewer people needed Superman’s help. He didn't want to spend his whole Sunday in his apartment thinking about Bruce.
And God, did he have a lot to think about. 
He can barely close his eyes without being assaulted by the image of Bruce on top of him, eyes glinting with arousal as he jerked Clark off, his perfectly toned body dripping with sweat, the smell of his skin and the sound of his heartbeat in Clark’s ear, steady and slightly elevated when he comes. The taste of his lips, hot mouth sliding against Clark’s. 
Jesus. Clark shakes his head to clear the images away. His mother is literally right beside him. 
“And then I told her that there's no way that I'm letting her leave without trying my new pie, and—” Ma frowns. “Clark? Hello?” She shakes his shoulder gently.
Clark refocuses his attention on her. Her face bore lines of confusion and concern. Clark rubs the back of his neck guiltily. 
“I’m sorry, Ma. Just distracted is all.” He manages a sheepish smile. 
Ma looks directly at him then, with a scrutinizing gaze. Her face softens into more concern and she sighs, gesturing for Clark to sit down at the kitchen table. She disappears into the kitchen and returns with a plate of gingersnaps and a glass of milk for him. 
She sits down and sighs knowingly. “What’s on your mind, honey?” 
Clark knows he can never hide anything from his mother, but this feels like something that is probably best is left secret. 
“Nothing, Ma, I’m just worried about work,” Clark says unconvincingly, picking up a sugar-studded cookie.
She nods, waiting for him to go on.
Clark gains a little courage. If he’s going to lie, might as well make it believable. 
“Yeah, uh, Perry has me doing a lot and I'm super stressed. I just need to focus on balancing my work at the planet and you know… Superman’s work too.” He says and gives her a slightly pained smile.
Ma smiles sympathetically. “Clark, If there's anyone I know who can do it, It’s you.” Clark smiles at her. 
“And whatever the real problem is, not the fib you just told me, I’m sure you can work it out.”
She reaches over and pokes him playfully.
Clark freezes. “Uh,” he gapes for a second, then chuckles and shakes his head. “How do you do that?” 
“I’m your mother.” She rolls her eyes. “Now finish your cookies.”
On the way home, Clark has a lot to think about. Flying has always felt therapeutic for him. The sky and he have always felt connected in a way that felt familiar and natural. Probably because flying is ingrained in his biology. These moments of peace always give him time to ponder, floating in and out of clouds and gliding through the air gracefully.
Clark sighs wistfully. There's a feeling in his chest that he cannot explain. What does he have to be upset for? It's just sex. And he wanted it and Bruce wanted it too, He wants Clark. Maybe just, not in the same exact way that Clark wants him. He wants him so bad, and technically speaking, he has him. He had him right there, on top of him in bed. 
There isn't any reason that Clark should be upset at all. He gets to have sex with a gorgeous, attractive man, who is also his friend and cares about him. There isn’t any reason for it to become more than just sex, and besides, Bruce is kind to him. Maybe he wishes things were different, but sex is good. It feels nice and it especially feels nice with someone you have desired for so long. And to be perfectly honest, feelings aside, he can't wait to do that again. 

Clark lands next to Bruce on the rooftop, boots silent on the asphalt. Bruce grunts quietly in acknowledgement and zooms in the cowl’s lenses to survey the block one last time. He stands up.
“Ready to go?” Bruce rests his grapnel gun against his hip. Clark grins widely at him, Bruce can feel the warmth radiating off him from a foot away.  
“Yep.” His cape sways obnoxiously in the wind, cold Gotham air blowing in their direction. It’s not dusk yet, but the sky is grim enough that they are somewhat concealed. Bruce wanted to avoid going into the building too late at night in fear of disturbing anyone who was sleeping. 
Bruce taps his comm to speak. “Cave, what buildings on this block have basements or boiler rooms?” Bruce perches on a corner of the roof to get a better view, Clark follows behind him.
Alfred’s voice crackles in his ear. “Actually, I have something here that ought to interest you. It appears that two buildings on the end of the street were previously owned by Carmine Falcone before his rather, unfortunate demise.” 
“I see.” Bruce rests his chin on his palm, eyes narrowing in thought. “I'll have Superman x-ray those buildings first then.” He turns to Clark expectedly.
Clark nods. “On it.” He lifts up to fly over, weightless form moving with something Bruce may even call grace. Bruce regains his focus and grapnels over to the next building to follow him. 
At first glance, Clark doesn't seem to be behaving any differently after their encounter on Saturday night. However, the looks he sends Bruce’s way seem to be longer and more contemplative than usual. Bruce ignores this and refocuses on the mission. 
Clark returns shortly after. “Alright,” he says, crouching a little too close to Bruce.“Apartment 378B has a basement level with a lead lined vault. I can’t see what’s inside.” He squints his eyes. “Yeah. And it looks like the vault is hidden behind some sort of a… secret wall? We may have to break through.” 
Bruce nods brusquely and stands up. “Okay. I'll find a way to get down there.” He turns away. “Thanks for the help.” He dismisses Clark and shifts his gaze over to the building, searching for rooftop access or an unguarded window.
Clark floats up to follow him. “Wait, “ he huffs. “You don't need any more of my help?” Bruce ignores the hurt in his voice. 
“I can take it from here. It won't be hard to get in.” He says and grapnels over to the next roof. 
Clark follows behind, stubborn as ever. God, can’t he take a hint for once? Bruce would've liked to think that this persistent menacing behaviour would have gotten old after all this time, but no. Clark is still eager to annoy him. 
Clark hesitates for a bit, then looks at him, persistent expression on his face. “Like I said, the vault is behind a wall and will be easier to get into with my help.” Clark says and reaches over to press his fingers into the palm of one of Bruce’s gauntlets, pressure sensors activating and giving the impression of a real, naked touch. Like skin against skin. Clark slides his hand up to where leather and metal plating meets exposed skin, the warm pads of his fingers gently caressing the cold, dry skin of Bruce’s wrist. He can bend steel with those fingers, and yet— Bruce breathes in quickly through his nose, ice-cold air stinging the insides of his nostrils. So this is Clark’s new method of manipulation. Nicely done. 
He exhales loudly. “Fine.” And ignores Clark’s answering smile. “I'll find us an entrance.” 
The apartment is not hard to get into from the outside. Bruce turns on the thermal energy setting on the cowl to check for heat signatures around the first floor. When the floor is clear Clark points them in the direction of a door leading down to a staircase. 
Bruce braces a boot against the door to kick it open when Clark interrupts him, “Hey, maybe we can just ask for a key or something?” He blinks and smiles at Bruce. 
Bruce scoffs. “When you’re joining my mission, we do things my way. Not the Superman way.” He turns back around to the door and lifts his foot again. 
Clark takes hold of Bruce’s knee to stop him and turns him around to face Clark, pouting. “I’m sure the building attendant wouldn’t mind helping us out if we explained the situation. I can go ask if you want.” 
Jesus Christ. Imagine how long it would take to accomplish anything if Bruce abided by the Superman Moral Code and sweet-talked people into helping him. There’s a sort of refined simplicity to the way Batman does things, and Bruce hates having his methods questioned.
He has an urge to tell Clark to fuck off and go completely solo, but something is holding him back. Maybe it’s that stupid look on Clark’s face. 
“Whatever.” Bruce scowls and turns away. “If you take longer than five minutes I’m going in alone.” Bruce says. His entire body feels sore. Clark smiles and hovers up, disappearing in a blink of light. 
It was fairly concerning how Bruce had a sudden urge to give into Clark’s relentless badgering. Usually, he’d ignore Clark and carry on as if he was an annoying fly buzzing in his ear. Like a sort of pain in his neck that wouldn’t go away. However, today was different somehow for reasons beyond comprehension. If them sleeping together was going to make Bruce all, compliant— then that was a major red flag. He just needed to focus. Not think about Clark or his dick. 
Clark returns with the same stupid grin on his face, and an old woman trailing behind him holding onto his arm. Bruce resists the urge to laugh. Only Superman would be able to charm a little old lady into helping out Batman, who was universally recognized as a hindrance. The old woman strokes Clark’s arm, and blushes when he leans down to speak to her. Classic.
Clark whispers in her ear and she looks in Bruce’s direction, undisguised resentment directed towards him. Bruce steps away from the door as she walks up and unlocks it with a key that joins dozens of others on a very large keyring. The door creaks open and she steps away, frowning in Bruce’s direction. She goes back up to Clark and gives him a kiss on his cheek. Clark turns pink and looks down, bashful. Bruce rolls his eyes audibly.  
The old woman walks back down the hallway, purple nightgown swaying. Bruce grits his teeth and turns to the door, flipping on a light switch. Clark follows him down.
“I suppose you think that was necessary,” Bruce says sourly.
Clark shrugs. “I think it's nice to ask permission first. Makes people have trust in you.” 
“She very clearly had full trust in Superman, that's for sure.” He doesn't have time to discuss Superman’s adverse effects on the elderly female population. “Whatever. Focus.” 
He leads them down to the basement room, a gas heater tank and circuit box next to a large concrete wall. The basement has an old, stale smell and Bruce walks into several cobwebs. They stick to the ears of the cowl. Clark snorts beside him and reaches up to pull them off. Bruce gives him a sharp look and gestures to the wall. “Is this it?” 
Clark nods. “Yeah. I wonder what’s inside.” He grins excitedly and steps in front of Bruce. “Do you want me to punch it open?”
Bruce shakes his head. “The tremors caused by a large amount of force will shake the building too much. What we need is a small controlled explosion to break through the concrete.” Bruce retrieves a canister of explosive gel from his utility belt.
He sprays it onto the wall in the shape of a circle. “Stand back.” he commands. Clark obeys and steps back along with Bruce. Bruce detonates the explosion, fragments of wall and dust flying out. 
Clark coughs. Then he uses his heat vision to cut a hole in the vault, around the circular lock. Clark zips over to catch the heavy disc of metal, glowing red around the edges from the heat. He lifts it over his head and sets it down gently. He moves closer to the area, and the effects are instantaneous. Clark turns slightly pale and stumbles back a bit, nearly tripping over his cape. Bruce watches with wide eyes, an uneasy feeling blooming in his chest. Three crates in the vault stare him in the face. 
“Step further back.” Bruce snaps. 
Clark winces but doesn't move yet. “Are you sure? I don't feel as bad as I would if it were K.” 
“Doesn’t matter, Clark. It could be dangerous. Are you braindead?” He has absolutely no regard for his own safety. Clark sighs in acquiescence and moves back to the bottom of the staircase.
Bruce opens up the crates. Inside two of them are stacks and stacks of cash. Falcone probably stashed it here years ago and now criminals are trying to find it before another gang finds it. Good thing Bruce beat them to it. 
Inside the other crate are just bullets. 20 or so bullets stashed inside. Bruce eyes them warily. Maybe a Kryptonite core encased in a type of alloy? Who got Falcone to store these for them? He calls out to Clark. 
“Yeah, I think you might be right, Bruce. I should move further away.” Clark answers back, voice sounding dangerously faint. Bruce puts the box of bullets down and walks over to Clark. He looks slightly fatigued, a strained smile on his face.
Bruce winces. “Alright. Get back upstairs. I'll just be a second.” He taps the comm. “Alfred. Inform the GCPD about Falcone’s cash stashed here.” 
Alfred replies. “Already done. Should I send the Batwing over to collect the Kryptonite bullets? Master Clark looks rather ill.” Bruce’s heart rate momentarily quickens with worry. “Not necessary. Activate protocol for secure storage when I arrive at the cave.” He picks up the bullets one by one and stores them in the lead-lined pouch in his belt. 
Clark looks slightly better when Bruce returns. His cheeks are a little less pale and his breathing is more steady. Bruce’s shoulders relax.
“I’ve notified Jim about the cash.” Bruce says and guides Clark down the hall with a hand on his arm. “I'm going back to the cave to make sure the bullets are stored in a safe location for later disposal.” 
Clark nods, eyes downcast. “And you’ll be… actually getting rid of them?” Something in his tone conveys a bit of distrust. Bruce is slightly offended. 
Bruce sighs. “Yes, Clark. What's the matter with you?” 
“Sorry.” Clark mumbles guiltily. “Just, paranoid. You know, bullets could do a lot of damage. Imagine the Kryptonite exploding and the splinters and—” Clark looks queasy as they climb back up to the roof. GCPD officers are entering the building now. They should probably get going. 
“That's enough.” Bruce says. “Are you good to fly right now?” He doesn't want Clark dropping out of the sky like a grenade. 
“Yeah, I'm fine now.” Clark straightens his posture, then pauses, chewing on his lip nervously and looking down. Superman’s confident stance disappears in a second, replaced with Clark’s timid swaying.  “Um, am I— uh, sorry. Do you want—” 
Bruce’s lip curls up slightly at Clark’s stuttering. “Come back to the cave with me.” He declares. 

