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The Problem With Clark Kent

    by vectacular

      Summary

      Bruce Wayne has a problem. 
A Clark Kent problem.
A big, huge, Clark can’t-wear-his-normal-clothes-and-constantly-walks-around-in-only-a-loincloth problem, not to mention the greying hair making him seem even more―



      Notes

        This mash-up is like. DILFy Warworld/Authority Supes meets Future State Batman, but Batman lives like that Dan Mora DC run. Idk. Just look at them! 
Quite surprised I got 7k out of this. Thinking too much abt this Supes caused my brain to break because he is. Hot. And I am bi. Please enjoy!
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The Problem With Clark Kent

    
      Bruce Wayne has a problem. 
A Clark Kent problem.
A big,  huge, Clark can’t-wear-his-normal-clothes-and-constantly-walks-around-in-only-a-loincloth problem, not to mention the greying hair making him seem even  more―  
Needless to say, ever since he spotted Clark, laughing with fellow League members when he first returned to Earth, in his Warworld attire, Bruce has never known peace.
Yes, Clark is attractive, and kind, and generous, and all those things, and he’s been able to keep a lid on any more-than-platonic feelings throughout their friendship, but― 
But,  then Clark spotted him while he was talking with J’onn and smiled, the conversation ending while Bruce tried in vain to boot his brain back into coherency, mind effectively stalling from when he first spotted Clark. 
“Bruce!” Clark smiles and Bruce replies on autopilot, brain taking in how much  more  Clark’s presence is, and not just because he’s been off-planet. The amount of muscles on display seems obscene,  is  obscene, and Bruce tries to get his brain on a track that doesn’t lead to him just ― crossing a line.
 

 
“Clark,” Bruce frowns, staring at the alien in question in his apartment. “Hello,” he says, confused as he wonders how Clark managed to get in, looking like  that,  loincloth and all, and not to mention the nosy neighbours. 
“Nice place,” Clark says, looking at the high ceilings and expensive furnishings before sitting down on the couch, and Bruce steers his brain away from the bulging thigh muscles on display, “I did almost set off a few of your alarms, sorry,” Clark says sheepishly and Bruce mentally shakes the image of sitting on Clark’s lap, pursing his lips. 
“What are you doing here? And when will you change out of  those? ” Bruce asks, scrunching his nose as if in disgust. And really, he should, he can’t even imagine the stares he’d get walking down the street, and not mention what affects the outfit has on Bruce’s own sanity.
Clark sighs and rests his head on his hand, “my clothes won’t fit me anymore,” the alien says mournfully. “Plus, Lois and I finalized our divorce,” Bruce blinks and plays the last sentence a few times, especially considering Clark sounded more sad about his lack of fitting clothes than that.

  “What?” 

“Just ― while I was gone, she,” Clark frowns, “moved on, I guess. Which was ― shocking, but we’re still good friends and parents,” Clark waves a hand around, “we’ll always love each other, even if it’s changed.”
“That’s ― should I break out some alcohol for this?” Bruce frowns, sitting next to Clark. 
Clark laughs, short and sweet, “nah, just needed to tell someone. You’re the first person outside of Jon I’ve told,” Clark sighs and stretches out, and Bruce keeps his eyes firmly on Clark’s face.  Really. Obscene,  he thinks faintly. 
Bruce gets up and picks his phone off the counter, “then allow me to get you a new wardrobe.”
“You can’t just! Bruce! There’s no need!” Clark shouts, voice high and Bruce can hear him stand up. 
“Of course I can, I know some places that owe me anyway,” he drawls. “Try not to cause a scene as we get there, John Carter.” 
Clark sputters.
 

 
On the street, walking out of the car to the boutique, Bruce saw at least  three  people have a crisis when they looked at Clark. And then walking into the store, the young man who came up to them also seemed to be having a similar crisis, before settling onto a more pinched look.
“Can I help you… ?” The man says and Bruce takes off his sunglasses and raises an eyebrow. The man pales, “Mr Wayne!”
“Yes, I’d like a whole entire wardrobe for,” he gestures at Clark, who gives him a combination of a glare and a pout, “tailored, of course.” 
The man stares at Clark for a moment, another, and Bruce wonders if Clark’s as unaware as he seems.  Surely not,  “of course,” the man nods and gestures to follow him, with Clark’s glare on him intensifying. 
“Bruce, you don’t have to,” Clark pleads. 
Bruce shrugs as they come into a changing room, mirrors all around and lounges around a platform, “don’t worry about it,” he sighs and pats Clark’s chest before sitting down on the lounge, putting the sunglasses on his head. “We should probably make this short, since John Carter here doesn’t like being catered to,” Clark lets out an indignant sound, “just the basics, measurements, and then we can sort everything out from there.” 
Another man comes in, pauses, and seems to also have a crisis as he stares at Clark and takes a brief glance down to his measuring tape and tablet. 
 

