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Nothing More than an Unfortunate Coincidence

    by achilliesonmain

      Summary

      Batman breaks into Clark Kent’s apartment expecting to find something—anything—that explains how an underpaid journalist is linked to Superman. Instead, what he finds is a bachelor pad held together by sticky notes, expired protein bars, and what was almost definitely a near-fatal cleaning accident.
But beneath the mess—beneath the questionable life choices—there’s something else. Something that doesn’t add up… he just had to look past the obvious fact that Kent and Superman are partners.



      Notes

        Happy kind-of birthday, Clark! Enjoy your future bf breaking into your apartment and heavily judging you in a terrible attempt to seem cool and not jealous in the slightest. Also you’re a dumbass.


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






    






Nothing More than an Unfortunate Coincidence

    
      Superman, to put it crudely, is a power that must be understood and promptly restrained. Not…permanently, because that would be a terrible waste of what otherwise seems like a solar battery with no upwards limit, however Batman certainly doesn’t want any other planet to get their hands on something like him. Hell, Batman barely wants another continent to witness him—his perfect blue eyes, the curl of his hair, how he smiles and it’s bright and it’s every so slightly uncanny. The world doesn’t need a weapon of mass destruction with a conscience or a bias. 
If anyone had attempted this stunt on Batman, he would be irate if not mildly impressed. However he has no such reservations about Superman, who for all his incredible feats, is indisputably connected to an apartment in south Metropolis. And well, with the being’s unexplainable love for humanity, a very human partner does make sense. How on Earth Clark Kent became that partner—or at least one of them; Lois Lane isn’t totally out of the equation yet either—remains a mystery that Batman doesn’t actually care enough to solve.
What he knows without a doubt is that Clark Kent is close to Superman. The intricacies of the alien’s sex life doesn’t matter in the slightest to Batman; what does matter is that Clark Kent is leverageable. Clark Kent is a normal man from Kansas, who doesn’t live in a secluded arctic base, who goes to work on a regular schedule, and most importantly, who allows Superman in and out of his home on a regular basis. Surely there is something in that tight, one bedroom one bath space that Batman could take for evidence against the world’s first “superhero”. 
Kent lives on the seventh floor of an old apartment building with only nine stories—the elevator is broken. Watching through the one security camera per floor in the stairwell, Kent helps an old man up down the stairs every morning. They work together at the Daily Planet. The old man takes a bus, and Kent walks; they get to the Planet at roughly the same time. 
The lock on his door doesn’t actually work, but Kent turns the key in the hole every morning like it might work today. There’s a door chain on the inside, but it can’t be locked from the outside and Kent barely uses it when he’s home anyways; Batman lands silently on the old fire escape and pries the door open, onto the hall that the reporter lives on. He walks into the apartment without resistance. The scene he walks into is…bland. 
The apartment is completely and totally human—bachelor human, to be exact. The walls are off-white from years of overexposure to the sun and probably half a century’s worth of smokers before Kent moved in. There’s two rooms, a bathroom, and a closet. None of it has been renovated since the 1970’s, with speckled tile in the bathroom and a radiator near the bed. There’s even a bulky old phone on a receiver, although it’s not plugged in. That’s the first thing Batman approaches. 
It’s on the kitchen counter, and the power cord is haphazardly strewn off to the side with a stack of mail obscuring most of it. It’s about three inches worth of utility bills, credit card bills, physical spam mail, and one copy of the Air and Space Quarterly. Fascinating. The magazine has a front-facing plane on the cover and the title “We All Fly.”
There’s one outlet at the counter, and it already has a coffee pot and toaster plugged in. With his thick, dark gloves, Batman unplugs one and switches it out for the phone. The six, two, and zero are the most worn down, and that is the area code for southern Kansas. Otherwise, nothing is of notice. Batman knows that Kent has a mobile phone—he has it tapped—and he uses that to call his parents. Maybe he uses this to contact Superman? He’ll have to manually tap it next time he’s around, since he doesn’t have the supplies for an analog telephone on him. 
Just to make sure, Batman lifts up the whole phone and checks the bottom of the device. It’s all closed up, no obvious tampering, but there is a notecard taped to the bottom. It has two southern Kansas area codes, one in Wichita, and one in Metropolis, which Batman notes down. He places the phone back down as he found it and unplugs it once more, and then moves on from the edge of the counter. 