The sound of his own voice and his own breathing is like a constant siren in his ear, like he's been hearing it for so long that he barely notices it anymore. If he could see himself from another point of view, like if a duplicate Clark could float up above him and look down, he'd  probably say he sounds like he's exaggerating, that he sounds like a porn star putting on a show, breathy theatrical mewls echoing on a set. But there is nothing false about the feeling of Bruce’s dark head fitting neatly between his thighs like a puzzle piece. Clark curls back against the cot’s starchy sheets, face staring up at the dark, tall ceilings of the cave. Bruce moves his tongue up to the crease where inner thigh meets hip, and nips at the skin before licking over it again, trailing down to his balls and pulling one into his wet mouth. If Clark were anyone else and not an invulnerable being, his thighs would be scraped raw from Bruce’s stubble.
There are no windows in the cave, but if there were and if Clark were to look outside, he reckons the grey-blue gloom of Gotham’s sky would be an exact match for Bruce’s irises. Like if he were to retrieve a Pantone colour chip of the sky and hold it up to Bruce’s eye, it would be a perfect replica. And then maybe Clark could send away for an entire wardrobe the same colour. One piece of clothing in every style, and
Bruce swallows around Clark’s cock, throat convulsing and yielding to the flesh, and it's deeper and deeper, and the pressure in his balls is too much, and Clark makes the mistake of looking back down at Bruce. Whose black hair falls down in his eyes, ice-cold eyes, and the loudest, more desperate moan comes out of his mouth but he has no time to be ashamed, pouring hot and wet straight down Bruce’s throat.
He shivers, toes curling and his dick exuding more and more come, Bruce leans his head back and drinks it down like nectar. Clark’s muscles go slack and his legs fall open as Bruce leans over him to jerk his cock over Clark’s stomach. Bruce’s jaw tightens and he groans, a harsh stifled sound, as he spills all over Clark’s skin. He then puts his head down to Clark’s bellybutton to lap up his own come, tongue sliding over the overheating skin. His eyes are dark and heavy, staring up at him from below.
“Jesus.” Clark pants and holds back a laugh, he can feel sweat droplets run down his back. Bruce chuckles quietly in response, nose pressing into Clark’s abs. The edges of Clark’s mind start to crackle and fizzle from the phantom feeling of Bruce’s tongue on his body. He has half a mind to come again, but this time all over his chest, so that Bruce will lick him again. Bruce pulls up to kiss him, a filthy wet kiss, and Clark can smell the sharp citrus of his aftershave.
Clark didn’t sustain any damage from the slight exposure to the Kryptonite earlier, the effects went away for the most part after they left the general area. The cave is warm, but the absence of natural light makes Clark feel itchy, and reminds him that his presence is no longer needed. His head clears a bit from the reminder, and he rises up slowly, rotating his body to sit next to Bruce, who is wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. Bruce’s arms shift with the motion, and Clark surreptitiously examines the old bullet wound on his shoulder, scar tissue gone silver with time. Bruce gets up before he can get a closer look and Clark is once again reminded to get the hell out. 
That week goes by fast, with Clark hastily finishing that god-awful piece for the society beat about the Wayne Enterprises gala. Bruce contacts him via comm on Tuesday night to notify him that he took care of the criminals who had planned to cause the blackout. Lois has finally finished her article so they have coffee the next week. Clark smiles and nods along as Lois recounts stories about the people she got to meet in Malaysia. His mind is preoccupied with other thoughts.
His feelings are ten times worse now, amplified by him and Bruce fucking on a regular basis. The other day Clark walked past a newsstand and his eye caught onto an issue of Motor Trend, talking about Bruce Wayne’s brand new one-of-a-kind Maybach Exelero recently purchased for $11 million. And there was a picture of Bruce posing against the car, unmistakably handsome figure leaning against the glossy black exterior of the car, white silk shirt unbuttoned to reveal his chest, and two scantily-clad female models holding onto him, and God, his legs were lazily spread, stance stretching his dark slacks across his thighs, corded muscle that nobody knew about peeking through—
“Clark.” Lois intercedes, waiting for his response. 
“Hmm?” 
“Never mind. What's up?” She slides her hand across the bistro table, neatly manicured burgundy fingernails scratching the back of his hand in a comforting gesture.
Him losing focus thinking about Bruce is not a new revelation, but it seems to be happening more frequently. Ma convinced him that he is clearly, very bad at hiding things, so he sticks to lying by omission. 
“Oh. Sorry Lo, nothing.” He reaches up to push his glasses up his nose, a nervous gesture. 
Lois narrows her gaze, big eyes analyzing him. “Alright…” 
Screw lying. He’s always been bad at it anyways. He has to tell someone.
Clark takes a deep breath. “I’m sleeping with Bruce.” He blurts, wincing in anticipation for her reaction. 
Lois pauses, biscotti held halfway up to her mouth. “What?!” She exclaims loudly. The other people in the bistro turn to look their way.
Clark groans and shrinks back in his seat, rubbing his eyes with one hand. “Just, don't bother telling me how bad of an idea it is. I’m already aware.” 
“It is a terrible idea! What were you thinking? How long has this been going on?”
Clark sighs. Lois’ expression of dismay softens, “Right, sorry.” 
She takes a long sip of cappuccino. They’re both silent for a long second in contemplation. 
“Look, I’m sure you know what I’m going to say. And I know you. So well that I know that you must have a good reason for doing this, all I can say is that I just hope that reason isn’t motivated by the urge to be self-destructive.”
“It might be,” he confesses.
Lois’ voice goes soft with sadness. “You're not completely invulnerable, you know.” 
She looks at him, affection drawn across her soft features, and Clark’s chest fills with an overwhelming surge of love for her, her soothing presence, and how she’s always been able to truly understand him, both sides of him. 
“I know.” 