 
Considering it was all hands on deck for some intergalactic help, Bruce was bracing himself for Clark’s loincloth look.
This,  arguably, is worse. “Bruce!” Clark smiles, waving at him and Bruce nods, staring at the red-and-blue gloves. The blue and red suit  does  cover more, but Bruce never knew he needed Clark in gloves until this moment. Also, lots of bulging muscles under fabric. “How’re you?” Clark asks, right in front of him and Bruce smothers his heart spiking like he knows it wants to, especially with how sincere Clark is.
“Fine,” he answers. “How’s Lois and Jon?” 
Clark hums and taps his chin, biceps straining as he crosses an arm and Bruce snaps himself out of it before he misses Clark’s answer. “We’re all going quite well. It’s odd at times, but,” Clark shrugs. 
“Nothing you can’t handle,” he deadpans and Clark chuckles. “What’s with the suit?” 
Clark looks down at said suit, putting his hands on his hips, “Lois had some criticism, and she suggested this one.” 
Bruce isn’t sure whether to thank or threaten Lois for whatever she said, but he has the feelings that no matter what Clark wears, his brain wouldn’t care either way. “She didn’t like the John Carter outfit? I’m surprised,” he mutters and Clark crosses his arms, pouting. 
“And maybe I didn’t want to be called that by you anymore.”
Bruce starts to smirk, and Clark glares at him. “Too late. John Carter.” 
 

 
Yawning, Bruce pulls the hoodie tighter around him, the early morning cold, and even patrolling in his suit he felt the bite. Opening his apartment, he stops at the front door, senses on high alert as he creeps into his apartment, quietly closing the door. 
The couch creaks and Bruce walks closer to it, preparing to ― “Bruce?” The familiar voice makes him stop and sigh, as well as press his temples. 
“Clark? What are you doing here ― again?” He growls, annoyed as he turns on a nearby lamp, making Clark whine and cover his eyes with his free hand, bottle of beer sloshing in the other. “Are you  drunk?!” 
Clark sighs, stretching out over the couch, and Bruce curses the form-fitting blue shirt and pants, thinking at least this would be easier if Clark was in his old, oversized clothes instead of looking like some GQ cover model. “Not drunk ― just, buzzed, I think,” Clark takes a swig, “‘s nice.” 
Exhaling, Bruce sits next to Clark, watching as the bottle is emptied, “and you’re doing this in my place, why?” 
Clark frowns, big hands dwarfing the beer bottle as he leans forward, “dunno, your place is… nice. And quiet.”
Bruce chuckles, “you’re kidding.” Even without him here, there’s still the rich socialites always making parties for themselves, as well as paparazzi at all hours to catch a glimpse for their gossip columns. 
The other man shrugs, putting the now empty bottle onto the living room table and yawning. Bruce freezes as Clark’s arm ends up behind him and Bruce moves forward, the heat from Clark’s arm, as well as the side closest to him making him want to catch up on the sleep he was planning, before he found Clark in his home. “It is! It's comforting. And quiet, and,” Clark exhales deeply, arm suddenly coming to his shoulders and pulling him into a side-hug, “you’re here,” Clark finishes with a whisper. 
Bruce can feel his face getting hot, and the yearning for sleep calls even more, which he briefly quashes as he gets out of Clark’s hold, “okay. I’m officially cutting you off,” he scolds, finishing the sentence with a yawn, “just. Stay there,” he points to the couch and Clark’s eyes stare up at him, “and  I , am going to get a few hours of sleep. Just. Stay.” 
Clark continues to stare at him forlornly as he makes his way to his room, pulling his hoodie off before flopping onto the bed. 
 

 
Bruce wakes up when the sun starts hitting his eyes through the blinds, groaning as he sits up. His ears pick up sound outside his room, and he tenses before remembering that Clark’s probably there. Frowning, he opens the door and walks to the main area, finding Clark in the kitchen with a sunny smile that seems more bright than the sunlight that woke him up, and he squints. 
“I made you breakfast! Though,” Clark frowns and turns around to work on something, sunny smile returning as a coffee is set on the counter, “coffee first for you, I think!” 
Grunting, Bruce moves to the mug of coffee and taking a huge sip. Rubbing an eye, Bruce stares at the plate of toast, bacon and eggs before eating a mouthful. Bruce grunts again as he eats more and Clark laughs.
“You’re welcome!” Clark chirps. 
Bruce scowls and has another huge drink of coffee, “did you even get hungover?” 
“Uhhhhhh… no,” Clark shrugs and Bruce gestures to the breakfast with his fork, “I already ate, but I could hear you get up so I made more.” 
“Asshole,” Bruce grouses and Clark laughs more as he finishes off the food, hungrier than he thought he was. 
“Thanks for dealing with, well, me, and for letting me stay,” Clark gives him a soft smile, staring at him fondly and Bruce ducks his head, embarrassed with such affection shown. 
“It was nothing.” 
 

 
“Do you think dad hates mom?” Jon asks, sounding more like the kid he used to be, than the teenager he is now. 
Bruce scoffs, “of course not.” 
“What do  you  think about it?” Jon asks, crossing his arms and staring at him. Shrugging, Bruce continues to work on his gadget, not wanting to send the teen away when he came into the dilapidated not-cave. 
“Clark’s told me that he’s happy, as well as Lois, other than that I have no opinion,” he offers. Jon makes a skeptical noise. 
“I didn’t ask about what they think, but you! You’re dad’s best friend!” Jon’s voice echoes around the area, and Bruce sighs. 
“It was sudden, but considering Clark went to Warworld, and then one of the first things he tells me when he’s back is that he and Lois are divorcing,” he shrugs, “it’s all about adjusting at this point, with how things are.” 
Jon deflates, giving him puppy eyes as he flops onto the table, which makes a concerning sound with the super-strength applied, “do you think they’d get back together?” 
“Probably not,” he says truthfully, and Jon’s eyes become even more puppy-like, “they still love each other, just in different ways. And they’ll never stop caring about you,” he says into the gadget, not wanting to deal with Jon’s emotional face. “If you dented the table, you’re paying for it.” 
Jon groans and floats up, crossing his legs. “I don’t want you to be right, because you usually are and I hate it,” Bruce gives him a flat look, “and look, no dents!”
“Excellent,” he deadpans, “now, don’t you have Jay to go be annoying around, or some disaster  outside of Gotham  to avert?”
 

