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To Be a Raisin With You

    by 518Crows

      Summary

      "I don’t have scars, my bones don’t ache, I don’t have wrinkles, no sunspots, not even a grey hair!” He reached up, raking through the strands, and gave it a furious yank.
“I have no evidence of my life mapped out on my body.”
Bruce listened helplessly. He couldn’t deny what had been said when the evidence was right in front of him. The man, no matter how enervated he was, always looked immaculate. Never a wound, never a scrape, not even a paper cut. All evidence of change, pain, growth wiped away in seconds. When they first met, Bruce was jealous of this invulnerability; later, it became a relief. He never saw it as a flaw. Couldn't fathom that it could symbolize any kind of loss.
Not until now.
---
Or Kal watches 'Bicentennial Man' (Not sponsored) one night, and it hits a little too close to home. Luckily, Bruce is there to help him through his nightmare. (If only his brain could catch up to the very serious conversation they were having at three in the morning.)
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To Be a Raisin With You

    
      Bruce shivered as frigid air slowly encompassed his sleep-ridden body. Sluggishly, he turned over and unconsciously searched for the human heater beside him. Only to find him missing. With an irritated grumble, he sleepily felt around for the sheets that somehow also fluttered away from him, only to jolt awake when a frantic shout boomed from somewhere above him. 
His eyes startled open, his heart beating out of his chest. He scrambled to sit up only to run head-first into the floating sheets before him. He cautiously reached out and felt the linin. It was indeed the sheets he had been searching for only a minute ago. Now reasonably confused, he moved the sheets out of his face and looked up. 
Floating above him was a dark figure wrapped in his silk sheets. Heavy breaths shook its form, shaking like a leaf. 
“Kal?” He called out gently. The Kryptonian startled and looked back at him. “What's wrong?”
Kal let out an exhausted sigh, “Nothing.” He replied, turning gracefully in the air to better look at Bruce. He gripped onto the sheets and scratched his head awkwardly. “Just a weird dream.”

   ‘Hm, a nightmare then.’ 