Bruce turns his face up towards the sky, the air is thick with the fumes and exhaust of nearby factories. Streams of smoke from rooftops can be seen from a distance, Bruce furthers his gaze to look out to the harbour, docks seemingly peaceful at this time. He does a quick sweep of the area, and then returns to his place on top of the clock tower. 
It's slightly difficult to focus on patrol today. Every time his mind relaxes and dips into a peaceful meditative state, his brain conjures up an image of Clark. Lately he has found himself becoming slightly distracted at inopportune moments, drifting into daydreams, snippets of recent memories coming to mind. 
He can't even be around Clark in an innocent context anymore. It’s like his dick has a Pavlovian reaction to seeing Clark, even in JLA meetings, or on missions. He’s growing more and more accustomed to seeing him more regularly as well as having him in his bed. 
It’s just that, God, the way Clark held onto him, He can’t stop fucking thinking about him and the sounds he made and his hands and the way his thighs wrap around his waist—
Bruce had nearly, at some point while they were fucking, convinced himself that Clark was just anyone else who he happened to be sleeping with. Yet the reminder that he was Clark loomed in the back of his head. He wasn't just anybody else. And Bruce wasn't sure if he'd be able to fool himself for much longer. 
His feelings are irrelevant. He’s just never slept with anyone he’s had as a close friend before. That is the only reasonable explanation. Bruce takes a deep breath, exhaling in a foggy puff. Gotham was especially cold tonight. 
“Where are you doing right now?” He routes a signal to Superman and speaks into his JLA communicator, forgoing a greeting.
Clark replies after a moment, “Uh, I’m at the Fortress, why?” Clark’s voice in his ear sends a sharp feeling down Bruce’s spine. 
Bruce grits his teeth, unable to stop himself from saying it. He's only a man. Contrary to what he may believe at some times.
“I’ll be done patrol in an hour. Come over.”

“You’re late.” Bruce says. He leans cautiously against the balcony railing, a half-empty glass of something in his hand. Whiskey or something. 
“Yeah, sorry. Apartment fire.” Clark rubs the back of his neck. “Everyone got out safely thankfully.” He lands down beside Bruce, a gentle breeze from his cape ruffling Bruce’s hair. Clark mirrors his actions, leaning next to him. The air between them is quiet in contemplative silence. Clark thinks about the little girl jumping down from her window into Clark’s arms. Construction paper drawings of ponies and astronauts taped onto the window, blackening at the edges with flames.
He eyes Bruce from the corner of his eye, he’s wearing the under gear from the suit and boxers.  “Aren’t you cold?” 
“No.” Bruce doesn’t turn to look at him, just stares out to the gardens of the Manor. Clark looks out as well, admiring the forestry that encircles the property, and the fountain out front. Clark has always appreciated the Manor’s seclusion and retreat from the rest of Gotham. It feels refreshing compared to the open on-display feeling of living in Metropolis. 
Bruce takes a last sip from the glass, and sets it down on the balcony table. He turns to Clark with a different look blossoming onto his face. Something determined and heated. He’s looking at Clark like he wants to eat him. 
He pounces, warm heavy body pressed against the slithery alien material of the suit. Clark groans at the heavy flavour of whiskey from Bruce’s mouth on his. He smells, incredible frankly, like sweat and the batsuit, and the combination of metallic and smoke and the woody, cedar-y accords of his cologne. Clark pulls away from his mouth to press his nose into Bruce’s neck to smell him deeper. Bruce tenses and pulls away gently, a funny look on his face.
“Why don’t we move to the bed.” He guides Clark forward with a hand on his back.
Bruce holds his jaw with both hands, shoving his tongue further down Clark’s throat. Clark inhales sharply through his nose, surprised by Bruce’s blatant enthusiasm. Usually he’ll  behave more nonchalantly before coaxing Clark into his bed, or up against any flat surface.
“How do you get the suit off.” Bruce mumbles into his mouth.
Clark’s head is foggy. “Right. Uh— one sec.”
Clark reaches down and presses two fingers to a hidden seam on the inside of his upper thigh, haptic feedback flittering back at him in response. The suit falls down his body in rivulets, sliding down and pooling at his feet on the antique hardwood flooring. 
Bruce watches the performance in undisguised analytical Batman awe, and then flips a switch to change back to horny and determined. He slides his hands down Clark’s back, stopping to cup his ass. Clark gasps softly in response and moves to pull Bruce’s boxers down. 
Bruce presses him down on the bed, kneeling over him. He maneuvers Clark’s legs around his waist, and leans down to kiss him again. 
There’s something very urgent about Bruce’s movements, and the intensity of how he kisses Clark. He usually takes his time, but something feels a little rushed and desperate today. 
Bruce slips a thumb between Clark’s wet lips, and Clark eagerly sucks it into his mouth. Bruce reaches down with the same thumb to press behind his balls, and Clark jerks off the bed slightly. He presses down further, with intent in his movements. Clark takes a small breath. 
“I haven’t, I mean, I’ve never—” Clark winces. 
Bruce looks at him and smirks. “I figured. It's okay.” He's moving, then. Reaching beside the bed for something. Clark feels like everything is moving at double speed, not giving him enough time to think. 
And Bruce’s hand is there, fingers wet and slick, and big and warm as they slide into him. Clark’s mouth falls open and he shudders, face turned into Bruce’s neck. The fingers pump in and out of him, gliding and stretching. Clark leans up for a kiss, but Bruce pulls back absentmindedly, leaning over again to retrieve another item from the bedside drawer. Clark cranes his head to see. A condom. Right.
Bruce rolls the latex down his cock and looks up at Clark, smirk flitting across his face, a wolfish, hungry look. He smiles lasciviously at Clark’s spread legs, ogling him like a particularly delicious meal, and Clark shrinks back on himself, diffident. He feels like he is on display. Bruce fits himself between Clark’s legs, pushing them up and hooking them over his shoulders. He positions himself and sinks in, hands braced against the bed. Clark groans, sound torn from his throat. 
The whole length of him slides fully into him, Bruce pauses for a minute to let him adjust, and Clark takes the opportunity to breathe. He blinks an eye open to see if Bruce is looking at him and well, he's not. His head is bowed and a curtain of dark hair let loose obscures his eyes. Their combined breathing is loud in the room, and Bruce raises his head to settle his arms higher on the bed. He begins to roll his hips, a small rocking movement that jolts his cock in and out of Clark. Clark breathes out, a startled little sigh, and then closes his eyes, enjoying the feeling of being fucked, plain and simple. Just like this. His body goes lax, conforming to the stretch inside him, and he clenches around Bruce’s cock. Bruce makes a small harsh grunt, and Clark opens his eyes again to look at him. Bruce fucks him harder, and meets his eye with another picture-perfect smirk, eyes dark and pupils dark with arousal. And that’s when it hits him like a bag of bricks. It’s not Bruce, his friend and the person he loves so badly, right here and right now, spreading his legs wide and thrusting wetly inside him, it’s Bruce Wayne. An unpleasant burn rises in his chest, and Clark wonders foolishly if it was Bruce Wayne who’s been fucking him all along.
He wishes he could say that he hadn’t brought it upon himself. 
Clark takes in a trembling breath, resisting the urge to squeeze his eyes shut and instead looks down at where their bodies meet, wondering how someone could be so close that they’re inside you and yet so far away. He and Bruce are in two different realms. Because to Bruce, he is just another sexual conquest. A friend with benefits. But to Clark—
Bruce leans closer to go deeper, and Clark breathes him in again, he can smell the sweat on his skin, the liquid essence of Bruce. His face is so close, right now. Beautiful features seen from such a small distance so alluringly dangerous to him. He wants to tell him so badly, at this moment. It hurts so much, a physical ache piercing his body, and Clark can’t help the feeling from rising up, like a great wave slowly approaching, ready and primed to crash against the ocean’s shore. He can’t hold it in anymore. 
Clark turns his face away and gently pushes Bruce’s chest away with his hand. Bruce slows his movements, the sweet burning ache of his cock, and looks at Clark with a concerned look.
Clark pushes himself up on his elbows, chest heaving. “Can I— um, get on my hands and knees?” 
“Sure.” Bruce looks at him amusedly and abides, pulling out slowly with a hiss. He flips Clark over in an effortless gesture, pressing him face down into the pillow and lifting his hips up. 
Clark arches his back and cries out as Bruce slides back in, filling him even deeper. This way Clark doesn't have to look at his face, or his hands, or every detail of his body and him. Instead he can just lie there and take it. Surrendering to the feeling of being filled. And he wishes he wasn't enjoying it this much, because he knows that he should be hurt right now, or even offended enough to get up and fly away and never come back. 
But he’s not. He loves every second of this and every inch and millimetre of Bruce inside him and all around him. He likes this, in a sick way. Likes being used like this. Like he doesn’t matter and his body is just for this purpose exclusively. It makes him forget, just for a second, that he is not the most powerful man to grace this planet, that metal would break on his skin upon impact, that he is indestructible—
He would be so greatly ashamed of himself in this moment if it didn't feel so good. This is the closest possible fac-simile of what he really desires, the next best thing available. If he can't have Bruce, wholly and fully in every way possible, then just please, at least let him have this, just this forever. He deserves something even if he can't have the real deal.
Bruce pounds harder into him, and all the thoughts quiet down. His dick leaks and leaks against where it’s pressed to the sheets. Bruce’s fingertips against Clark’s hips feel like a searing burn on his skin. He’s close, so close and he can feel his cock pressed up against his stomach, all hot and wet.
“Fuck,” he whines into the pillow. 
“Yeah.” Bruce replies, voice deep and low. 
Bruce slams hard enough against him to bruise his own pelvis. Clark feels a great wave of pleasure rise up, he arches his back more, spine twisting, and Bruce’s hands cling to him with greater force, and he comes against the sheets, a desperate sound against the pillows, shuddering his release. 
Clark’s senses shut off slowly, one by one. The smell of Bruce is all around him, sweat clinging to his skin. 