 
Bruce is watching over the city when his comm beeps. “Yes?” 
He hears a sigh ― Oracle’s, “I don’t appreciate being used as a messenger pigeon for something like this, but apparently official channels were needed. Superman is across the city and he wants to talk to you,” she says, voice clipped before closing the connection and Bruce blinks, getting out his binoculars to look over the opposite side of the city. Eventually, he finds Superman, blue-red suit stark against the black of the cityscape as Clark waves at him.
Putting away the binoculars, he grapples his way across Gotham, roof jumping across the last few until he reaches Clark, who’s sitting on an air conditioning unit. “And you went through Oracle, why?” 
Clark smiles, shrugs then stands up, holding out a tablet, “didn’t want to annoy your, official patrolling, or something,” Bruce takes the tablet, and he watches Clark scratches his head, “it made sense to me at the time. Anyways, I just wanted a fresh pair of eyes on this,” Clark steps forward, their feet touching as Clark works on the tablet upside-down, pulling up some files about some missing persons. “Think I’m missing something,” Clark frowns, and Bruce resists the urge to step back, able to see the many laugh lines on the other’s face.
Taking his brain away from Clark-related musings, like how he can see the black fading down to white in Clark’s hair, Bruce looks through the data. “Have you checked the assistant’s family?”
“... No,” Clark frowns and takes the tablet, looking through the data. And not moving, turning into him as he stares at the tablet, and Bruce viciously strikes thoughts down about how  big  Clark is, shielding him from the wind. Clark looks up, earnest blue eyes staring at him, uncaring of the lack of space between them. “Thanks.” 
Bruce considers crossing his arms, but with the lack of space, and even with his suit, doesn’t want to risk brushing against Clark as he does, so he keeps his arms still. “Of course,” he offers, “is that all?” 
“Um, yes. I think,” Clark holds the tablet close, staring intensely at him until he looks up, brows furrowing. “I have to go.” 
Clark flies off suddenly, the intimate bubble disappearing, and Bruce tries to keep his mind on Gotham throughout the rest of his patrol.  ‘Tried’  being the operative word.
 

 
Bruce sighs, gingerly lying on his bed, having taken a bullet out of his thigh and bandaging it up. Armour-piercing bullets aren’t fun to face up against, but at least he stopped a human trafficking ring during his patrol. 
Mentally going over what else happened, his thoughts inevitably turn to Clark. Even with his work, the meeting with Clark took up a lot of his thoughts, which was quite annoying. The lack of personal space, the heat he can always feel coming from Clark, the smell of ozone he carries with how much he flies… 
Then his thoughts go to Clark’s gloved hands, which is something he never thought he wanted until he saw it, wants those hands on him, can feel the Kryptonian fabric pressing into his skin, Clark’s deft fingers working their way down and he hums, arousal building as he fantasizes, legs opening as his hand wanders down his chest.
Closing his eyes, Bruce thinks about running his hands through Clark’s hair as they kiss, hot and filthy as Clark’s hands travels to his pants, an eager hand clutching his cock and he moans, other hand gripping his thigh as he thinks about Clark’s hungry expression between biting kisses. 
Orgasm slowly building, his mind blanks on what Clark would say, brain fizzing as he thinks about Clark’s mass on top of him,  stroking  him, holding him down and his orgasm comes closer as he lets out a moan, stroking himself faster, edging on pain, his thigh burning from the recent injury. 
Clark, as concerned as always, would probably make his way down, leaving marks along his neck and chest as his pants get pulled down to show his cock and thighs, and he squeezes the recently injured thigh, pain mixing with pleasure as he thinks about Clark’s worried eyes, kissing the injured area softly.
He gasps as he comes, caught up in his fantasy, the imaginary Clark leaving with a smile as he fades away. Pulling his sticky hands off himself, he pulls his pants up and groans, crawling underneath his sheets as sleep takes him.
 