Nightmares weren't uncommon in their line of work. They both had their fair share of them. They both grew used to nightmares as the years went by. Practically had a whole routine by now… But this was different. Kal was almost nonchalant with his answers. He was a little shaken up and out of breath but sounded more unsettled rather than terrified. The most significant inconsistency was that Kal never hovered off the bed when he had nightmares. Torn sheets? Yes. But floating draped in dark, lavish sheets whilst shivering like a possessed Victorian child?... No.
Not until now, anyway.
Bruce leaned back onto his forearms, trying to get a good look at Kal's face, which proved to be extremely difficult, seeing that it was still dark out. With no light filtering into the room, even when the billionaire squinted, he could only make out a few details of the figure above him. Bruce felt his skin prickle as he shivered, quickly reminded of the cold air.
“Kal?”
“Hm?”
“Come down.”
“What?” Bruce watched, amused, and his lover looked around, just realizing that he was, in fact, not on the bed. “Ope, sorry.” He said sheepishly before gently floating back into Bruce's arms.
Bruce laid down, waiting to accommodate his lover back into an embrace. He hummed as the long-awaited warmth finally enveloped him once again. They shuffled around until Kal rested his head on Bruce's chest, legs intertwined. They wrapped each other back into their arms, leaving no space between them. Bruce planted a soft kiss on his lover's head as they settled into each other.
He breathed slowly and purposefully, hoping to create some sense of stability as he waited for Kal to open up about the nightmare. Minutes passed by, and he was still quiet. ‘Strange.’ Usually, Bruce couldn't get the man to shut up, going into full detail about his dreams until he fell asleep, words still fumbling out of his lips. 
But surprisingly, he stayed silent. 
 ‘Okay. No problem.’  He thought as he ran through situations in his head, trying to devise an acceptable next step. He thought about all the tough conversations he’s had with his kids and came up with a Plan B.
Bruce cleared his throat, “...Did you want to talk about it?” he asked cautiously. 'Nailed it.'
“Well,” Kal spoke softly, “I don't know where to start. It was a bizarre dream.”  He confessed, furrowing his brows.
“Hm.”
“Yeah. I must have fallen asleep stressed yesterday.”
“...Hm?”
“Oh, you know the saying. ‘Don’t fall asleep stressed, or you’ll get weird dreams.’” 
“I see…” He murmured into his hair.  ‘Must be a Midwestern thing.’  
They fall into a comfortable silence, just breathing each other in. Bruce knew if he waited, Kal would give in. And just like that, his lover started shuffling around restlessly. Bruce relaxed and ran his fingers up and down Kal’s back, waiting for the inevitable rambling. 
Kal sighed, “I don't remember much about it.”
Bruce hummed in understanding, “Tell me what you remember.”
And just like that, Kal shot off like a starter pistol.
“Well, we were at one of your galas.” He began. “I was in a conversation with you, of course. And It was a normal conversation,” He paused and slowly started tracing the scars on Bruce's chest. “But then the more I listened, the more garbled your words became. And when I tried to tell you that I couldn't understand you, you would get more irritated and step farther away from me, so I just let it happen… It didn't take long till all I heard from you was unintelligible grumbling. And before you say anything, I tried to decipher what you were saying by your body language, but that didn’t help much at all.” He grumbled, “Then suddenly, you started gesturing at me.” He said, shifting to look Bruce in the eyes, “You were gesturing urgently, desperately, like if I didn't get it right then, I’d miss it forever. So, I looked down…”
“...And you were naked?” Bruce provided helpfully.
“Nope,” Kal shook his head, looking back at his tracing hand, “I was a vegetable—a single piece of celery with arms and legs.” Bruce blinked down at him, surprised. That was very much not what he was expecting. If this were any other situation, Bruce would probably laugh.
