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When I Feel Down

    by bonghits4algernon (boybestfriends)

      Summary

      Clark tries to do some research for a potential interview.



      Notes

        SO. This is actually from an AU I had workshopped/played around with YEARS ago where Bruce does a "Bachelor" type competition and Somehow Clark ends up on it. I wanted to do an older/more mature B so I did have Batfleck in mind, but you guys can really use whoever else you like.


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






    






When I Feel Down

    
      He shouldn’t be doing this. He really really shouldn't be doing this. At some point “case research”  drifted off the path of “research” and crossed the line into ogling and now Clark feels a distinct shame crawling up his spine. A bastion of humanity, justice, fairness, all that’s right in the world, what we should strive to be, reduced to acting like a teenager that just discovered his first dirty magazine and- Peter, Paul, and Mary he has to work with this man in the morning. He has to look this man right in the eyes and pretend like he didn't spend the better part of his night learning how smooth and supple Gotham’s favorite son’s skin looks under those designer suits.
Maybe Bruce is used to this though, at ease with knowing how… intimately he’s known by the general public. Knowing that with just the right keystrokes anyone could find photos of him stretched out over that plush rug, soft petals littering his candle-lit skin, eyes ablaze. He needs to stop right now. Journalistic integrity or something. Needs to go back to thinking up questions to ask off-camera, go back to working on his recent column; but a video pops up in his search results that Clark (against all better judgment) decides to click on.
That was a mistake.
Bruce looks younger, a distinct lack of visible gray in his hair or wrinkles. Maybe before he adopted the Grayson boy? There’s a team of stylists dancing around him, delicately brushing powders onto his skin and coiffing his hair while someone asks questions off camera. They’re mostly soft-ball, questions about some (at the time) recent investments or garden parties. Bruce looks over to the interviewer, dark eyes calculating yet… seductive? Which is a sentence Clark never thought he’d use to describe a person. The interview turns to the topic of the photoshoot, ideas and inspirations and all that. And also when his brain decides to short circuit.
Bruce laughs airily, “Well, when the team came to me with the idea, I decided to jump on it immediately. I’m always up for a good ride. It was so much fun being back in the saddle.” It’s at this that Clark glances down to see what he’s wearing. Open leather vest, matching dark leather chaps over jeans and cowboy boots. “Originally, I suggested having a real horse, but decided against it with all the hustle and bustle that would be going on. It all worked out, after all, I’m a…  very experienced rider,” his gaze turned to the camera and it felt like he was staring right into Clark. Like they were the only two on earth. He let out a light chuckle and stood up out of his chair to reach over for a hat behind him and Clark was wrong. They were shorts. Snug cut-offs that showed even more pale skin when Bruce bent down to pick up a dropped pair of gloves and sauntered over to a mechanical bull surrounded by bright studio lights, mounting it in one swift, graceful motion.
“How do you want me?” And wasn’t that an excellent question to put into his mind. How would he want him? Lithe, nubile Bruce Wayne. Better yet, how would he want him now? Broader shoulders, corded muscle and a calmer, more mature charm. Would he still be as eager to please? Still as flexible, by the way he was twisting and turning in the saddle. Clark had to screw his eyes shut and place his hands on his knees, away from the desk. He didn’t have a replacement computer and there was absolutely no way he could call Lois or explain away hand-shaped indents in one of production’s (probably) very fancy and very expensive desks. “Come on, I promise I won’t break!” Clark’s hand shot out to pause the video, broken keyboard be damned.
Clark stood and began pacing. He should get out. Go for a walk. Drink. Take up smoking. Jump into the Arctic. Anything to just get out of this damn room and not have Bruce Wayne bent over backwards looking at him like that. He does some breathing exercises Ma had taught him as a boy and sits back down.
He skips to the next video. Same idea. Another Bruce Wayne photoshoot, but at least it’s for charity, so maybe the recommended video gods have taken mercy on him for once.