 
Bruce looks at the light on in his apartment and sighs, already knowing what to expect as he opens the door. “Clark,” he states, exhausted after his patrol, and while seeing Clark is not ― horrible, it’s also not what he was expecting to come home to. 
“I made food?” Clark gives him an innocent smile and puts a bowl of garlic pasta on the kitchen counter, and he pauses, narrowing his eyes as he takes a bite. 
Bruce takes another bite, conceding, “fine,” he says finally and Clark sighs in relief, his intrusion accepted. 
“Sorry, I just ― sorry,” Clark smiles and starts to make a cup of coffee, putting it next to the bowl as Bruce eats. 
“You might as well move in at this point,” Bruce says as he finishes his meal, inhaling the coffee even with its scalding temperature. Clark starts, moving away as Bruce washes the bowl and mug. Of course, he’s unsure whether Clark would want to move in with  him,  but considering how much time he’s been spending here, it’d be more efficient at this point. And if Clark doesn’t want to, it’s easy enough to brush off anyway.
“That’s… a joke, right?” Clark says, tone hesitant. 
“I’m not going to repeat myself,” he grunts.
“I―Bruce, you don’t want me to intrude,” Clark goes on, and even with Bruce not looking, he can tell that Clark’s wringing his hands and Bruce scoffs, rolling his eyes as he turns around. 
“You’ve been doing that. A lot. Again. I’m not going to repeat myself.” Bruce raises an eyebrow and Clark gapes, not having caught up yet. 
“If… if you don’t mind?” Clark frowns, still looking as if he’s expecting one of Bruce’s kids to show up with a camera and laugh at his gullibility. “Really?” 
“Yes, Clark,” he explains patiently, “I may not have my mansion anymore, but I still have more than enough rooms in this place,” he shrugs, “plus, you make good food.” 
Clark blinks before smiling, wide and bright and Bruce winces as he’s pulled into a hug, engulfing him and he sighs, patting Clark’s elbow as he melts into hard muscles and warmth. 
“You can let go now,” he mutters, almost wanting to fall asleep in the other’s arms, but Clark quickly pulls away from him, looking sheepish. 
 

 
Living with Clark is ― apparently quite the same as usual, considering Clark’s often off with his family, or helping with a natural disaster, or up on the Watchtower. Bruce has the feeling that Clark’s making himself scarce even after moving in, eyes going wide at the size of his room with en suite. 
Though Clark has committed himself to being annoying about Bruce’s food intake, constantly appearing in the mornings or before he goes out to patrol with a delicious smelling meal.
Plus, there are times, like now, where Bruce, gala ready, walks out of his room and pauses as he sees Clark on the couch, watching TV. It’s less of a shock, but the dejected look on Clark’s face is what makes him pause.
“Clark,” the other man blinks, “is everything okay?” 
Clark heaves a huge sigh and gives him an imploring look. Bruce crosses his arms, “I’ve been trying to get a journalism job like I’ve had before, but I always get rejected,” Bruce frowns, “and after I always hear about why they’d ‘give  Superman  a job. It’d be like cheating with his powers, not to mention what he’d learn about  us,’” Clark sighs again, rubbing his eyes. “I―I. You were right. It was stupid for me to reveal my identity,” Clark says bitterly.
“I’d love to say ‘I told you so,’ but I’ll withhold it this once,” Bruce replies and Clark chuckles tiredly. “Clearly you should get another disguise that’s not just glasses and posture,” Bruce frowns, thinking things over. 
“What, you have another ironclad ID for me in your bag of tricks?” Clark blinks, smiling. 
“Maybe not at the moment. You could always work at places that don’t require ID. I wouldn’t pick the Iceberg Lounge though.” Clark droops, the answer one he wasn’t expecting, “we could figure out another ID and a better disguise for you another time. Pretty sure my contacts are still willing to work with me on those.” 
Clark groans. 
 

 
Bruce sighs and wonders what’s taking Clark so long, especially since this cafe is only down the road from his apartment.  He better not be undoing my work,  he thinks with a grumble, crossing his legs as he takes a sip of coffee. 
His cup of coffee is almost empty by the time Clark’s familiar shape walks in, looking around nervously. The blonde surfer wig on him does look a bit weird, as well as the black trench coat he chose to wear over his clothes, but still. Bruce raises an eyebrow as Clark sits down across from him. 
“Is this really necessary?” Clark asks, pulling on a strand of blond hair.
“Did you get recognised?” He drawls, eyebrow raising higher as Clark shakes his head, “then yes.”
“The wig, it’s weird…“ Clark frowns, hunching in on himself.
“There are other wigs you can try if this isn’t more your style,” Bruce frowns, “as long as it does its job, it should be fine. And it is nice to be out while not being fawned over,”  not to mention all the people having gay crises when they see you,  he adds mentally. Bruce both loves and hates the designer, tailored wardrobe he got for Clark for those reasons. 
Clark sighs, loosening up a bit, “yeah. I’ve missed the anonymity.”
“Exactly. Now tell me what you want, since I need another coffee.” 
Clark blinks, looking over the menu on the table. “You  always  need another coffee.”
 

 
Bruce sits up in… his bed. He’s pretty sure he wasn’t in his bed before. Groaning, he looks around the dark room, the only light from the half moon shining through the windows. Confused, he gets up and goes to the bathroom, trying to remember back to before he apparently fell asleep, but. Only various after-images of blue and red.
Returning back to his room, his muscles lock up as glowing blue eyes stare at him from beside his bed, heart spiking. The blue eyes are very familiar as they blink at him as he sits back on his bed, getting under the covers. “Clark?” 
The luminous eyes crinkle, and Bruce gets the feeling of Clark smiling as his eyes get used to the dark, showing Clark’s shape sitting on a chair beside the bed. “Are you okay?” 
Bruce frowns and scratches his nose, usual impeccable memory failing, “I remember working. I don’t remember coming here. And I  definitely  don’t remember your eyes ever glowing like that,” he finishes off dryly.
“Ah,” Clark huffs, the blue light of his eyes fading and Bruce resists the need to poke at Clark’s eyes. “You were on five days of no sleep, only running off caffeine and sheer force of will when I came back from helping out with a tsunami,” Bruce nods, “you fell asleep on me and then I carried you to bed.” 
“Usually Alfred would drug me with sleeping pills if I got like that, that should be fine if it happens again,” Bruce muses, pang of grief as he thinks about it. 
Clark sighs in exasperation, “I’m not. I’m not going to drug you.  What the fuck,” Clark sighs some more and Bruce can see Clark cover his face, shaking his head. “You should sleep more though, especially with your lack of it lately,” Clark hums, “if I tell you about my biology, like my eyes, will you sleep some more?” 
“Sure,” he shrugs, getting more comfy in his bed, “tell me a bedtime story, alien,” he says haughtily. Clark laughs, and Bruce can’t help the smile that appears with the loud and resonant sound.
 