He felt a smile press onto his chest as Kal forced out a chuckle, “Yeah, I know. Funny, right?” He said, reading his mind. “Dream me thought it was normal, though, and didn't think anything of it. Well, not until I looked up, and you were gone.” He paused again and shifted his hand to trace an old stab wound on his shoulder. “I remember looking around, confused, and realizing for the first time that everyone else around me were fruits. Just strawberries, apples, and blueberries walking, chatting, and dancing around me.” He stopped tracing and placed his hand over Bruce's heart. “I was the only vegetable, and you weren’t there.”
Bruce let out a hum of sympathy. How Kal managed to have him, Batman, lay here, listen to a nightmare based on fruits and vegetables, and somehow say something so resounding that it made his heart clench, he didn’t know. 
“Was that when you woke up?”
Kal shifted, “...No.”
“No?”
“Mm mm. I found you.” He said, looking up, “Or, not really. You were in the same place you were before. Just smaller.” Bruce watched as Kal slowly lifted both of his hands in a cupped position, “When I picked you up to hold you, you turned out to be a grape. You were still yapping away, gesturing with your little grape hands, and I remember thinking it was adorable.” He said with a small smile, “But then there was a clatter behind me, and I turned around.” Bruce watched as the smile weakened around the edges, “Nothing seemed to be different, so I turned back towards you, only to find that you were wilting.”
“Wilting?”
“Yeah… Um, drying up?” He amended, tucking his arms back into the sheets, “The weird part is, I don't remember being worried in the dream; it seemed normal. Even when I looked around, and found that all the other fruits were also drying up. I didn’t worry until I glanced at a full-length mirror across the room.” Bruce felt his lover's hands snake back around his waist. He tightened his grip in response, “I looked the same—a single, fresh stalk of celery in a room of dying fruits.” He paused, letting out a long shaky breath, “It felt like I was falling behind somehow, so I started…ripping out my unwilting leaves to catch up, but by the time I looked back at you, you were already a raisin” Kal tightened his grip around his waist hiding his face into his pecs, “That's when I woke up.”
Bruce did not like the implications of the suicidal celery stick. Or the insinuation that his appearance was comparable to a raisin. He was 32 years old, for fucks sake. He closed his eyes and let out a careful breath. In most situations, he would voice out these obvious stressors, but in light of being a good partner, he settled with-
“...You’re right. That is a weird dream.”
“I told you,” Kal replied, muffled by his own chest.
Bruce found himself combing through Kal’s hair once again as he lost himself in his thoughts.  ‘What happened the night before that could have triggered a dream like this? If Kal said, it was due to stress… Then what stressed him out?’  He thought through all the details of the night before. There were no major catastrophes, no terrible deadlines; they even had time to relax together before turning in. 
“What happened yesterday that caused this much… stress?” Bruce asked, gently nudging the man hiding in his chest.
With a heavy sigh, Kal peeked his head back out, “It might have been the movie we watched yesterday.”
“...Terminator II?”
“No, the one after.” Kal looked up at him only to find Bruce blinking back, “You know, the one with that robot that can't age?” He pushed on when Bruce tilted his head in confusion, “ The one where he had to watch everyone he loved die, over and over.” He choked out. He paused to clear his throat and took a deep breath, trying his best to summarize the movie the billionaire obviously slept through. “And at the end- the end, he decides to become human. He chooses- He-” He stuttered to a stop, trying to compose himself. Bruce watched in devastation as tears sprang up in his lover’s eyes. 
“Hey, shh,” he hushed and cooed as he sat up, taking Kal with him. He pulled the larger man close, guiding his lover to nuzzle into his neck. “Don't worry.” He heard Kal's breathing flatter as he held onto him. Bruce regulated his breathing and rubbed soothing circles on his back. He closed his eyes as his lover worked to calm down, unconsciously following his breathing pattern. He felt him finally relax, further melting into him. “It was only a movie.”
Kal suddenly tensed.

