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The Penthouse

    by Jintian

      Summary

      Clark attends a party at Bruce's place. Post-ep for The Batman Superman Movie: World's Finest (1998).



      Notes

        PLEASE NOTE: This story has been rewritten and republished elsewhere as an original work. I am leaving it available here at the Archive -- under lock -- for anyone who still wishes to enjoy the fanfiction version. Please do not distribute the story outside the Archive.
Thanks to Nonie Rider for the plot bunny.




  






    






The Penthouse

    
      

"Clark, would you walk a little faster?  I will never understand how you make a living as an investigative reporter when your average speed is half a mile an hour."  Lois glared back at him, carefully coiffed hair practically hissing displeasure.
"Sorry."  Clark quickened his pace.  "Why couldn't we have stayed in the cab?"
"Because another minute in Gotham City traffic might result in grievous injury to you or the cab driver or both.  Fashionably late does not mean 'miss the party entirely'."
"I don't see how that would be a problem, either," he grumbled, but she took his arm and propelled him along the sidewalk.
"Didn't you decide you like Bruce?"
"I never said that.  Anyway, that was in Metropolis.  I'll bet on his own playground he's just another Lex Luthor."
"I think I know him well enough to know he's not Lex Luthor."
Clark opened his mouth -- "And vigilante justice in a bat costume makes him a hero." -- but the sarcasm dried on his lips.  Clark Kent wasn't supposed to know how Bruce Wayne spent his nights.  He changed direction.  "Are you sure you'll be okay?  I mean, seeing him again?"
Lois shrugged, her satin-wrapped shoulders washed smooth by the streetlights.  "This is just as much business for me as social.  Bruce Wayne is an important contact to keep.  I think I can manage to be an adult about it."  She winked at him.  "Of course, it doesn't hurt to show up with a cute date."
He blushed and tried to quell the jumping sensation in his chest.
"You know, if you happen to meet someone at the party yourself," Lois continued, "I reserve the right to make snide remarks about hypocrites and socialites.  It's only fair."
"I doubt I'll meet anyone worth talking to outside of an interview."  Clark grimaced.  "The kind of people Bruce Wayne would invite to a party probably aren't my type."
"Don't underestimate Bruce's taste in people, Clark.  He invited you, didn't he?"