When Bruce awakes, his body is so warm, like he had been sleeping right in a pit of flames. Clark is curled up against him, face tucked into his shoulder. Bruce looks at his face then, suspended in an expression of tranquillity, neither smiling nor frowning in his sleep. Bruce briefly considers going back to sleep and holding him again. But decides against it. It's probably unwise to cuddle up to someone you're only just sleeping with. Too intimate. 
Bruce’s joints ache and creak as he gently extracts himself from Clark’s embrace and gets up.
Clark’s sleeping form is undeniably gorgeous. Long legs and flawless muscularity. Carved out of marble and stone. A flesh and blood replica of Michelangelo’s David. 
He slips a bathrobe on, and makes his way down to the cave to get started on some work. Clark can get up later and have Alfred make him breakfast. 
This, is being responsible. 

Clark rises slowly, dull Gotham sunlight shining through the window. Not enough to recharge with, but a decent amount. He takes a minute to scan the surroundings and remember where he is, and, oh right. He stretches his arms, body tangled in the sheets. 
He already knows. Without using any enhanced senses or anything. Turning around is like moving your car closer and closer to the edge of a cliff, knowing and expecting to fall off, to plummet. 
And Bruce— Bruce is nowhere to be seen. 
Of course. 
Clark’s chest burns again, just like it had last night. A searing, piercing feeling that he can feel in his bones. It was dumb of him to have any expectations, to even come here in the first place, to let himself get coaxed into bed, in Bruce’s life, his personal space. 
Clark sits up, hands braced against the bed and back hunched. He looks down at the sheets around his legs. The sick swelling pain in his chest is growing stronger, threatening to spill over. This feeling of disappointment is futile. It is only disappointment in himself, for stooping this low. How could he blame anyone but himself? He asked for this, he wanted it.
Clark presses the heels of his hands to his eyes, pressing so hard that his vision blurs, that he can feel the globular texture of his eyeballs and dampness under his palms. He takes three deep breaths to calm himself, and gets dressed. 
Superman soars out of Wayne Manor’s 3rd floor at a speed so stupendously fast that light wouldn’t travel anywhere near the same speed.






      

  











Chapter 2








  “Was I to be informed that you had a guest last night, Master Wayne?” Alfred materializes right behind him, an accusing tone to his words.
Bruce adjusts the lapels of his dress shirt and fixes his tie. “You aren’t usually concerned with whom I sleep with, Alfred,” Bruce says sardonically and turns to the side, averting his gaze. 
“Yes, well, usually those people in question aren’t Master Kent.” He snips. “What on earth do you think you’re doing?” 
Bruce scoffs. He ignores Alfred and puts his suit jacket on, smoothing down any creases in the fabric. 
Alfred sighs, a weary, long-suffering sound that Bruce has heard a million times since birth. He’s learned to tune it out. 
“You know very well that Master Kent is a dear friend of yours, and you cannot be messing him around as you do with the other young ladies and gentlemen.” He tuts.
That’s the thing. Bruce isn't so sure that what he’s doing is messing him around.
“I've got it under control.” Does he really? Bruce runs a hand through his hair. 
“And I've got a board meeting to get to. Excuse me.” He moves past Alfred to leave the room, ignoring the disapproving look on his face.

Bruce doesn’t call him. Clark doesn’t call him either.
They don’t usually tend to converse with each other on a regularly scheduled basis, just whenever League business comes up or if they need each other's help and want to get together. Ever since the— arrangement, those encounters have been sporadic in nature, mostly Bruce asking him to come over if he's not busy, or after JLA meetings if they have time.
And it's only been two days. Bruce is bound to call him at some point to hookup again in the next week, and Clark dreads receiving that call. When his phone rings at his desk at work, Clark has to mentally brace himself just for the off-chance that it could be Bruce. He doesn't really want to see him at all right now. The thought makes him feel nauseous. 
Clark doesn't show up to Thursday’s League meeting, claiming that he has something important to do for the Planet. He just hopes he managed to sound convincing in the message he sent to everyone. Diana shoots him a quick message, asking him if he’s okay, and he feels slightly guilty at her concern. Sometimes he suspects that she’s secretly telepathic.
Superman stops some of Lex Luthor’s latest mutant robots from attacking students in a Met U biochem lab on Friday. Clark Kent spends Saturday in Kansas, helping his mother clean out the attic. 
The world doesn't stop for him, it never has and never will. It doesn’t give him time to ruminate over how pathetically in love he is, and how stupid he is for thinking with his dick. 
Clark flies past Gotham coming back from a rescue in Ocean City. Usually, he’d maybe stop by the cave and see what Bruce was up to, but that seems like a bad idea right now. He decides to fly around the city, keeping himself high up to not alert anyone. 
The wind’s breeze flutters against his face, and Clark distantly recalls the phantom touch of Bruce’s hand against his cheek at some point. Even the sky is tormenting him.
Clark lands covertly on top of a random building, higher up than the rest of the city, Clark looks down and recognizes the familiar architectural design of the roof, the needle-nose tower, and realizes belatedly that he's on top of Wayne Tower. 
Clark laughs aloud then, a harsh and cruel sound disappearing into the night air. It’s very hard to forget a person whose name is on the building that you’re currently on top of. At that moment he is so senselessly angry at Bruce; angry at him for simply existing, angry at him for being the way he is. 
But in the end, he only has himself to be angry at.