  'Ah, that was not the correct thing to say.'

Bruce cringed as Kal jerked out of his grip. His arms flopped uselessly onto his lap as he watched his lover wipe frustrated tears from his eyes. The Kryptonian’s hair was disheveled, breathing shaky, and shoulders hunched. His face was blotched red as he held back tears. 
He looked miserable. His heart clenched.
“What if I can’t grow old with you, Bruce?”
It came out as a choked whisper behind trembling hands.
“What if I am like that robot? What if I outlive all of you?”
Bruce felt his throat close up as a numbing realization washed over him like a devastating storm. 
Oh.
Worried Icy blue met distressed Sapphire.

   Oh. 

“...Kal.”

   ‘I'm such a fucking idiot.’ 

“What if,” Kal plowed on, throat closing, tears falling, “What if my fate is to die spontaneously because no matter how much I wish for it, I would never be able to grow old with you.”
“Kal,” Bruce interjected, placing a hand on his lover's knee, “You didn’t come to this earth as an adult. You had to grow up like the rest of us.”
He let out a frustrated whine, “I know that, Bruce!” His glistening eyes burned with determination as he sat up straighter. “But look at me!” He sobbed, aggressively gesturing to himself. “I’ve looked like this for years now. I don’t have scars, my bones don’t ache, I don’t have wrinkles, no sunspots, not even a grey hair!” He reached up, raking through the strands, and gave it a furious yank. 
Then, all at once, as if all his energy had dissipated, the Kryptonian slumped back down, head in his hands. “I have no evidence of my life mapped out on my body.”
Bruce listened helplessly. He couldn’t deny what had been said when the evidence was right in front of him. The man, no matter how enervated he was, always looked immaculate. Never a wound, never a scrape, not even a paper cut. All evidence of change, pain, growth wiped away in seconds. When they first met, Bruce was jealous of this invulnerability; later, it became a relief. He never saw it as a flaw. Couldn't fathom that it could symbolize any kind of loss. 
Not until now.
“Bruce,” Kal whispered, still curled painfully around himself, “What if after my body reaches its peak, it stops aging?”
Bruce shook his head, finally scooting closer, and slotted his hands into his lover’s, giving him a reassuring squeeze. “There’s no evidence of that happening.”
“But there's also no evidence saying that it’s not.”
“Kal-”
“Bruce.” Kal interrupted, looking up. Bruce froze as he met his piercing gaze, mouth clicking shut. “Look me in the eyes and tell me what I’m saying is crazy. That it makes no sense. That I’m just overthinking everything.”
He opened his mouth, only for it to snap closed again. He looked down at their joined hands as searing guilt flooded into his gut. He wanted to say, ‘It will all be alright.’ that ‘There was nothing to worry about.’ He wanted to tell him that, ‘He was overthinking’, that ‘It could never happen.’ But false hope always hurt more than the truth.
“I can’t.” He whispered, shutting his eyes in remorse. 
Kal let out a shaky sigh and hummed in understanding. Bruce felt his heart throb as Kal slowly let go of his hands. But instead of leaving or pulling away, he felt those same hands gently cup his bare thighs and pull him onto the man’s lap. Startled, he jerked back up and once again met his lover's sad, damp eyes. Kal gave him a watery smile before raising his hands, pausing, asking for permission. Bruce grunted before shifting, wrapping his legs around his lover’s back. He cautiously rested his hands on Kal’s waist and gave a slight nod. 
He closed his eyes at the hesitant brush on his neck. The touch grew less cautious as it roamed up his neck, pressing gently on his adams apple. Bruce practically melted into his touch, breathing softly. He gulped as both hands slowly cradled his jaw—a feather-light kiss on the tip of his nose. The hands shifted higher, and he felt both thumbs glide across his eyebrows—a tender kiss on his frown lines. The touch shifted down, once again cradling his jaw. The thumbs massage gently, smoothing out his nasolabial folds—A loving peck on the lips. 
“I know that you complain about your worry lines, your fading scars, and greying hair.” Bruce opened his eyes at the soft whisper, “But I can’t help but feel so jealous.”
Bruce shifted closer, mimicking the touch on his jaw, tenderly brushing his thumbs on his lover’s jawline. Kal’s eyes fluttered closed as he breathed in a long, stuttering breath. Bruce watched as his lover pressed his head into his palms, leaving kisses on his rough calluses. 
“You know,” Kal started, dropping his hands to Bruce’s waist, “I once was told that ‘growing old is a gift not everyone can receive.’” Bruce rubbed soothing circles into his jaw as Kal sniffled miserably, “Those words stuck with me. Especially in our profession, we’ve watched too many kids die not to get the meaning.” 
Bruce nodded sympathetically, lifting his hands off Kal’s jaw. Instead, he started smoothing back the strands falling down on his face.
“It feels like a curse.” He continued, “I’m destined to live forever. Be Superman forever.” Bruce watched as the Kryptonian’s face darkened. “I'm the greater good.”
“Kal…”
It felt like his heart was ripped out of his chest as he watched his lover’s face finally fall apart. Relentless tears spilled down Kal’s face as a sob wrenched out his lips. Shaky hands lifted, grabbing Bruce's wrists and pulling them down for him to hold. “I don’t want to be!” He gasped, “I don’t want to! I- Bruce, I don't think I can do that.” He whimpered, shaking. Bruce felt tears well up in his own eyes as his lover practically broke apart. He felt the familiar lump return with a vengeance, resting like a weight in his throat. “I’ve seen death. I watched my dad die, and somehow I got through it, but now that I'm with you?”
Kal shook his head, letting go of Bruce’s wrists, and gripped his shoulders, “I want to live with you. Eat, sleep, laugh, dance, and breathe with you. I want to cry with you. Fight with you. I want to age with you.”
 ‘Me too. I want that too.’ Bruce felt his breath catch as the pressure in his eyes finally gave. He felt a pit in his chest at Kal’s fear. He felt the warmth in his heart from Kal’s love. He felt… 
He just felt.  
Kal’s eyes widened in shock, and breathed in a gasp. Bruce brushed his face to his shoulder, hoping to dry his face again, only for Kal to unsteadily reach up and wipe away the wetness on his cheeks for him.
“Rao, Bruce,” He choked, “I love you. I want to grow old with you. I want my life to end with you because I don’t think I can move on after you’re gone.” Kal delicately rested his forehead on his, “I wouldn’t want to.”
Bruce let out an uncontrolled low sob as his arms shot forward, wrapping around his lover's shoulders. Then, he connected their lips in a desperate kiss. He felt Kal’s breath stutter before he kissed back, pulling Bruce unbearably closer, their chests touching. 
Bruce couldn’t formulate the words; he could hardly breathe. Kal tasted like toothpaste and salt. He felt like warmth and longing. He raked his hands in his lover’s hair and opened up to taste more of him. He wanted to feel closer. He wanted to express his love just as profoundly.