 
Bruce huffs, cursing his brain as it decides that the perfect time that he usually needs to jerk off to get some rest is when he hears Clark arrive, able to hear him move around to ― make tea, most likely, before getting some rest, or if there’s another disaster that Superman could help with. 
Glaring up at the darkness, Bruce curses his brain again as he closes his eyes, ignoring anything outside of his room ― while also being hyper aware of the way Clark moves around the apartment, absently tracking the light footsteps to Clark’s room ― 
And Bruce thinks about an imaginary Clark, eyes glowing blue as they stare at him from the end of his bed, and his breath hitches once before he smooths it out, cock already hard as he strokes it. Clark’s luminous blue eyes become just a ring of dark, endless blue as they continue to watch, slowly making his way around the bed as he continues to stroke and tug efficiently, pleasure skittering up his spine. 
The imaginary Clark’s hand presses his chest, which he simulates as Clark’s hands travels up to his throat, to his jaw, large fingers pressing against his lips, and then in, muffling his sounds as he stares up at the thin ring of glowing blue, and his mind imagines Clark’s other hand joining the one on his cock and a moan gets muffled as his orgasm washes over him.
Taking his hands out, Bruce takes a deep breath, and he takes a moment to listen, guilty at imagining his best friend while Clark was― 
But there’s no suspicious sounds, just the faint sounds from outside, and Clark has probably done it himself― Bruce rapidly cuts the thought off before it ends, half-thought tantalising and  another time, maybe.  Bruce grimaces as the drying come starts to stick, and thinks that a change of pyjamas are in order before sleep.
 

 
Bruce is pretty sure his brain flatlines for a moment, seeing Clark back in his Warworld outfit after stepping off the interplanetary ship after a long mission away, which apparently required ― there’s blue dust on his cape, on his greaves and whatnot, a fine coating of it in his hair, and Bruce was only meant to visit briefly so he can see that everyone’s fine before he goes back to working on the mountains of paperwork that the Justice League has.
Although, as he drinks in Clark’s appearance, aside from the brain-breaking which is apparently common after not seeing him for a long time, Bruce has missed Clark around the apartment, expecting to be annoyed and badgered until he has food, or even just Clark whistling as he does the dishes ― even with a perfectly good dishwasher in the kitchen ― or Clark just on his laptop, typing away at articles, managing to make himself a freelance journalist with the false identity Bruce managed to get for him. 
A bright laugh snaps him out of his thoughts, as Clark hugs Jon and Lois, who he was talking to, and then Clark sends him a smile, making his way over. Bruce’s eyes linger on Clark’s belt and chestpiece, and Clark scowls, crossing his arms, “it was hot on that planet.”
“And blue, apparently,” he says, voice far-off as he considers the black-white chest hair peeking from the edge of the chestplate. “How did it go, John Carter?” He says, more out of autopilot as he thinks about how Clark  looms  over him, and how Bruce definitely isn’t small, but feels it, and if Clark were to smother him with his miles and  miles  of skin and muscles, the only thing he could sense, overwhelming all else― 
“It was rough, but we managed,” Clark sighs, exhausted, jaw setting in annoyance from the nickname, “is this an official debrief, or?” Clark gestures, eyes pleading. 
“Of course not. Get some rest,” Bruce frowns and glances at the ship, which should have good beds, if a bit spartan.
“It wasn’t the ship, it’s fine, just. Couldn’t turn my brain off,” Clark shrugs, then yawns, fine blue sand falling off him as he does so. Clark groans, then presses a hand into his shoulder as he passes by, lingering to pat his shoulder before walking past him, and Bruce’s eyes flick down to see the red cape, covered in blue specks, brush past him.
 