There’s water staining around the faucet and the hot water is shut off under the sink. There’s a microwave on the counter that’s so old it has knobs and dials, and the shelves are about as stocked up as the show kitchen in the manor—which is to say, not. Stale Wonder Bread, saltines, cans of soup and there are at least two sets of plastic utensils mixed in with the silverware drawer. In the refrigerator there’s a vat of cream cheese, a gallon of milk that’s two days too old, homemade macaroni and cheese covered with Saran Wrap, and what looks like two large slices of apple pie. It’s certainly…a menagerie. 
Batman isn’t aware of Superman receiving funds from anyone or any place, but surely he is because someone has to be supporting Clark Kent in the ways he seems otherwise incapable of. The man’s from Kansas, surely you’d become more self-sufficient in such a rural area. Or maybe it’s Lane’s income as she’s the more senior and decorated reporter? When he’s back in the cave, he’ll have to do more digging. Kent is a twenty-seven year old man in good physical shape; Batman refuses to believe he can sustain himself like this. You’d think the man is photosynthesizing at this rate. 
Carefully, Batman takes a used straw and white plastic fork out of the trash and zips them up into evidence bags along with a crumpled napkin. There’s more mail in the bin too, but it’s all still addressed to Kent, and it’s all still bills and spam. Batman moves on to the wobbly, round wooden dinner table and sifts through the papers there next until he gets to the graffiti penciled in on the tabletop. It’s copies of the Daily Planet, drafts of upcoming articles in the middle of being edited, and what he’s pretty sure is a Dungeons & Dragons character information sheet. It’s a third level human paladin named Jon Lor. 
There’s a shelf with analog media on it in the corner, and a television set up on top of that with a DVD and VHS player. The Princess Bride, Cabaret, Arsenic and Old Lace, Hot Fuzz, and The Truman Show are stacked up with CD cases between some and not others and they’re all worn and well-loved. There are seasons of Star Trek and Doctor Who and on the wall are framed stills from the original Star Wars movies. There’s a grey futon across from the screen and if he thinks too hard about it he can see Kent and the alien there, watching films into the late evening before some disaster strikes across the country. Not that he’s letting himself think too hard about that. 
What does he care? It shouldn’t—doesn’t matter to him. It’s just very domestic. With the amount of times Batman has pinged Superman coming in and out of this apartment, you would expect some grater operation and not…a bachelor pad. Stranger yet, the bachelor pad of a nerd with an appreciation for cliche alien media and the stars. Compared to anyone, Superman is everything; a being who could have whatever he wants. And yet he’s chosen some guy with a vague interest in space, who was probably just the first person to hold a door open for him or show some other common midwestern sense of decency. 
But again, he actually doesn’t care in the slightest. 
Batman checks through all of the cases to make sure there’s nothing hidden, and then checks behind the shelf before rising up from the floor and sweeping into the next room over. It’s a bedroom with an ancient washer and dryer built into the wall, hidden behind a set of doors, and a bathroom with mold in the grout. Immediately, Batman pops open the medicine cabinet to record any prescriptions or first-aid equipment or anything odd and out-of-sorts, but there’s nothing. Not even ‘nothing’ like spare bars of soap or a razor or eye drops…the cabinet is actually empty, like Kent didn’t even realize it was there. The thin layer of dust on the metal shelves add to such a conclusion. 
Immediately, Batman then checks the cabinet under the sink. It’s actually a relief that it has clutter in it. There’s extra toilet paper rolls and another bottle of soap and cleaning supplies and shampoo that’s duplicated in the shower and it’s all too normal but at least it’s something—still no medical kits or anything of the sort though. No boxes of band aids or bottles of over-the-counter painkillers that anyone sane and normal has on hand, whether caught up in vigilantism or benign existence. Just a dirty towel bunched up in the back corner, probably to stop a pipe from leaking. Batman takes it anyway.
Looking around again, no, there’s not a razor anywhere in the small bathroom. Nor is there a comb anywhere to be found, and yet there is a tub of hair gel that’s half used. Looking down the drains, there’s not even loose hairs laying around. If he was in Gotham, Batman would be thinking of putting this guy on a list. He still might, their cities are close enough.