  'I love you too. I love you too. I love you, always.'

They stay slotted together for ages before they pulled apart. By the time they separated, they both were a wet mess of slobber, snot, and tears. 
Bruce wiped his tears before awkwardly bending back and reaching for the tissues on the nightstand. He pulled out four before sitting back into his lover’s lap. He gave two to Kal, who accepted them with a smile. He went to wipe his face, only to be stopped by a hand on his wrist. 
“Let me,” Kal whispered before gently dabbing Bruce’s face with the tissues. He closed his eyes and let himself be pampered until he felt the tissue wrap around his nose. “Alright, now blow.” He snapped his eyes open, meeting the smirking face of his lover.
“No.” He said, trying to pull back, but he was stopped by Kal’s other hand wrapped around the back of his head.
“Awe, come on! You’ll feel better!” He smiled.
 ‘That’s cheating.’  He felt heat rise from his chest to his face, “Kal, move the tissue.”
“Come on, for me?” 

  'Goddamn it. The puppy eyes were back.'

He ignored how his face felt warmer, rolled his eyes, and blew into the stupid tissue. 
“There we go! That wasn’t that bad,” he said, crumbling up the used tissue and tossing it.
His face felt like a flame as he aggressively pulled Kal’s face towards him and roughly wiped at it. The chuckle he pulled from Kal was slightly still wobbly, but it alleviated the pain from their conversation. Finally satisfied, Bruce balled up the tissue and tossed it aside. 
They both stared at each other, letting the silence take them. Until finally, Bruce took in a long, steadying breath and placed his hand on his lover’s chest. Above his heart.
“I… can't tell you that this fear is an irrational one.”
Kal’s face fell, “Bruce-”
Bruce shook his head, and Kal fell silent, “And I can't tell you that this fear won't follow you for the rest of your life.” Kal looked down, breaking eye contact, “But  someone  told me, once upon a time, not to worry about the things we have no control over.” He ducked down, catching his lover’s eyes, “I’m not sure if you remember. But you should, seeing that you were there.”
It was a mess of a couple of months. He remembered spending days on the batcomputer making contingency plans for all the ways he, himself, could fall to his own demise. He remembered being so full of paranoia he pushed people away. He had an insatiable need to make sure everyone was taken care of after any situation. He skipped W.E. meetings, bailed J.L.A. team-ups. He practically never left the cave except for patrol. But that’s when Kal showed up, dragging him out of his chair and begging him to stop.

  'B, please,' Kal begged, 'Please stop. You need rest.' He held him close. 'You can't do this anymore.' 

With those words, he gave, and was gently brought to bed.
“Yeah,” Bruce watched as Kal gave a weak smile, “I remember.”
Bruce hummed and pulled his lover flush to his chest, head resting back in the crook of his neck. “So, for now, we focus on us. We eat together. Sleep together. Laugh, dance, and fight together.” He snorted, amused. “Hell, I’ll even cry with you.” He brightened as Kal chuckled into his shoulder. “We can prepare for the future, but let's live now.” He kissed him on the temple, “Together.”
Kal’s arms wrapped tightly around his waist as he kissed along Bruce’s neck.
“Together,” He agreed.
—
*20 years later*
Kal stepped out of the shower, freshly bathed and refreshed. He quickly dressed and floated gleefully over to the sink. He hummed a peppy, tuneless tune as he cleared the condensation from the mirror and smiled. “Hey, you!” He greeted as he waved to himself in the mirror. He chuckled happily as he leaned closer to inspect all the little markings that made his Kryptonian heart soar. 
He thumbed over his skin, gently pulling at his laugh lines creasing into his face. He smiled, watching the lines grow more prominent.  ‘I laugh.’  He preened before moving over to his frown lines, which he renamed ‘worry lines,’ and stretched them smooth. He let go to see the creases bounce back into his face. He then glared at the mirror, trying not to smile as the wrinkles deepened.  ‘I worry too.’  
He shook his head, leaning back.  ‘I look like my age.’  He thought, feeling a swoopy giddiness in his stomach. He went back to humming, messily trousling his hair. He swept it back, watching the pesky curl flop back onto his face. He went to flatten it back but stopped abruptly. 
He froze. 
He slowly turned his head slightly, catching the light again.