 
Out of all the things he expected to see when he returns to his apartment from a nearby cafe, it’s certainly not Clark doing push-ups in the empty space between the kitchen and living room, and Bruce stops at the door. He’s sure if he’d taken a sip of his coffee, there’d be a spit-take, as he watches, mesmerized by the muscles, the light sheen of sweat as Clark continues his ― morning workout, apparently. Usually Bruce would be sleeping, or at one of his micro-caves, working on a case, and  not  watching as Clark, in only black track pants as he― 
“Bruce,” Clark says, voice lightly breathless from the ― exertion, and Bruce makes a sound, pulling his mind back from the dirty places the sight of Clark has given him. “Can you stand on my back?” Clark’s shoulder twitches, shoulderblade twitching as he looks at him with a bashful smile, “for weight, that is.” 
Bruce takes his time absorbing Clark’s words, and takes a sip of coffee in the hope of understanding it more quickly. “Sure,” he answers flatly, closing the door as he steps up to Clark, looking down at the vast back, the wooden floorboards, and… his shoes. Toeing them off, he steps onto the middle of Clark’s back, able to feel the spine now underneath his feet, the only barrier his black socks. “Good?” 
Clark pulls up, taking Bruce higher before he comes back down, “good,” Clark confirms, going back to his pull-ups like ― Bruce’s entire  weight  means nothing, and Clark has told before, about bouts of no super-strength, and how he wants to maintain at least a  few  habits from Warworld, and Bruce swallows a sound, taking a deep gulp of coffee as he watches the muscles play in Clark’s back, arms, hands. 
The arousal that appears isn’t surprising, a constant flame always sparked even higher when Clark does ― anything, really, but Bruce pushes it out of his mind, even as he watches the sweat gather in Clark’s hair, behind his ear. Even going at the same rate of push-ups as before, it’s definitely more challenging for Clark to do this, staring at the black and white of the other’s hair.
Bruce wonders if he should get his phone out to see if he can do any work, but Clark would also just be  extremely distracting  to do any work. And somehow he’s drunk all of his coffee while watching Clark, able to feel the other’s breathing and shift of muscles, and not to mention Clark’s breathing.
And Clark stops, arms straight, “Bruce,” Clark says, and Bruce doesn’t doesn’t even realise he’s spoken until Clark’s head turns to the side, raising an eyebrow and ― yes. Job apparently done, Bruce steps off, sliding his shoes back on as Clark sighs, sitting up and gifting with a smile that’s  too  bright for ― whatever time of the morning it is. Bruce is pretty sure he knew what it was before he opened the door. “Thanks!” 
“Of course,” he replies, after a beat, staring at his black keep cup instead of Clark’s shining face, who then gets up and walks over to the kitchen. 
“Breakfast?” Clark hums, getting out eggs and whatnot.
Bruce stares out the nearby window, and wonders if what just happened was some sort of dream, or hallucination, and then puts the moment away, staring at Clark puttering around the kitchen. “Yes.”
 

 
“Hey, Bruce,” Clark says from the couch, leaning onto it’s back to look at him in the kitchen, and Bruce lets out a questioning hum. “How’s your spice tolerance?”
“Pretty good,” Bruce raises an eyebrow, leaning on the counter and crossing his arms. “Why?”
“I was thinking of making something spicy, and Lois could handle her spice, of course, but not the threshold I have, so,” Clark shrugs, looking bashful. 
“And by that you mean you don’t have a threshold,” he drawls. Clark shrugs again, getting up from the couch to stand opposite him, leaning against the kitchen island. 
“Well… yeah. It’s not like I put like, twenty of the hottest pepper alive into my food at once, but,” Clark huffs, “wouldn’t you have a strong tolerance from all that travelling and training, I was thinking.”
“As long as you don’t put lava into my food for extra spice, I’m fine with anything.” Clark fixes his eyes on him, stare intense and Bruce raises an eyebrow, trying not to react to the gaze, as if it’s looking into his soul. It’s definitely not for x-ray, his eyes do something else for that. 
“Anything? ” Clark asks, voice as intense as his eyes, and Bruce can’t place when the other man has gotten closer, and his heart does a solitary jump before he gets it under control as Clark’s arms box him in, hands on the edge of the counter. 
“Yes,” Bruce rolls his eyes, twitching as he feels Clark come closer, heat radiating off of him, almost scorching this close and he ends up sliding up onto the counter, wanting to keep his body away from Clark’s because it’d be too much, especially without the buffer of supersuits.
Clark continues to stare at him, and Bruce doesn’t really  squeak  as Clark comes even closer, opening his legs to stand between them, coming even closer until there’s the soft  thud  of his head pressing against the cabinet door, and Bruce manages to control the sharp spark of arousal as he’s surrounded. “You can take  anything  I give you?” Clark asks, voice low and Bruce’s knees twitch away from Clark’s body.  Spicy food,  his mind reminds him, unsure with― 
“I can,” he answers, years of training to thank for how even the tone is.
Clark’s brows furrow, lips thinning and Bruce suddenly bites his tongue, copper flavour of blood and the pain stopping him from an embarrassing noise as Clark’s hands cover his knees, pressing them against his body. “Are you sure?” 
Bruce’s swallow is loud, and he resists the urge to bare his neck, to pull Clark close and―very bad thoughts to go to at a time like this,  he thinks. “I’m sure,” he grits out. “What are you doing?” Slips out after, almost helplessly, mind fuzzy as the only thing he’s aware of is deep blue eyes and the constant smell of ozone that Clark has.
Clark pulls back, smiling softly as he opens the door beside Bruce’s head, pulling out some packets of spices. Bruce stares, mind empty as Clark hums, apparently working on whatever spicy concoction, and Bruce tries to not take too-obvious gulps of air before hopping off the counter and ― fresh air. Fresh air would be ideal right now.
 