Bruce calls him on Sunday night. Clark isn’t prepared to talk to him when he picks up his phone, half-expecting it to be Lois.
“Hello?” Clark says, leaning on the counter, halfway through a bowl of cereal.
“Clark,” Bruce says in greeting. Clark’s heart jolts in mild panic. He shoves the bowl into the sink and gets up to pace around the kitchen. 
“Hey.” He tries to aim for casual, instead sounding slightly desperate. Clark winces and rubs his eyes.
“Haven’t seen you in a while,” Bruce starts. “How did the research for the Planet go?” 
“What?” Clark frowns in confusion, then remembers. “Oh right! Good, I guess.” He mentally curses himself, maybe there are courses on lying he can take. He should sign up for one ASAP. 
“Right,” Bruce says, sounding slightly disbelieving. “Are you… busy, or?”
Clark takes a small breath, unprepared for what’s about to be said. Parts of his mind are fighting him not to say it, but he has to. The small, rational part of him reminds him that he can’t keep torturing himself like this. 
“Look, Bruce.” His eyes are stinging, he squeezes them shut. “I don't think that we should keep doing this.” Clark blurts it out in one breath. 
There’s a pause on the other side of the line for a second.
“Like, what we’ve been doing.” Clark clarifies vaguely. As if Bruce wouldn’t know what he was referring to. 
Bruce speaks up, voice deep and calm into Clark’s ear.
“Right,” he articulates slowly. “May I ask why?” 
He can’t make himself listen to Bruce’s heartbeat right now. It's probably calm and steady. He probably doesn’t even care. 
“I just— don't think it’s a good idea anymore.” His hands feel sweaty, and he almost drops his phone. “That’s all.”
“Well.” Bruce clears his throat briefly. “I understand, then.”
Bruce doesn't even sound bothered, just slightly confused. Clark was stupid for thinking that he might be disappointed. Guess not. 
“Okay,” Clark says, voice faint. God, he needs to get a grip. He forces himself to break the tension, taking a long breath and not exhaling. “Well, I'll see you next week, then?” 
“Of course.” Bruce says politely.
They say their respective goodbyes and hang up. Clark lets out the breath he was holding.
That’s that, then.

Bruce props his feet against the Batcomputer’s central console, stretching his tense joints. His shoulder is still slightly injured from last week and makes an awful grinding sound when he moves it too suddenly. 
Clark’s words from earlier play in his head. I don't think that we should do this anymore. This is all his responsibility. He screwed up, so badly and so irreversibly. Clark must've sensed it, how attached he was becoming, and decided that it was going too far. Can Bruce even blame him? 
It had just felt so, different. Over the years, he had grown to appreciate Clark’s company. Better yet, he depended on it. Clark just has a way of inching his way into your life, into your thoughts. And when they started sleeping together, Bruce was convinced that it would be simple, just an arrangement, an exchange of pleasure. That it would just be an additional bonus to their friendship. Easy uncomplicated sex. 
Where did he manage to go wrong? He was never the type of person to accept an unknown failure and move on. If he fucked up, he needed to know exactly how and why. His shortcomings and failures bore a constant presence in his mind. They served to guide his decisions so that he would never make a repeat mistake. 
He didn't recall acting any differently from the way he did when they first started. Sometimes, he came very close to the edge, but he wasn't overly tender or romantic or anything ridiculous like that. Clark hadn’t signed on to be obsessed over by Bruce’s fucked up mind. Fucking him had felt nearly the same as it did with anyone else, He had perfected the art of repression over the years. He would not allow the voice in the back of his mind telling him how much he wanted Clark to influence him in any way.
Bruce frowns to himself. Wherever he went wrong, he needed to see it for himself. He pulled up the manor’s security feed from that night. The cameras installed in Bruce’s bedroom are a precautionary measure for the rare chance that he be confronted with danger in his own house. He enters both passcodes and does the additional fingerprint scan on the screen’s touchpad. 
He clenches his teeth when he gets to the footage of them fucking and promptly skips ahead. He usually never feels bad about surveilling anyone, but in this case it felt like an even worse violation of Clark's privacy. Especially after Clark broke it off that morning. Bruce shakes his head and skips ahead, to the morning after. He watches the ghost of himself on the recording, extracting himself from Clark’s embrace and getting up. The mirror-image Bruce stands there for a minute and stares at Clark.
Bruce stares in discomfort at his own actions. Perhaps Clark was awake and could tell Bruce was looking at him. A sick feeling curls in his gut at the thought. Multitudes of his problems could be avoided if he wasn't so goddamn creepy all the time. And look at him now, watching a tape of it like a voyeuristic bastard. He can't tear his eyes away even now. Bruce zooms in, it doesn't appear that Clark was awake at the time, but Bruce cannot be sure.
He skips further ahead, fast-forwarding until Clark’s sleeping figure begins to stir on the bed. The video on-screen only gets more disturbing. 
Bruce watches with poignant eyes, as Clark wakes up, sees that Bruce is gone, and buries his face in his hands for a whole 3 minutes and 14 seconds, according to the timestamp on the recording. His shoulders shake with his breathing, like he’s panicking. Clark tears his hands away and his cheeks are wet. On-screen, Clark dresses himself with an urgency the security camera can't even capture completely, the hurried motion of pulling clothes on. He walks over to the balcony and flies off.
Bruce feels nauseated in his seat, watching the terrible scene unfold in front of him. He frantically slams his hand down on the display’s off button. The screen snaps off, and Bruce takes a long, quavering breath.
He leans forward in the seat and rubs his hands over his face, a mirror gesture of what he just saw Clark do. He drops his hands then, and clenches his fists. How could he have been so obtuse? All this time he had convinced himself that it was better that way, but he was wrong. He had fucked up so greatly. 
And to think, all the contingencies he planned for, and this was not one of them. The circumstances have changed greatly and he is ill-prepared. Bruce was the one who initiated this. Bruce had it all planned out. But he did not account for this. He failed terribly. 
He made Clark feel like that, react like that to his actions. All because of his own selfishness.
He is trapped in the eternal hellscape of his own guilt. He wishes he could gnaw his own leg off and escape, but his teeth are not sharp enough.
Footsteps echo behind him. Alfred.
Alfred places a plate of sandwiches beside the control panel, Neat little cucumber and cream cheese triangles, and a cup of coffee. Bruce hasn't eaten since earlier that morning, but doesn’t feel even slightly hungry right now. Alfred’s eyes catch onto Bruce’s profile and he studies him for a moment, puzzled.
“Anything the matter, Master Wayne?” He stands there expectedly.
Bruce clears his throat and looks away. “No.” The sharp feeling in his chest is growing stronger and more persistent now.
“Alright,” Alfred says, slowly. “It’s just, well, you're staring at an empty screen.” 
Bruce pauses. “Right,” 
Alfred makes a soft sound. 
Bruce hasn’t gone to Alfred for advice about anything besides tech improvements since he was a kid, and wasn't planning on now. He’s really not in the mood to be told that he was wrong all along. He already knows.
“Whatever it is you might have done to upset him,” Alfred begins. “You ought to make it right. I’m sure you can find a way. You always do.” Alfred places a gentle hand on his shoulder. Bruce looks away from his knowing gaze reflected on the screen and stays silent.
Alfred turns away. “And do try and get some proper sleep.” 
Bruce can’t fix this. He’s never had the ability to control when and how he would lose the people in his life. There’s only one thing he's best at, and that thing always has and always will be, dependent on the losses in his life.

Sometime in the grey area between the later hours of night and the early hours of morning, Clark snaps awake, a reflexive instinct. His body is attuned to listen for danger, even during periods of slumber. He doesn't really need to sleep, but enjoys the opportunity to rest. It is more of a mental rest than physical. 
The room is dark, except for the small glow produced by Metropolis’ endless supply of city light, casting a blue shadow across half of his room. A small, infinitesimally quiet sound manifests itself, a small swoosh of air, like a bird’s wing lifting. 
He gasps and looks straight ahead, and there he is; dark caped figure looming over him in the dark light from the foot of his bed, like a spirit, like a bad nightmare. The light casts a shadow over a portion of his profile, a sliver of the cowl and his jaw visible. Clark focuses his hearing, the material of his cape makes a soft swooshing sound and his breathing is heavy and strained, like his lungs are holding back.
And it is awful, how beautiful he is, there in that moment. It feels like a slap to the face. Night personified right in front of Clark, waiting at the foot of his bed and staring at him. Batman’s face looks chagrined, like he has just witnessed a horrible deed and couldn't stop it. Clark turns over, feeling betrayed by his own psyche for leaving him suspended in such a horrible state of sleep paralysis. The object of his affections dangles in front of him like a trap, Who is trying to lure him in? Clark pretends not to hear when the hallucination prowls away and slips out the window.