There’s no other towel in the room except for the one Batman pulled out from under the sink, but the dryer is running in the other room, so maybe it’s just being washed. In a desperate attempt to find something useful, he unravels the towel he does have, just to make sure there’s nothing hidden away in it. The towel is actually quite soft where it’s still clean, and the tags have been cut off. It seems he was right about it being used to catch water though, and rust clings onto it where it was in contact with the metal pipe. It’s so almost mundane—except for the large soot stain that covers half of the inside. 
It doesn’t budge when there’s an attempt to wipe it off, and it looks like Kent figured that out too, with how it’s smeared around with obvious handprints. It’s been washed, but the substance seems to have soaked into the cloth and has no intentions of letting go. It’s odd, and it smells strongly of chlorine or bleach on one corner and yep, yes in fact it does smell strongly of old chloramine. Batman yanks it away from his face and calmly folds it up. That is poison, that is bleach and ammonia mixed together, which is poisonous. There’s not even ammonia products under the sink. 
At this point, Batman has to stand up and look around him and remind himself again that he’s not in Gotham. Because in Gotham, he would think that this towel was planted there, and that it’s a warning sign, and that Kent is planning a chemical attack, maybe even with Superman—but…he’s outside of Gotham city limits. In all honesty, the guy probably just tried to clean what might be his only towel, and accidentally created a noxious toxin using household cleaning products in a mistake surely thousands of bachelors across the world make. The fact that he didn’t suffocate himself to death in such a small space is quite possibly a God-sent miracle. 
Huge fan 10/10 excellent work.
With the towel folded and under his arm, Batman walks out of the tiny bathroom and back into the bedroom that it is attached to. He closes the door and finds another closed off space hidden away in the corner—it’s a closet. Smaller in width and length than the bathroom, with one lightbulb hanging by its wire with a pull-thread. Once illuminated, the space doesn’t reveal anything further except for a panel on the side wall, but it’s just the breaker switches to the apartment. 
On the shelf above his head are briefcases with busted locks and buckles. They all look thirty years old or so and are covered in dust, but the leather itself is still in good condition; it’s just the metal that’s been broken. It doesn’t feel brittle under his fingers, but it looks like it was when it was damaged. There are no hidden compartments in the cases, and nothing is being stored in them casually either. It’s just the cases, a burnt-out lightbulb, and a fly swatter that looks like it hasn’t been touched in about fifteen years. 
On the racks, there are collared and buttoned shirts that are then cut off by three blazers in increasingly dark shades of blue. On the other side of the shirts are a few pairs of dress pants and in the very deep corner, a handful of thick flannels. There’s a half rack under the blazers with jeans folded onto hangers as well, and a wire shelf full with sweatshirts, socks, underwear, and ties. That’s all that’s present, minus a few well-chewed pens that were left in pockets. Batman steps out, and closes the closet back after him.
All that is left to discover now is the bed on it’s metal frame, the wooden chest at the foot of the bed, and the writing desk in the corner. There’s one lamp over at the desk, but otherwise the room relies solely on natural lighting, and the curtains are drawn wide open. The walls of the bedroom are even more sparsely decorated than that of the main room, and the walls are painted bright but chipped white. Actually, upon closer inspection, the room is almost certainly painted with old, white, lead paint, which is ironic because not even two months ago did Kent write an article addressing the city’s lead pipe problems. 
Safty hazard aside, the bedroom is clean. The bed is made with hand stitched quilts and old cotton sheets with a minimal amount of pillows and a lot of give in the old mattress. Nothing is stored underneath except for dustbunnies and a box of old magazines and calendars. The floor is perhaps the most interesting part of the entire space, being original hardwood, but even it is scratched to hell, creaky, and dappled with water stains. 
The cedar box at the end of the bed just contains more linens, a few framed pictures of friends and family back in Kansas, and another bunch of books. Looking in the trunk makes Batman feel nostalgia for a time he can’t quite place—but the wood smells warm and it has nice carvings on the outside and the light makes intricate shadows in the reliefs. 
At the very bottom there’s an old shoebox with ancient toys from some kid meal or another; astronauts and spaceships and what claims to be a moon rock but definitely isn’t, and a disfigured piece of scrap metal with an opalescent sheen. It doesn't seem like there’s a patina or some other kind of stain on the metal scrap, but there’s no polishing marks either despite the surface being very reflective. 