 
Bruce stares down at his Tom Ford suit, frowning as he stares at himself in the mirror, and the light beard on his face. People won’t care, but he  might, in some abstract way as he considers if he should shave before or after he puts on the batsuit tonight.
“What’s with you?” Clark’s amused voice sounds from the door, where Clark is leaning against the door, in his blue supersuit. Bruce raises an eyebrow at Clark’s outfit, “there was a collapsing building a few states away,” Clark says, “it was going to be demolished anyway, but then,” Clark gestures. 
Bruce grunts, squinting at the mirror. “Should I shave?” Bruce looks over, expecting Clark to still be at the doorframe, but instead ― Clark’s right in front of him.
“Do you really want my opinion?” Clark’s expression isn’t intense, but more inscrutable and Bruce nods. One of Clark’s gloved hands comes up to his jaw, holding it while he turns Bruce’s head side-to-side, and Bruce’s mind stops, glove the only thing keeping them from skin contact, and he’s not sure which one he’d prefer more at the moment―“I think you should keep it,” Clark says, voice low and soft, thumb on his chin rubbing it, and Bruce suppresses a shiver. “I like it.”
“Clark,” he breathes, a hand coming up to hold onto Clark’s wrist, and he’s not sure if it’s to keep him there or to push him away. Clark takes a step closer, staring down at his jaw. 
“Lois may have moved on,” Clark says, apropos to nothing, and out of left field enough to surprise Bruce, “but for me, it was more ― opening my eyes to something that was always there,” Clark’s voice is quiet, and Bruce’s eyes widen, mind clicking that Clark is looking at his lips, which he parts in surprise, “but I don’t know if you’d,” Clark doesn’t finish, insecurity stopping him from completing the sentence. Question? 
“Kiss me and find out,” is out of his mouth before he’s aware, only realising what he’s said as the words echo in his ears, and Clark’s eyes widen at the challenging tone. Seconds, or an eternity later, Clark’s expression becomes determined before he moves in, and Bruce’s eyes close as Clark’s lips press against his. Surging forward, Bruce grabs the other’s hair, deepening the kiss and Clark lets out a shocked sound against his roving tongue. 
Not long after, Clark pulls his head back by his hair with his other hand and Bruce swallows a moan, raising an eyebrow at Clark. 
“Liar,” he grins, brain bringing up some of Clark’s actions lately, and Clark looks away, blush appearing.
“So maybe a  little,  but I wasn’t sure if it was more ‘natural reaction’ or like. Something else,” Clark mumbles. Bruce raises his eyebrow more, and Clark’s hands go to his side, “and it was fun watching you get all hot and bothered.”
Bruce hums and brings Clark in for another kiss, his hands going to the black and white hair, obsessed with how soft it is. The kiss may just be a simple kiss, but large arms wrapping around his waist make him shiver into it, mind shorting out as Clark body presses against his, searing him from the inside with the depth of arousal. 
Entangled as they are, it’s easy enough for Bruce to walk backwards to his bed, Clark letting him as he’s pushed onto the bed, Bruce immediately sitting on top of him so they can continue. Settling onto Clark’s thighs, he moans at the feel, especially when Clark’s hands go under his shirt, which is a  great  idea. 
Biting Clark’s lip as he pulls away, who whines and follows, staring up at him with dark blue eyes as he strips off his suit jacket and tie. Clark lets out a confused sound, “aren’t you―your thing?” 
“There’ll always be others,” he rasps out, grinding down onto Clark’s groin and moaning at the hardness he feels, and fingers dig into his hips. Clark whimpers, and he’s satisfied to see the black overtake the blue of the other’s eyes when they flutter open. Throwing his suspenders into the same direction as the others, he leans down to bite Clark’’s neck, licking up to his ear. “You,” he growls, grinding down until Clark keens, “are you going to  fuck me until I can’t walk for a week.”
Clark makes a high-pitched whine, turning his head to smash their mouth together, and the hands on his hips grip him even tighter as he unbuttons his shirt, soon joining the rest of his clothes. “Bruce,” Clark breathes, the hands on him moving around his chest, and Bruce shudders at the feeling of the gloves, then going down to undo his belt, Clark’s expression hungry as it starts at his face, then ends at where Bruce’s legs are stretched wide to bracket his thighs. 
After that, it isn’t long until they shuffle all of their other clothes off, except for one of Clark’s gloves. Probably because Bruce is sucking on the encased fingers, whining at the feeling of Clark’s cock beneath his ― and it seems much bigger than the Kryptonian fabric showed. He’d try and cobble together some thoughts about how it can do that, but he’s easily distracted by the feel of the hard cock pressing up against his balls, and the need bursts through him.
“You don’t need,” Clark chokes out, eyes zeroed on the fingers in his mouth. Bruce smirks and licks up the other’s fingers, and Clark makes more beautiful strangled sounds, other hand on Bruce’s hip. 
Rolling his eyes, he pushes Clark down onto the bed momentarily, and they kiss while Bruce’s free hand searches around his pillows,  finally  finding the bottle of lube he uses. “Shut up,” he says, taking Clark’s gloveless hand to pull him back up into a sitting position, then cover his fingers in lube. 
Guiding a finger inside, Bruce whimpers at how  big  it is, anticipation rising as Clark keens, staring up at him with wonder. It takes some getting used to, and he moans as Clark moves it, who is still gaping at him. 
“Going to add another, or are you going to make me do all the work here?” He asks with a smirk, and Clark lets out a hopeless sound. Bruce gasps as another finger joins, slowly scissoring and he whines, pleasure and pain fusing as his body gets used to the intrusion. 