Perhaps he’d like to excuse his behaviour, and believe that it is not in his nature to be like this. Instead it was the effects of a life lived with a front-row seat to some of the most awful things a man could see. We all are born tabula rasa, and our ways are a reflection of what we have become, not who we were born as. He finds little pleasure in imagining the life he could have had, if it had taken a different path from where it was 26 years ago, before it all became an exaggeratedly tragic retelling of Moses, except with a dingy Gotham alley instead of a basket in a riverbank.
Maybe he could have been a better man. 
Often, there are times when Bruce will close his eyes and drift gently into a light slumber and he can just barely feel a dream start to fizzle around the edges of his mind. And he’s a child again, in his small, warm little bed wrapped tightly in blankets and he can hear his parents coming home from an event, their voices hushed as to not wake him. His mother will lean over and gaze down at him to stroke his face, and his father will kiss him goodnight on the forehead. 
On nights like this, he never feels alone. Not with the muffled sounds of his parents getting ready for bed in the next room. Not with Gotham’s dusky night sky peeking through the gaps in his curtains in thin slivers of light. Not with the soft gentle glow of the moon to keep him company. And then the waves crash, the dream is pulled out of him like a magician’s scarf, the images fizzle away, and the phantom feeling of his mother’s touch fades out. 
Bruce wakes up alone, and he is 34 years old, and the sheets have been tossed aside, cold air grazing his skin. He looks outside, the morning skies are grey, the air silent, and the absent memory of his dream feels like a punch to the face more painful than any injury Batman has ever endured. 

When Bruce returns from patrol Friday night he is wholly and entirely exhausted to the bone. As soon as he walks into the dining room he immediately strips his gear off and eats the leftover dinner Alfred left for him in the fridge, not caring about the scattered armour on the counter. 
He just wants to sleep. But he knows very well as soon as his head hits the pillow, he won’t be able to.
The study has its own balcony, overlooking the Manor’s surrounding trees from a higher point. Two stone pillars support opposite sides of the railing, the structure larger and more open to ensure more space and allow more light. He prefers the view in here to the view from his bedroom, partly because this is where he spent a fair deal of his time at some point. 
Bruce leans over the edge. The soft patter of the rain on the asphalt beneath him evokes a calming feeling, yet Bruce is so irrevocably un-calm. Every corner of his mind is urging him to call out to Clark, to apologize, to say it at the top of his lungs. In the end he only settles with a whispered, desperate utterance of his name, very softly. He says it again, more urgently.
Maybe he won't even come. Maybe he’s decided that Bruce has hurt him too badly, that whatever it is between them is ruined beyond resolution. 
That’s the thing with Superman. He will always hear you if you call for him and will come rescue you. And if he doesn't come, he still heard you regardless. 
Bruce lifts himself off the railing, grinding his jaw. He goes back inside. The study is warm, and the overhead chandelier fills the room with an amber glow. He taps the switch on the wall, sending the room into darkness.
The piano in the Manor’s study is an older Steinway Model B with an ebony satin finish, gifted to his mother by his father before he was born. Bruce gets it professionally tuned once a year, but it has remained untouched for nearly a decade. 
Bruce sits down, fiddling around the keys. He recalls a memory. distant in his mind. A piece that his mother used to play when they’d have company. She’d sit at the piano, elegant slender wrists flowing over the keys like it was second nature to her. She taught Bruce how to play when he was a child, and then when he was older and she was gone, Alfred arranged lessons with professional piano teachers. But it was never the same, being taught by a stranger. It was only because of his mother that he never gave up on the lessons. Later in his teens he had finally learned to play the same piece his mother did, through trial and error. and did not sleep properly for months until it was exactly how his mother did. spending night after night in the foyer, curled over the keys. Perfect. A haunting melody. Delicate fingertips flying over keys in allegro agitato. Bruce’s heart and soul in C# minor.
He's a little rusty. Initially stumbles in his movements at first after being out of practice for several years. But soon enough he relaxes his posture, and his wrists feel lightweight, and his fingers flutter. Like a natural reflex, muscle memory. He accelerates the movements of his left hand, the familiar feeling of the frustration and stress pouring out of him in intricate polyrhythms. For a second it’s like he’s a young child again. and he’s sitting next to his mother on the piano bench as she plays. Bruce sucks in a heavy breath, hair falling over his eyes. It's almost like his hands move independently of his brain, detached from the unforgiving, unpleasant depths of his mind. 
After his mother would be done playing, she’d shyly stand up and give a little sarcastic bow to the guests at whatever event they were having, applause scattered around the room. and then she would then spot Bruce—who was supposed to be in bed—small face peeking out of the bars of the balustrade on the second floor, where he had heard his mothers playing from his bedroom, watching her with awe, and she’d smile at him, like there was a secret she was letting him on. Then she would return to the party guests with the grace and poise of a proper hostess. 
The music reaches a lull, descends into a more peaceful, calmer melody allowing Bruce to relax his breathing and—
Bruce is snapped out of his reverie when he suddenly hears a slight wisp of sound outside the glass door of his balcony. And there he is; hovering in the rain, looking equal parts beautiful and terrifying. The magnificent, hulking figure of Superman, raindrops falling down his cheekbones, cape flowing around his body. The moon’s light shines brightly behind him. 
Bruce turns back around and continues to play, sweeter theme ending and music retreating to its initial stormy theme. Clark slides open the balcony door and walks over to Bruce, cape swaying behind him, feet silent on the antique tiling. The only sound radiating through the study is his playing, and his heartbeat. 

Clark is startled by the image of Bruce seated at the grand hulking mass of the Manor’s piano and halts in his steps.
He looks so different then, at that moment. Exposed. His arms are bare in a loose dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up and the buttons undone. There is a certain sense of vulnerability evident in his body language, and the way his eyelids flutter open and shut and his eyebrows furrow as he concentrates on the notes of the music. Clark completely forgets that it is Batman who he is watching, fingers flying at light speed with dexterity, whose spine curves with effortless good posture. Clark recognizes the melody. 
“Chopin?” Clark asks softly, approaching gently and sitting next to Bruce on the piano bench.
“Fantaisie Impromptu.” Bruce murmurs under his breath with immaculate pronunciation, staring at the piano keys intently. He suddenly sobers from whatever his train of thought was and the playing slows to a halt. Clark silently mourns the loss of such haunting, evocative music, and the rare opportunity to hear Bruce playing. He wasn't even aware he could play in the first place.
Bruce turns suddenly to look at him. And that’s when Clark sees what his eyes look like; weary with exhaustion. Not just physical exhaustion— that of course he is faced with on a regular basis— but mental exhaustion.
Whatever this man has been thinking about, he hasn't stopped thinking about it for a while. The skin under his eyes is blued, thin enough to see veins. and Clark wonders when the last time he slept properly was. 
“Bruce—“ he starts. Bruce turns away to face the piano again, shoulders hunched with something akin to dejection.
“I have cameras.” He says plainly, like a great confession. 
“Cameras.” Clark repeats, incredulous.
“Yes.” Bruce says, only he sighs the words instead of saying them. 
“Right.” Clark laughs quietly, a scornful sound.  “Of course.” He wishes he were surprised. 
Bruce breathes in heavily through his nostrils, chest heaving. “And, that morning— after. I saw. And—”
“Enough.” Clark’s voice is losing its steadiness. He doesn't want to hear any more. He can’t. 
“Clark.” he pleads, voice soft and strained. He takes an even deeper breath. “I’m sorry,” he whispers. Clark can hear his heartbeat strain with frantic energy in his chest. He turns to look at Clark again. 
Clark’s eyes focus on a distant object to the side of Bruce. The emotion on Bruce’s face is so strong and sudden that he has to look away. It's like looking directly into an eclipse. 
Bruce makes a mournful sound. “Please look at me.” 
Clark sucks in a small breath and looks back at him tentatively, unequipped and unprotected for whatever is to come. Bruce continues, back hunched and hands clasped together on his lap. 
“I hurt you. I was cruel and, I pretended that I was doing the right thing. I believed I was doing the right thing. It was easier for me, for you, to approach this like,” He pauses, “like Bruce Wayne. And I didn’t mean to— I didn’t think you really wanted—“ Bruce looks down, ashamed. It is disconcerting to hear him stumble over his words. 
Clark knew what he was trying to say. I didn’t think you really wanted me.
“What— what were you even looking to accomplish?” He asks simply, eyebrows creased in perplexity.
Bruce makes a pained sound. “I don’t know.” And then he continues with uncertainty; “Anything—” He looks down. “Anything to get you to stop fucking looking at me like you did.” His voice raises a bit at the end.
Clark bristles from the statement, affronted. Then smiles cruelly to himself, face scrunching in contempt. “Well, you just might have succeeded.” Clark says, tone laced with something bitter and stinging. He slides back further on the piano bench, ready to soar out the balcony and never come back. He nods with finality. “I should go.” 
It is now clear to him that coming here was an astronomically bad idea. Bruce has not done anything to deserve any forgiveness from him and—
Bruce grabs his wrist in a sudden, desperate gesture. Clark flinches at the contact, and then pauses to look back at Bruce. 
Bruce’s face is twisted into something equal parts horrible and beautiful, flawlessly handsome features distorted with pain, a pleading look in his eyes. Clark can hear the hurried thump of his heartbeat, his pulse thrumming underneath his skin. 
“Don’t,” he whispers. “please.” 
The last word is so quiet that normal human ears would barely be able to pick up on it. 
Clark’s eyes widen slightly in shock. It is like there are 4 layers to Bruce, and he's stripped away the first three and revealed himself to Clark. Skin, bone and man under all that protective armour. Clark is certain that he does not deserve nor merit being allowed to see this. Perhaps no one does. 
The dam breaks, and ocean’s water floods into his lungs.
Clark sucks cool air in through his mouth and surrenders, pulling Bruce up to stand and into his arms. Bruce slumps against him, pushes his face into his neck and takes a shaky breath, exhaling hot air into his skin. Clark wraps his arms tighter around Bruce’s waist, nose brushing the side of his head. He smells metallic and bitter like he just stepped out of the Batsuit. Bruce’s hand comes up slowly to brush Clark’s cheekbone with his thumb.