Hidden amongst the action figures are marbles that look like they’re made out of selenite, and a well-loved cassette tape. Batman didn’t think he would be needing to read or duplicate a cassette today, but luckily it doesn’t seem like anything this far down in the chest has seen the sun in years. He brings out another set of baggies; in them goes the cassette, the marbles, and the scrap metal. 
That leaves only the writing desk that is crammed in the corner. Its chair sticks out at an odd angle and makes a narrow space to pass between it, and the end of the bed. The desk itself however is quite nice, if not just as old as the chest Batman was just looking through. It has a rolltop which smoothly glides up and down and reveals a spot for a laptop to sit and… not much more. A days-old, stale proline bar that’s barely been nibbled on, a gaggle of pens, and a baseball card weighed down by a rusty washer that have both been kept long past their prime. 
There’s a cork board on the top of the rolltop that’s framed by a plastic plant too, but half of it is taken up by a cat poster that says “Hang in There!” and the other half is handwritten notes received on birthdays and holidays and painfully bland Polaroids from office parties and bar crawls. A smiley face is made out of push-pins and to-do lists are written on neon sticky notes.
“Buy more pens. Again.” “Get drycleaning BEFORE WE & LexCorp galas.” “Don’t run to rooftop!!” “Hairgel.” “Why is that pigeon still following me?” And one more in a different script, “You are NOT too polite to call the landlord. The heat has been broken for TWO WEEKS and ur oven wont get over 300° PICK UP THE PHONE KENT!” 
From the LL signature at the bottom of that final note in particular, it seems that Lois Lane often finds herself with the same inquiries that Batman currently has as to how Kent has made it this far. He takes a snapshot of all of the notes before he starts scrounging through the drawers. 
The first drawer he opens is full of different global currencies, from yen to euros to rubles to a handful of Bhutanese ngultrum. They’re all pretty modern bills, none over ten years, and so it’s unlikely that they were collected by some past relative while in service or on vacation. Underneath the money are postcards from a wider variety of places, many written in languages other than English, but the gist of them seem to be thank you cards addressed to Superman… maybe the alien gives them to Kent as trinkets? 
The next drawer has unfinished and scrapped articles overtop of four spiral bound notebooks. The pages are worn at the edges, flipped through often, and Batman scans the contents with quick efficiency. The whole first notebook is filled with meditative exercises, half-formed thoughts, and reminders written out like affirmations.
"Steady hands. Listen before you act."
"Don’t meet escalation with escalation—meet it with understanding."
"You can’t help anyone if you aren’t kind."
The writing is casual but deliberate, with the kind of discipline that suggests repetition—or maybe guidelines that Kent is attempting to force himself to internalize. Some are repeated and some are written in pencil and most are in pen. The further down the page, the longer it looks like Kent forced himself to take when jotting the lines down. In fact, the bottom line at first looks as if it was written on a typewriter with its even and perfect courier font but upon another inspection, it was just painstakingly copied by hand. 
This pattern continues throughout the lined pages, and it steadily becomes more structured. A methodical breakdown of stress responses and how to manage them. Breath control. Muscle relaxation. Mental exercises to reroute panic. Entire sections crossed out and rewritten in places. Some pages dog-eared and some torn out. It reads like someone studying their own brain, picking it apart, trying to understand how to manage a life or two by themself. 
Batman flips to the second notebook and stops.
The pages are filled with star maps.
Meticulously hand-drawn, labeled with precise coordinates and distances, neat calculations scribbled into the margins. The kind of detailed work that suggests personal investment rather than casual interest. Some of the markings are in English, but—the rest aren’t.
It starts as scattered notations in the margins. Then whole lines. Then entire pages. Symbols Batman doesn’t recognize but appear with enough frequency, enough repetition, that their purpose is obvious.
He forces himself to exhale through the cowl, nods, closes the notebook, and moves to the last two. They look… different. Like something out of a high school language class. There are words written in that same unfamiliar script that was present in the star charts. Painstakingly copied over and over. Grammar breakdowns. Repeated drills. Some pages are crossed out in frustration. 