“Good?” Clark asks, voice strangled and Bruce hums, grinding down into the fingers with a loud moan. Clark’s eyes get wide, mouth working uselessly, and so he leans down to kiss Clark, lightly at first, then Clark’s free hand comes up to his hair, pulling the strands and making their kiss deeper, filthier. “Another?” Clark bites his lips and Bruce barely suppresses a shiver at how dark the other man’s voice has gotten. 
“Yes,” he pants, focusing on the kiss, on how his hands are squeezing Clark’s pecs, chest hair adding another layer as another finger is put inside, almost desperately fast, but not too fast as it stretches him out, and he whines as a finger grazes his prostate, breaking the kiss to bite Clark’s neck. 
Clark’s finger presses against his prostate firmly, and stars explode behind his eyes, and he’s vaguely aware of how loud he is, as relentless pleasure is all he can feel. And then suddenly it’s gone, absence all he can feel before Clark returns with another finger, twisting and stretching and quickly finding his prostate again. 
“Clark,” he whines desperately, managing to open his eyes under the overwhelming pleasure to find the other’s eyes, “need you inside,” he has no doubt he could come with just Clark’s fingers, but not for the first time, and not when he can feel Clark’s cock, leaking and wet against his thighs. 
Clark pulls him down by his hair for a sloppy kiss, with Clark swearing into his mouth and pulling on his hair and Bruce whines, cock pulsing against the other’s hard chest and chest hair. 
“Now,” his voice breaks, and he puts his hands on the other’s shoulders to lift himself up Clark’s fingers with a displeased groan, searching around on the bed for the lube as Clark stares up at him in wonder, “honestly,” he growls out as he coats Clark’s cock with lube, reveling at how hot and  thick  it is. 
Taking out Clark’s fingers, he lines himself up, feeling it jump against his ass, “wouldn’t it be too―“ Clark’s words die out with a choked moan, Clark’s hands coming up to hold his hips as Clark enters him, pain at the edge of awareness with how much bigger he is, compared to even four of Clark’s fingers. 
Forcing himself to relax, Clark digs fingers into his hips as he’s filled, with Clark making various bitten-off noises and ― he’s so  full that he needs a moment, breathing deeply. Looking down, he still sees more to go and Bruce chuckles, pulling Clark in for a kiss, hands going into the other’s black and white hair, determined to take all of Clark in, kiss turning into biting, and tugging roughly at Clark’s hair as he does.
After an eternity, he can feel Clark’s hip against him, and he whines, can almost taste Clark from his throat, his mouth, and he focuses on that as he pushes himself up until only the head of Clark’s cock remains inside. “Bruce,” Clark pleads, eyes with only a thin ring of blue, voice wrecked and thready.
Clark swears, holding onto his hips as he gets a rhythm going, and it’s good ― but it could be so much  better,  the angle off until he puts a leg over Clark’s thigh and keens loudly as the next slide hits his prostate. Clark swears again and nibbles up his bared neck, a hand lightly scratching up his spine, then down and it’s a wonder Bruce has managed to go this long without coming, only preventing it with sheer force of will. 
A hand comes around to stroke his cock and he gasps, quickly taking the hand away, “no, like this,” he breathes, his orgasm  so  close and yet  so  far as their rhythm falters, quickens and Clark lets out a sob, holding him tightly.
Bruce is aware ― of slapping skin, gasps and moans, a moment of just that. Then he’s coming, crying into Clark’s mouth as a supernova of pleasure peaks, and he can't keep himself up anymore, the press of Clark’s head against his prostate is pleasure and oversensitivity and he  never  wants it to leave. 
Gasping, he scratches Clark’s shoulders, feeling Clark’s cock inside, so hard and it’s an effort, with his post-orgasmic haze, to move so he’s under Clark, sighing into the soft sheets. “Bruce―I shoul―“ Clark lifts himself up and Bruce holds him inside, shivering as the other’s cock jerks and Clark pants, eyes wide and chest covered in his come. 
“Again,” he orders, or tries to, voice scratchy as he pulls Clark down for a sloppy kiss, using his other hand to grip the headboard.
“But y―“ Clark’s words are cut off as Bruce continues their rhythm, muscles straining under the euphoria which makes him want to sleep.
“Clark,” he groans, waving the hand near the other man around, “did you think I was joking?” 
Clark opens his mouth. Shuts it. Opens it, shuts it again, gives him a once-over, gaze almost physical. “Are you sure?” 
“Extremely,” he says ― and gasps, lethargy rapidly leaving as Clark rocks into him, pace punishing and fast. Bruce is unable to keep his mouth shut, every sound loud as the oversensitive pleasure continues, flagging prick trying it’s hardest to get up under the circumstances. 
There’s Clark’s hand on his face, and he vaguely realizes there’s tears as they share breaths, and Bruce isn’t sure how much time has passed before Clark comes with a keen, and he shivers at the wetness inside, blinking up at the ceiling and the other’s hair.
“More,” he croaks, voice rusty from all his sounds, and he was expecting it ― in a way, Clark’s cock, half in him, still hard, and Bruce has a moment of self-congratulations for calling it.
“More?” Clark says in a patented  you’re crazy  tone, and there’s puffs against his neck before Clark’s face appears above him.
Bruce rolls his eyes and sucks in a breath as he takes the rest of Clark in, body an entire nerve of oversensitive pain-pleasure, “yes. ”

   [Fin] 


    





  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          And so, Clark worries about being too rough after, meanwhile Bruce is like "✌ no regrets" from his sex coma. Good for them! 
I do have another superbat fic in the works, and I'm up to the last part of it, but also writing this last scene took a lot, so perhaps I shouldn't write much for a day or two.
Kudos and comments are all so very appreciated! ♥ ♥ ♥ ♥
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  Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!