  *


The party was in the penthouse suite of a brand new high-rise in the city.  As they stepped into the lobby, Clark had an impression of the building crouching over them like a great hulking animal, the long row of glass elevators shining like a mouthful of teeth.  The ride up seemed to take hours, Lois pretending not to check her appearance in the glass reflection every other floor, Clark pretending not to watch her.
At the top they handed their coats over to a snooty-looking butler, and Clark tried to keep his mouth from dropping open.  It was, by far, the most expensive apartment he'd ever seen.  He craned his neck to stare at the massive skylight arching over the living room, and almost tripped over Lois.
"Get a grip, Smallville," she muttered.
"Sorry.  Can you believe this place?"  They passed a gleaming ebony statue of...something exotic-looking.  Clark did a double take and realized it was a naked man in what looked like an extremely unlikely position.
"Lifestyles of the rich and famous."
"And you turned down the chance to be one of them?"
Lois gave him a sour look.  "Weren't you just being a party pooper?"
"Lois!  So glad you could make it."  And there was Bruce Wayne, looking like a younger, suaver James Bond in a sleek black tux, every hair and thread perfectly in place.  He glided forward to greet them and -- a man that big shouldn't be able to glide, Clark thought.  His shoulders began to itch in his rented jacket.
Lois pressed her cheek to Wayne's.  "Bruce!  You look gorgeous as always."
"As do you."  Tucking her hand into his elbow, Wayne turned to Clark.  "You look well, Kent."
His eyes searched Clark's face as they shook hands.  After a second it seemed he'd found whatever he was looking for: Clark caught a smirk lurking in Wayne's expression, intimate and knowing.  In response he tightened his grip on Wayne's hand until the look disappeared and became a spark of alarm.
"Nice place," Clark said, and let go.
Wayne didn't blink.  "A little opulent for my tastes, I admit -- the decorator went overboard.  My house outside the city is much more sedate."
"And here I was thinking you were just showing off."
"Clark, why don't you get us a drink?" Lois said pointedly.
"Actually, that would be nice."  Wayne smiled -- that knowing look had returned, all over his mouth and his arrogant chin.  "The bar's over there.  I'll take a Scotch, neat.  And a cosmo as usual for you, Lois?"
"Absolutely."
"Thanks, Kent," Wayne said, slapping him on the shoulder.  "I'm going to introduce Lois to some people.  I promise we won't go far."  He steered her away.
"And here I thought hosting a party meant being a host," Clark muttered.
He got the drinks after nearly fifteen minutes of signaling the equally snooty bartender, then surveyed the crowd.  The party had swelled in the short time since they'd arrived.  What looked like a hundred or more people now had spilled out onto the terrace and roof garden, all dressed in various silks, satins and sequins.  It looked like black was the uniform for the night.  To Clark's eyes, despite the festive nature of the event, they all looked depressingly monotone and grim.
He sensed a motion in the crowd and turned to see Wayne emerging, coming toward him.  Clark handed over the Scotch.  "Where's Lois?"
"Ran off with the mayor.  She's trying to get an impromptu interview about the latest crime statistics."
Clark scanned the room again and didn't see her, then used his x-ray vision to scope out the terrace.  She was indeed with Gotham City's mayor, as well as what looked like several other higher-ups, gesturing emphatically with a three-quarters gone martini.  Clark sighed and set the cosmo back down on the bar.
Bruce watched him.  "Does she ever stop working?"
"Do you?" Clark countered.  "How's business, anyway?  Hopefully things have taken a more serious turn."
Wayne's expression darkened and he leaned closer, pitching his voice low.  "It's been quiet lately, but bad jokes are like bad pennies -- they always turn up."
"Speaking of, I had another extracurricular run-in with your old business partner the other week.  We didn't part on good terms, of course, but I'm sure he sends his regards."
"I'm sure."  Wayne's gaze flickered over Clark's face again, and from this close it was rather...disconcerting.  Clark could smell his cologne, cool and confident and probably very expensive, and beneath that something more mysterious, the scent of the man himself.  He glanced at the mirror behind the bar and saw their reflection: one broad-shouldered, dark-haired man leaning into the other, obviously sharing secrets.
Someone jostled his arm as more party guests pressed toward the bar.  The crowd was noisy, but Clark's superhearing parsed out gaps in the blanket of sound, places where people might be silent and listening.  He looked at Wayne, and saw he was thinking the same thing.
"So how about giving me a tour?" Clark said.
Wayne smiled.  "Just follow me."