The room is quiet except for the sound of their breathing, and Bruce feels his start to mellow out. He silently prays for a little longer, imagining that their bodies are joined together by an impenetrable force that nobody could break. 
“Bruce?” Clark says into his ear quietly. 
“Yeah?” Bruce’s voice is faint and hoarse. He attempts to swallow but his mouth feels unbelievably dry. 
“Could you play a little more, for me?” A simple request, but so innocuous that Bruce wouldn't dare deny him of it. Of anything at all. Not anymore. 
“Okay.” 
The memory of Martha Wayne watches over him and guides his movements as he recommences the piece from the beginning. 

They go to bed together, Clark gently guiding Bruce up the manor stairs and into his bedroom. They crash together on top of the sheets, and Bruce lifts his arms to help Clark pull his shirt off, Clark rubs his hand across Bruce’s sternum, scars and all, in a gesture that can only be described as loving, And Bruce looks at him with such a look that can only be described as loving, tinged with the weariness of his sleep-deprived face. 
Clark leans down and kisses him on each of his eyelids, slowly starting to droop from fatigue.
“Sleep,” he says softly, and tucks Bruce’s head under his, stroking his hair. 

Clark wakes up to the feeling of a hand trailing across the details of his face, rough but gentle fingers against his skin. He opens his eyes. Bruce is standing over him, a towel wrapped loosely around his waist. His hair is damp from the shower and his face is freshly shaved. He looks down at Clark with a soft look, eyes crinkling at the corners when he sees Clark start to stir awake. 
Clark yawns and sits up slowly against the headboard, hands clasped together awkwardly. he stares at Bruce’s chest, water droplets clinging to his skin. Bruce quirks his lips slightly, and reaches down to slide the towel down his waist. Clark can only sit there and take him in with glassy eyes. The morning sunlight reflects off the surface of Bruce’s skin, water droplets and all. And he’s so perfect like this. Put on display right in front of him, except this time Clark is allowed to touch.
Bruce climbs up on the bed and situates himself in Clark’s lap, legs bare and spread across Clark’s thighs. Clark brings his hands up to Bruce’s hips, his skin is soft and wet under Clark’s fingers. He smells so good. Clark’s head feels fuzzy.
Bruce hooks his arms around Clark’s neck and goes in for a kiss, soft lips pressed to the corner of Clark’s mouth, and it’s so different and wonderful and sweet this time, the clean taste of his skin and sweat, Clark getting to take his time and enjoy it. Clark leans forward, hands sliding up Bruce’s back, up his neck, and deepens the kiss. Bruce’s thighs squeeze tighter around Clark’s waist in response, and he lets out a soft exhalation in pleasure.
Clark moves his mouth to the side, to Bruce’s cheek, jaw, to a spot behind his ear that makes his breathing go shaky. Bruce’s hands grip his shoulders, fingers clamped tightly. Clark kisses down his neck and chest, stopping there for a moment to breathe in, the scent and the feeling of him, and the whole situation in general. 
“You okay?” Bruce’s voice is quiet, raspy. Clark looks up at him from his chest, hands splayed across his shoulder blades. Bruce’ face is blissful, tinged with slight concern. Clark takes in the moment for a second, his head braced against Bruce’s sternum, looking almost like he’s worshipping him. Bruce rakes a gentle hand through Clark’s hair.
“Yeah.” Clark whispers and pulls away. He tilts Bruce back slowly, until he’s laid against the bed, and Clark is over him on top. Bruce’s eyes darken. Clark sucks in a gulp of air and pulls his own boxers down, an unhurried motion. He leans back down, pressing himself against Bruce, hot skin pressed together. Their cocks brush, and a synchronous gasp echoes in the air. Clark licks along the sharp line of Bruce’s jaw, across his throat. Clark’s hands brush his stomach, the defined muscles there. He can feel them both growing harder where they’re touching. 
Bruce gasps when Clark bites down on a spot where his neck and shoulder meets. His eyes snap shut and his back curves up, pressing his dick harder against Clark’s. Bruce groans, wrapping his arms tighter around Clark’s neck.
“Clark.” Bruce says, voice clear and steady as if he wasn’t just panting loudly a minute ago. “Hurry up.”
Clark lifts his face from Bruce’s hair. He rises up, kneeling over Bruce’s body. Bruce smiles then, amused as he admires Clark’s torso. Clark suppresses a laugh for a second, and then drops down between Bruce’s legs, spreading them apart. He grips his muscled thighs, pushing them above his head as he moves his mouth down to Bruce’s balls, kissing the soft flesh. Bruce hisses.
“Clark.” His voice is snide, impatient, and then fades into a moan as Clark licks the skin, down the perineum and straight in the center of his hole, tongue laving and probing. Bruce jumps, spine jerking against the bed. 
A strangled cry rings loudly through the room. Bruce reaches down to pull Clark’s head away. “Bastard.” He glares at him, the effect ruined by his shuddering breaths. Clark bursts into laughter, shoulders shaking. Bruce’s jaw clenches. He takes the opportunity to free himself from under Clark and push him sprawling back against the headboard. Clark grins at him. 
Bruce ignores him and reaches over to the bedside for lube. He sits back in Clark’s lap and hands him the bottle. Clark smiles, pressing his face into Bruce’s neck as he pours the liquid across his fingers. He reaches behind and rubs Bruce’s hole, sliding across the heated skin.
“Jesus, fuck. Hurry up.” Bruce growls into Clark’s ear. Clark kisses his neck and slips a finger inside, warm flesh yielding to his hand. He opens Bruce up, slowly, Bruce murmuring encouragements in his ear. Clark rubs his fingers into Bruce’s prostate, earning him a cry. Bruce pulls his hand away, and brings both of Clark’s hands up to cup his ass. 
Bruce sinks down, inch by inch. Face blooming into a beautiful display of pure pleasure and delight. Clark takes a shuddering breath, overwhelmed with the sensation of hot, wet heat wrapped around him like velvet. Bruce settles himself completely, and takes a moment to adjust, breathing shallowly. He cups Clark’s face, kisses Clark’s eyelids and Clark opens his eyes, recognition in his gaze. A mirrored gesture of last night. Bruce stares back at him, and begins to roll his hips, a graceful, fluid motion. 
They hold each others’ gazes, as Bruce begins to lift his hips, rising up on Clark’s cock. He lets Clark slide out of him just barely, before taking him deep inside again. 
“God,” Clark gasps, against Bruce’s cheek. He lifts his hips just slightly, rising up to meet Bruce’s movements. Bruce makes a shocked little sound. Clark holds his hips tighter.
“Here, just let me—” He leans forward, thrusts up slightly, and oh fuck he’s so deep inside. Inside Bruce, and he hauls Bruce down against his lap, fucking him harder. Bruce moans louder, hands squeezing him tighter. 
“Is it… Right there? Like that?” Clark can feel sweat running down his face. 
“Yes! Fuck.” Bruce makes a sound like a sigh and a sob in one. He crushes their lips together, tongue pushing deep into Clark’s mouth. Clark thrusts his hips up harder, Bruce’s mouth goes slack against his, groaning and whispering Clark’s name. 
Clark wraps a hand around Bruce’s neglected dick, red and leaking. Bruce cries out and slams his ass down with more urgency, fucking himself against Clark harder. Clark’s back slides down the bed, hitting the mattress, pulling them both down. Clark pauses his movements for a second, and tilts Bruce’s head up, sucking the bruise on his neck, turning the skin purple. Bruce rolls them over, without dislodging Clark’s cock from inside him. 
Clark braces his forearms beside both sides of Bruce’s head. He puts their foreheads together for a second. 
“Bruce—” he starts. Words are begging to escape his lips. 
“Later, please.” He draws his bottom lip between his teeth. “Keep going.”
Clark obeys, rolling his hips slowly, and then fucking into Bruce so hard the bed shakes with the force of his movements. His pace is brutal, each stroke eliciting a punched-out gasp from Bruce. Clark feels colours burst and explode behind his eyes.
Bruce’s thighs tighten around his waist, the movement rubbing Clark’s stomach against his cock. Bruce draws in a deep breath, and then comes, whole body shuddering and eyes fluttering shut. Clark watches the whole thing, Bruce’s exact face when he comes burned into his retinas. Clark groans and presses his face into Bruce’s throat, shaking as he empties himself inside of Bruce, coming for what feels like hours, waves of sensation. 
Bruce’s chest rises and falls, panting quietly. He kisses the top of Clark’s head in an absent-minded gesture, and Clark wants to cry then and there. But he doesn’t, withdrawing slowly from Bruce and collapsing half on top of him, dazed. 
They’re both silent for a second. Then Bruce speaks up, voice low in Clark’s ear. 
“You’re heavy,” he says with fake annoyance.
Clark giggles into the pillow, a gleeful feeling reverberating through his bones. He turns over to face Bruce, head resting on his arm. He studies him, watching the way his face is slightly relaxed and content. Seeing him like this feels almost forbidden. Sweat is pooling in a crevice of his collarbone. Clark leans over and licks it off.
Bruce groans and pushes Clark’s face away. “Gross.” he complains, and then he's getting up and climbing out of bed. Clark mourns the once-in-a-lifetime chance he got to see Bruce remotely tranquil. Bruce walks over to the bathroom. Clark hears the shower run again, and Bruce returns five minutes later, freshened up and with a burgundy velvet robe tied snugly around his waist. So much for the glorious nudity.
Bruce sighs and stares at him, eyes content. “Breakfast?” He asks, almost timidly.
Clark’s mouth curves into a smile. 
“Alright.” He stretches in the sheets. He could use a shower. “I may need to borrow some clothes.”