And there he is, dark eyes boring into the camera as a stylist holds up clothes in varying shades of green to him and someone else sweeps something soft and shimmering over his cheekbones. There’s more clips like that, Bruce getting various powders and paints applied to his face or toned body, squeezing himself into spandex; Clark can’t seem to process a single word of the rich, sultry voiceover.
The video cuts to him posed over fake rocks, bathed in blue light, face severe and framed by waves of soft dirty blonde hair. Flashes of light and a photographer barking out orders twisting and turning, posing and preening. . Flashes of light and a photographer barking out orders twisting and turning, posing and preening. Then, he’s strewn upon a throne, legs over the other side of the armrest, the picture of a spoiled princess. He’s holding something. A scepter? No, trident. Cheap and kitschy, it matches the costume jewelry adorning his lightly bronzed skin. Did he tan for this? He’s normally so pale and every time he shifts after a camera flash Clark sees just a bit more skin and it really doesn’t look like there’s any tan lines under those little green shorts.
He skips further ahead and is met with an intoxicating gothic fantasy. They’re outside, maybe the roof of the studio? Bruce is laced into a short black dress, muscled chest peeking under taut cording. There’s a few inches of thick thighs visible before they’re hidden under sleek thigh highs. He slips a small black mask over his eyes. Cute. Little black ears and a matching cape. It’s only when Bruce raises his arms (along with a set of glittering wings) and bares pearly white fangs that everything falls into place. Why the previous costume looked familiar. Why this one scratched something in the back of his mind. He’s a vampire bat. Not just any bat, either. It doesn’t help that he just happens to be built like a certain tall, dark, and broody someone; suddenly, his mind is imagining a familiar rasp coming from those wine-dark lips.
His working relationship with Batman is already... strange. He’s gotten less moody over their time working together, still horribly territorial, but more open to collaborating here and there. Dear lord, how would he react to Clark thinking about him like this. Scarred body juxtaposed against luxurious fabric, constant frown and harsh eyes painted like a vixen.
He vaguely remembers a league meeting discussing usage of their respective likenesses but he’d never imagine Batman would sign off on something like this. Something that made the Dark Knight appear anything less than terrifying and vengeful, ready to strike fear in criminals’ hearts.
He clicks off the video, deciding to retreat for the time being and maybe go for a quick flight to clear his head. Clark decides against it, remembering whose city he’s currently in, he really doesn’t want to explain why he’s here in the first place or what made him want to go out, should he run into the Bat. He paces, worrying a hole in the plush socks from last Christmas, eyes flicking back to the desk.

He can’t stop thinking back to the video.
While curiosity apparently killed the cat; satisfaction did, in fact, bring it back.
Clark opens the laptop once again; taking a moment to steel himself for what will surely be a very climactic web search. He types in BRUCE WAYNE CHARITY CALENDAR and takes a deep breath before looking at the images tab.
He clicks through a few pictures, probably the final results chosen for the finished product. Bruce half-dressed “caught” off guard while pulling on red spandex. Him in the heat of battle, shield raised and sword at the ready. An entirely green room and lounging skin-tight bodysuit. He stops short.
There, looking like the cover of those novels he’d pass by in the grocery store, is Bruce Wayne in what is clearly a Superman suit. It’s torn and dirtied in places, giving the appearance of a hard-fought battle. In his arms is a person, turned away from the camera, but clearly a damsel(?) in some form of distress. A bright light is shining over him and Clark is unsure if he’s ever seen the suit worn so well. He feels like he’s blushing, and he probably is, but it’s a bit embarrassing? Maybe? To have this sort of reaction to someone that’s dressed as you. Maybe some sort of wire crossed wrong, yet he can’t help but wonder what it would feel like to be held in those arms. How it would feel to be rescued and treated oh so delicately.
His pulse starts picking up and- he needs a shower. Preferably ice cold and too long. He shuts the laptop again and rushes to the en-suite and turns the water as cold as he can get it. He needs to stop thinking about it. Wheat. Corn. The old barn Ma and Pa hid the pod under. The gleam off Luthor’s cue ball head. That’s the ticket! The thrumming under his skin finally begins to subside. The knot in his stomach loosens. Clark dries off as efficiently as possible, careful not to touch himself too much or linger anywhere.
This is a story. This is for the Planet. And his own curiosity, but mainly for the Planet and his byline. Clark cannot allow himself to be seduced by Bruce Wayne, no matter how suave or handsome he may be. He absolutely cannot be running around getting worked up just because he saw him in the cape.
Sighing at the edge of the bed and digging the heels of his hands into his eyes, Clark can’t help but think how much easier this would be if he had never gotten this supposed assignment of a lifetime. As he curls up under the covers he can’t help but think about razor sharp fangs sinking into his skin and two sets of plush painted lips soothing over bruised skin.

    





  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          Yes the title is from I Touch Myself by The Divinyls. I wanted to kind of capture Clark's internal dialogue as not TOO "aw shucks"-y but also raised by midwesterners so I hope that came through :-)
also say hi on tumblr lacasalobo :-)
pls comment + let me know any thoughts i thrive on attention


        


    


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