  *


Clark followed.  Through the crush of bodies, the way clearing for Wayne like the parting of the Red Sea.  People greeted him as they passed, shaking hands with familiar touches on the arm, reaching up to kiss him on the cheek, looking at Clark with new appreciation as Wayne made introductions, never forgetting a name or a connection.  Clark estimated he must have furthered at least a dozen business deals just by crossing the room.
Then they were out of the main gathering area, Wayne leading him down a corridor and into a dark wood-paneled office.  "Lock the door behind you," Wayne instructed, before heading over to the opposite wall.
He did as told, then watched as Wayne pressed something at his wrist and leaned forward to let another of those naked man figurines give him an optical scan.  Clark muted his surprise as the wall slid back and opened, revealing a dark room beyond.  He followed Wayne over the threshold.
The inner space was dominated by a massive viewscreen with a green-grid map of Gotham City, flanked by smaller computers and keyboards on either side.  Further back in the shadows, Clark could see a series of stainless steel shelves housing tools and gadgets and pieces of gadgets.
"This is my other office," Wayne said.  "We can talk privately here."
"Impressive," Clark said.  "This must put your rent through the roof."
"Actually, I own the building."
"Ah, right.  It is part of Gotham City, after all."
Wayne turned from the console he had been checking.  "Do you have a problem with me, Kent?  Because it seems you're bothered by something more than a simple ethical difference in our methods."
The blush returned with a vengeance.  What was wrong with him?  Jealousy?  Lois was right -- he needed to be an adult about this.  Clark straightened.  "I apologize.  I just...I suppose I feel a little out of my element."
"And maybe feeling like your progress in a certain other area is being threatened?"
"If you mean Lois, should I feel threatened?"
"Certainly not by me.  She's a wonderful woman, as you know, but the relationship is past tense and unlikely to change as long as we remain who we are."
"Because she couldn't deal with Batman."  Thinking of how she'd tried, unsuccessfully, to get closer to Superman before meeting Wayne, Clark leaned against the console table and bowed his head.
"It's an un-crossable gulf, isn't it?" Wayne said quietly.  "Friends, family, co-workers.  Lovers.  Even when they know, you're still alone."
"At least you share a species with them."
"I hadn't thought of that."  Wayne looked surprised.  "For a second there I forgot you're not -- "
"Human?  Yeah.  At least underneath your mask, you know who you are."
"Don't be so sure."  Wayne stepped closer, and his voice lowered into that deep, husky register he'd adopted for his other self.  "There are other ways of being an outsider."
"Like what, being a millionaire in a penthouse?"
"I'm talking about ways that aren't so visible."  And before Clark could answer, Wayne closed the space between them with a kiss.
It was, like the man, a thoroughly professional job.  Lips mobile and experienced, just the right amount of tongue slipping into Clark's mouth half-open with surprise.  Wayne leaned into the kiss, the angle of his body balanced so as not to overpower, yet still making his intentions clear.
Except -- what were his intentions?  Clark gathered his wits and broke the kiss.
"W-Wayne?" he stuttered.
"You can say Bruce."  Clark saw that his lips were wet, and something warm and heavy turned over in his stomach.  "We're a little too close for surnames, don't you think?"
"Close?  You mean because we just -- what do you mean?"
"I mean that we know each other's names.  Our real names."
Clark pulled away.  "Superman and Batman aren't names.  They're costumes."
"No more than the clothes we're wearing now."  Bruce shrugged.  "Except for the fact that the costumes fit better."
At a loss for words, Clark simply stared.  Bruce looked completely unruffled, as if he brought aliens into his private office for kissing everyday.  "Don't distract me," Clark said.  "What do you want from me?"
Bruce spread his hands.  "I invited you here because, as we learned in Metropolis, it would be to our benefit to step out of our respective cities once in a while.  If our enemies can cross those borders easily, we need to be able to do the same.  We need to see each other as resources."
"So this is a business relationship you're trying to forge?  You're right, our methods do differ beyond the ethical."
"That was why I invited you to the party.  What just happened was something else.  I'm not made of steel, Clark."  Bruce smiled.  "Are the rumors true about you?"
Clark held very still as Bruce closed the distance again.  He tried to remember, as Bruce's mouth crashed against his, if he'd ever been the object of a seduction before, something so forceful and purposeful, someone who knew exactly what he wanted and had the power and self-assurance to go after it.  Not in any of Clark's previous fumbling, awkward erotic encounters had he ever felt something so focused.  The only thing he could really parallel it to was Lex Luthor's obsession with making him dead.
He tried not to think about the dead part.
This time Bruce used his hands, sliding one up the back of Clark's neck into his hair, the other around his waist to the small of his back.  For a split second Clark kept enough control for Bruce's efforts to feel like nothing more than a slight breeze, his human strength tiny and ineffectual.  Then he opened his mouth and Bruce's tongue slid against his, the Scotch aftertaste like a remnant of fire, and Clark was gone.
He backed Bruce against the steel console, kissing him hungrily, connecting with the hard surface and scrabbling for purchase so that Bruce was trapped in the circle of his arms.  Bruce moved his hands, unbuttoning Clark's tux jacket, yanking his shirt out of his pants to trail warm fingers across the skin underneath.
Clark pulled his tie free, pulled Bruce's off and tossed it to the floor before mouthing his neck.  Bruce sucked in a ragged breath and Clark used his superspeed to undo Bruce's collar, shirt and pants, exposing his torso from throat to boxers by the time he'd exhaled.
Bruce laughed into his mouth.  "You like to move fast, I see."
Half a mile an hour -- Clark grinned to himself.
He licked Bruce's ear, biting the lobe gently, then again, not so gently.  Bruce made an "unh" sound, and Clark slid his mouth down Bruce's neck to his collarbone, smiling when Bruce did it again, louder.  Pushed a hand down over the sharpness of his hipbone and found the hard length between his legs.  He stroked it upward and Bruce moaned and thrust against him, cupping Clark's ass with his own hand.
"Feels like you've done this before," he gasped.
"Once or twice," Clark confessed.  "And you?"
"I went to an all-male boarding school.  Do the math."
"Got anything you want to teach me?"
"I do."  Lightning-quick, Bruce ducked out from underneath him and pressed himself against Clark's back, groin to ass, unzipping Clark and pulling his erection free.  Hot strong fingers wrapped around him, and the world went dizzy and lopsided as all the blood in Clark's head rushed south.
Not that there had been much left to begin with -- what the hell was he doing, letting Bruce Wayne, letting Batman, grope him in his private penthouse fortress?
Any further protestation was silenced as Bruce started groping him in earnest, his other hand clutching Clark's chest and flicking his nipple with his thumb.  Ineffectual breeze?  God, his hand was a furnace, the grip tight as a fucking vise, the motions expert and unhesitating.  Clark moved his hips to meet each stroke, Bruce grinding his erection against him and thrusting into his ass.
He felt Bruce's mouth hot on his ear, teeth nipping, giving back the bite from before.  "Like this, Clark?  You want this from me, too, I know you do.  Question is, what else do you want?"
"Fuck me."  Clark shuddered.  "You can fuck me.  I want you to fuck me."
Quickly, Bruce pushed both of their pants down, his dick hot and hard at Clark's opening.  "This won't hurt you, will it?"
"No, it won't, please, please..."
He heard Bruce spit into his hand, felt Bruce's knees pushing his legs apart.  Clark braced his weight on the table, the arousal like a lightning storm all along his body, striking nerves into quivering, hungering need.  He felt Bruce pushing into him, larger than Clark thought he would be, broader, but that was good, that was so good, filling him with one long not-so-controlled thrust, stroking down with his hand simultaneously so the pleasure imploded with the force of a nuclear bomb.
"Oh, God," Bruce groaned.  "Clark, Jesusfuck..."  And the sound of him so undone, the perfect playboy brought down to the level of the profane, growling Clark's name, sliding sloppily in and out of him like a rutting animal on top of his own clean metal table --
He felt Bruce come with a wash of heat, covered Bruce's hand with his own, guiding him to stroke harder and faster.  Bruce thrust raggedly into him, still half-erect, and the pressure tightened and tensed until Clark thought he couldn't take it anymore, that he'd rupture something if he didn't come.  Then Bruce bent further over him, draping his body over Clark's, and Clark smelled his cologne again, realized he'd be covered with it when they were done, and that was the push over the edge, the nuclear bomb finally exploding outward with a nerve-shattering roar.
They stood there panting, Bruce clutching Clark's hips to hold himself up.  Clark looked down at the table and saw he'd crunched the edge of it in his hand.
"Wow," he said.
"Indeed."  Bruce pulled Clark's chin around and kissed him, his tongue following that same burning Scotch-soaked slide, only this time Clark met him halfway.
After a few minutes they pulled apart, re-buttoning clothes and re-fastening ties.  Clark felt sticky and dirty, used, fluids pooling in uncomfortable places.  He realized he'd probably lost the deposit on the tux.
But he couldn't help grinning as he followed Bruce back to the party.