   ‘No way. Is that-’ 

He turned his head the opposite way and got the same result.

   ‘IT IS!’  

“BRUCE! BRUCE!” He shouted, moving his head back and forth in wonder.
An answering flutter of sheets and a resounding  THUNK was enough to know Bruce was now awake.
“COME HERE! QUICKLY!”
Uncharacteristically, loud footsteps raced towards the bathroom. The door slammed open, revealing a messy-haired, crusty-eyed, sleep-rumpled Bruce Wayne—his beautifully panicked husband.
“What happened?!? Are you alright?”
Kal turned towards him with a watery smile. “Bruce-”
His husband stepped forward, cupping his face, forcing him to look at him. “What happened.”
Kal chuckled, gently pulling Bruce’s hands from his face, “Look!” He said, ducking down and showing him his curl.
When Bruce just stared, he shook his head slightly, making the curl sway. Finally, he felt his husband pry his hands from his and inspect his hair closely.
“A grey hair?”
Kal nodded excitedly.
“A… single grey hair.”
“Yes!” He exclaimed, looking back up beaming.
“This your way of telling me I’m stressing you out?” Bruce said with a playful smirk.
Kal shook his head with vigor, scooping his husband up into his arms. Bruce yelped in surprise before simply hanging on as they floated into the air.
“I have grey hair just like you, B!”
Bruce huffed, amused. “...That’s an over-exaggeration, Kal.”
He shook his head again before nuzzling his husband's neck, “Just like you.” He breathed, holding on tighter.
“Alright, Alright!” He hissed, “You have grey hair, just like me. Let me go.”
A pleasant warmth flooded his heart, “My little raisin.” He cooed.
“ Excuse me,” The billionaire squawked. Kal smirked as Bruce wiggled dangerously in his arms. “I’ll have you know, I’ve been voted sexiest man of the year. Again! Might I add. It’s insulting to comment on someone's age. I barely have wrinkles, and my hair isn’t even all that grey—” Kal stopped listening and laughed until his sides were sore.
He was so happy.
He looked at Bruce, who was still furiously lecturing him on common decency, and finally, just kissed him. He felt his husband jolt in surprise before slowly melting into him. It was still the best way to shut him up. He hummed as he slowly drifted back down to the floor. When his feet finally brushed the tile, they broke apart, panting.
“Let me down,” Bruce said, dazed.
Kal smirked, “I did.”
“Hm?” He watched as Bruce looked down. “You ass.” He grumbled, slapping Kal's chest in embarrassment. “I’m going back to sleep.” He said before trudging back to the bed and flopping on top of it. 
His heart soared.  ‘Rao, I love him.’ 
He turned back towards the mirror and inspected his one grey hair, suddenly remembering the talk they had years ago. He turned back towards his husband, who was now buried deep into their sheets, only his black hair poking out of its den. 
‘We can prepare for the future, but let's live now. Together.’ 

   ‘The future, huh?’ 

He carefully approached the tuft of hair on the pillow and kissed it. The creature grumbled and nuzzled, sinking deep into the mattress. 

   ‘He is my future.’  

He unraveled the sheets off his husband's face. Bruce grunted and glared at him. He smiled softly and made himself a vow.
‘No matter what happens in the future. Even with my smile lines and greying hair, I learn I am cursed with immortality.’
He gently smoothed Bruce’s frown lines and watched those beautiful blue eyes blink shut.
‘My hope, my love, my life, my everything. Ends with you.’
He vowed, leaving a finalizing kiss on his husband's lips.

    





  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          "Now that it's done
There's not one thing that I would change
My life was a storm, since I was born
How could I fear any hurricane?
If someone asked me at the end
I'll tell them put me back in it
Darling, I would do it again,
If I could hold you for a minute
Darling, I'd go through it again,"
- Francesca, Hozier.


        


    


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