Alfred looks at them amusedly as they enter the kitchen together, not looking surprised at all. He glances at Bruce’s hickey with the eyes of someone who is holding in a big laugh. Clark should’ve figured he knew. He knows everything.
Bruce’s sweatpants fit him decently, maybe a little short at the ankles. Clark had told him just that and received a Batman Death Glare.
“It’s only a two-inch height difference.”
“Some might say that two inches are a big difference.” Clark waggled his eyebrows.
Bruce punched him in the arm so hard that it would’ve bruised a normal human. 
Alfred sets down two platters in front of Clark. French toast and fruit and whipped cream on one, and then scrambled eggs and bacon and hashbrowns on the other. Only a carafe of coffee and a mug is set in front of Bruce. Clark frowns momentarily but is distracted by the food in front of him. 
Bruce’s eyes narrow in concentration as he scrolls through the newsfeed on his laptop, no doubt concerned with something related to Wayne Enterprises. 
Clark shovels forkfuls of french toast into his mouth. Alfred has always been talented in the kitchen. He smiles at Clark and serves him seconds before Clark even has to ask. Bruce looks over his screen to watch them and then gives Clark a meaningful look after Alfred turns away. 
Clark watches Bruce out of the corner of his eye. He looks significantly more well-rested than he did last night. A sharp feeling goes through Clark’s chest at the memory of last night. He’s seen guilt on Bruce before, he sees it on him all the time. It seems to be a constant guiding force in his life, behind all his actions and motivations. The one reason he is the way he is today, the reason why he does what he does. He turns that guilt into motivation.
But to see it up close, hurts Clark in a way like no other. There are just some things that not even he can fix. He doesn’t want to be the cause of it ever again. He only wishes that Bruce could see what he sees. What he sees is one of the kindest men he’s ever met in his lifetime. 
Clark scoots his chair closer to Bruce, and reaches out tentatively to touch the back of his hand where it rests on his coffee cup, slipping up the sleeve of the bathrobe to caress his bare wrist. Bruce pauses his scrolling with his other hand, and looks at Clark with uncertainty. He then turns his hand over to grasp Clark’s wrist in reciprocation. Clark meets his gaze with warmth in his eyes.

They have sex again later that day, neither Bruce nor Clark have anywhere to be on Saturdays. Well, not really. Bruce cancels a late brunch meeting with the Wayne Enterprises board and sends a quick apology over text to Lucius. It’s not like they actually need him there anyways.
One of the rooms in the manor has a sunroof, and Clark likes to lie down across the couch cushions and turns his face towards the light. Bruce sits next to his head toying with a cryptographic sequencer prototype. Clark’s eyes are closed, face calm and soft with relaxation. His presence beside Bruce as he works feels as natural as it always has, except now Bruce can’t restrain himself from surreptitiously sneaking glances every couple minutes. 
Clark sighs after a while, stretching languidly, and then plucks the sequencer out of Bruce’s hands. Bruce opens his mouth to protest, but instead receives a loud wet kiss on his nose. He grimaces. Clark pushes him against the couch arm and kisses him, then ends up blowing him right in the sunroom. 
The JLA is called into a battle just outside Gotham, a disappointingly simple alien attack on the Metro-Narrows bridge. The job goes by fairly quickly, and when Clark looks at Bruce mid-battle this time, Bruce only feels hopelessly faint with affection.
Clark wipes a smear of post-battle goop off Bruce’s cowl and he resists the urge to lean into Clark’s touch in front of the whole team. They leave together after cleanup, and Diana sends Bruce a knowing look, a delighted smile directed towards both of them. Bruce nearly smiles back.

Bruce still has to go on patrol later that night, but insists that Clark stay over anyways. He’s waiting for him in the cave when he gets back, and Bruce teaches Clark how to remove the armour. 
“You and Alfred are the only ones who can get it off in an emergency. The release lever recognizes your fingerprints.” Bruce says.
“Oh,” Clark’s breath catches in the back of his throat and he feels like he’s about to melt, right down into the floor. Like if Bruce was the sun and Clark’s stupid sentimental heart was Icarus’ wings. Or something less dramatic. 
Clark joins Bruce for his second and a half shower of the day. Clark sneaks a glance at the both of them in the reflection of the mirror, mostly looking at Bruce’s back turned away from him. He watches each individual vertebra of Bruce’s back ripple with movement, and silently wishes to kiss each sector of his spine.
Hot streams of water from Bruce’s fancy shower jets fill the bathroom with steam. Clark slides the glass door shut behind them. Bruce hooks an arm around Clark’s neck to bring him close, cheek resting against Clark’s. He looks gorgeous, with water dripping down his nose and flattening his hair against his head. 
There’s a small cut on Bruce’s bottom lip, looking more like his own work instead of an injury from patrol. Clark thumbs the cut gently, disturbing the thin fragile skin, and making a bead of red rise to the surface. Clark leans over to suck the blood from the cut, metallic flavour sharp in his mouth. 
Bruce’s hand on his chest forms into a fist. “Christ.” he says roughly, eyes lidded.
Clark laughs quietly, “Don’t turn me into a vampire.” 
Bruce’s mouth twists into a smile. He pulls Clark in closer under the stream of water, hands grasping him by the hips to press their chests together. Clark hooks his chin over Bruce’s shoulder and wraps his arms around his waist. The hot water pours down the sides of Bruce’s neck and Clark can smell his cologne melting off. 
Bruce washes Clark’s hair gently, massaging suds of shampoo into his scalp with his fingers and coaxing him under the shower head to rinse him off, fingers combing through his hair. Clark holds onto his arms for balance, feeling incredibly sleepy all of a sudden. Bruce sighs contentedly against Clark’s cheek.

As Bruce awakens he can immediately sense the different way the mattress sits on the frame with another body on top of it. He is not cold, and the blinds are open to reveal the early morning sunlight. Clark curls a warm arm around Bruce’s chest and presses his face into the nape of his neck, sighing in his sleep. Bruce looks outside at the clear, pale sky and exhales.
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          End Notes

          here's fantaisie impromptu
and here's the maybach exelero ;)
edit: apparently the entire second chapter posted without italics? it's fixed now!
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