  *


"There you are!" Lois said, grabbing Clark's arm near the bar.  "Half the guests have left already.  There was a rumor Bruce took off.  He, uh, does that sometimes."
"He's right over there."  Clark pointed across the room, where Bruce was seeing off yet another circle of black suits.  The only thing amiss about him was a slight sheen of perspiration on his forehead.
The only thing amiss without x-ray vision, of course.
"Well," Lois said, oblivious to him grinning like a loon.  "We should make our goodbyes and head back to the hotel.  Early departure tomorrow."  She led them over.
Clark composed himself.  "Did you get much out of the mayor?"
"Close-mouthed as always, and he tried to make a pass at me!  I really, really hate Gotham City."
"Leaving so soon?"  Bruce smiled at them.  "It was good to see you both."
Lois kissed his cheek again.  "Thanks for inviting us.  It was lovely.  Call me the next time you're in Metropolis?"
"I will.  Clark, did you enjoy the party?"  Bruce's eyes glinted with amusement.
He surprised himself by not blushing.  "I did.  Glad we got a chance to talk some business."
"Same here."  And there was that knowing smile again: "Feel free to use me as a resource for anything you might need."
"Likewise."  They shook hands, Bruce's grip strong and warm and familiar.
He could feel Lois's eyes practically bugging out of her head with curiosity, but she was quiet for most of the elevator ride down.  Just before they hit the ground floor, she turned to him.  "You disappeared for quite a long stretch, too.  Did you end up meeting a Gotham City socialite after all?"
Clark grinned at his reflection in the glass.  "Well, let's just say I admit they could be more my type than I thought."
"See?"  Lois nodded.  "I told you Bruce has good taste."
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