Kent’s own notes, the handwriting that Batman has become intimately familiar with in the past hour while inhabiting the man’s home, is scrawled in the margins between the symbols and cyphers—“This doesn’t work in spoken form—WHY??” and “No direct equivalent?? Figure this out.”
Batman stares at the page in his hands. It’s familiar again; somewhere in the manor he has notebooks that look like this too. It’s someone trying to teach themselves an extinct language. Some forgotten dialect, unearthed and incomplete. Creating a language looks different from learning one, and Batman is sure this isn’t just a middle schooler’s note-passing cipher. It’s a language without direct translations and unfamiliar conjugations and odd tones that for some reason, Clark Kent is learning. Like it exists somewhere and like it means something—or meant something—to someone.
His hand tightens around the spine of the notebook. Then, without thinking too hard about it, he tears out a page full of what looks close enough to a key to possibly be deciphered and crossreferenced. He tucks it away and moves on. 
The last drawer sticks closed at first, but after a sharp tug, it jerks open. 
Inside is a mess of drawings, crayon-scribbled cards, and carefully folded letters. Art. Notes. All of them signed by different hands, from practiced cursive to shaky, uneven scrawls. Some are addressed to Superman and some are just signed with a name and a few are without any name at all but a familiar S is emblazoned instead; red, yellow, and blue.
Batman picks up a paper-mâché model of the solar system, the colors chipped and faded, with “Thank You, Superman” written across the rings of Saturn. And this… makes sense. Because Superman is sentimental? Is that what it is? The way he talks, the way he acts—it’s obvious, he supposes. The alien cares about people. But this? This is a different level.
It’s not just a drawer full of old letters and drawings. It’s archival and in neat stacks and with worn edges and implies that they’ve been handled before, revisited. Like Kent—who, by all accounts, is an underpaid, overworked journalist—has nothing better to do than sift through Superman’s leftover fan mail.
And the problem is, Batman believes it. That’s what makes it so irritating.
Because of course Clark Kent is the kind of person who would keep all of this. Of course he’s the type who would tuck away paper mâché planets and crayon drawings and actually treasure them.
Of course Superman is dating someone like that.
Batman’s jaw tightens.
The thought is stupid. Not just because it’s wrong—because it doesn’t make sense. It shouldn’t matter, but there’s a sharp, undeniable annoyance sitting heavy in his chest. It’s the principle of it.
Superman has the entire world at his feet. The most powerful being on Earth. He could be with anyone—anyone interesting—and he chooses some affable, mild-mannered reporter who probably apologizes to mannequins when he bumps into them?
Batman exhales, slow and even.
He’s being irrational. It’s fine. This is fine. It’s just—he doesn’t like when things don’t add up. Kent and Superman’s relationship doesn’t add up. Superman keeps every random scribbled-on napkin he’s handed? Doesn’t track. Superman has time for a relationship at all? Really doesn’t track.
Batman’s gaze flickers back to the second drawer because then—there’s the notebooks, too. The star maps. The cypher or whatever it is—and it’s not even the language itself that gets him, but the way it’s being learned. In such a human way, so they must be Kent’s notebooks but somehow and someway, Superman must be involved. 
He sighs.
Because, of course. Of course Clark Kent is this kind of person. Of course he writes himself motivational notes and hoards old fan mail and studies the night sky like he’s trying to learn its secrets from scratch. Of course he buys more pens when he already has a desk full of them.
Of course Superman is dating someone like this.
He takes a last glance at the note on the corkboard—Don’t run to rooftop!!—and lets out an exasperated breath. Then, finally, he turns on his heel and heads for the door.
This whole thing is ridiculous. And frustrating. And maybe, just maybe, a little bit funny because it feels like there’s a snake sitting heavy around his lungs… he just needs to get out of the apartment. It’s just the idea of such a pathetically domestic life that makes him uncomfortable, nothing more.
Maybe a more confrontational approach is necessary. 

    





  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          This can be left open-ended, but if you folks would like to see another chapter, I am also down to write it :) just give me some feedback—could go Bruce and Clark meeting or Batman and Clark or any mixture of them and their hero ids, I’d love some guidance lol
Thank you for reading and I hope you enjoyed!! Stupid Clark Kent and his stupid Leap Year birthday.


        


    


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








