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my heart (it digs its own grave)

    by Excalis

      Summary

      Kryptonians ran hotter than humans by about 5.4 degrees, give or take a few decimal places. Clark felt like a radiator even on the bitterest of rainy nights on Gotham rooftops, a foot's distance between them; Bruce wondered if it would feel different somehow, if he pressed his hand against his chest, where his shield would lay, with intention—touch for the sake of touching. If it would feel different without the barrier of triple-weave kevlar and impenetrable alien fabric between them, stripped of the context of battle and the excuse of necessity.
Bruce was, however, in possession of all his faculties and thus was sound of mind enough to create a 20-item list (organized by relevance) of all the reasons why following through on his desires would be unwise. Chiefly among said reasons was, of course, that there were approximately thirty minutes before Clark would be married to the love of his life, Lois Lane, and that Bruce would never jeopardize their happiness for something as petty as feelings that he’d failed to smother in the cradle—no matter his alleged ‘self-destructive tendencies’. 



      Notes

        written for hurt and comfort bingo for the prompt "bittersweet". and boy is it ever haha
the title is from "safe from the rain" by eaJ. i considered maybe "a toast to the groom" but i figured lyrics from satisfied would be a bit too on the nose lol
anyway. i started writing this early last month bc i got tired of superbat just rattling around in my head even after going through 289 pages of their ship tag on ao3 and also the first 40 pages sorted by kudos five times. i read res' fic, got a little insane about superbat at a clois wedding, and here we are. hope you all enjoy this lol. i know i did!
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my heart (it digs its own grave)

    
      The wedding was a small, private affair. 
The venue was beautiful; ranging somewhere around two thousand square feet, elegant arrangements of white and blue flowers lined the ends of the pews next to the aisle and streams of soft, twinkling lights hung from the high ceilings. There was no real need for them, as it was early afternoon and plenty of daylight passed through the stained glass windows, but they contributed to the dreamy atmosphere. No obvious sight lines from any surrounding structures, and clear of all security cameras save for Bruce's own. Four points of egress—seven, if one was willing to shatter some locally historically significant glasswork and ruin Clark's wedding day. 
Guests murmured amongst each other, an understated din underscored by the soft, tinkling notes of Beethoven. Bruce could make out the sound of distant pleasantries, refamiliarization, and petty gossip. He found his mind unconsciously cataloging who was expecting, which parents were humblebragging about their children’s academic achievements, and who was having an affair with who. After several minutes of mindless intel collection, he slipped out the door and into the hall. 
The guest list was composed of civilians—or at the very least, of civilians and those adept at imitating them. Because Clark had been riddled with guilt at not being able to invite people he had no reason to know out of the costume and the more visibly non-human League members, they'd decided on having two phases of the wedding—the ceremony itself, with civilian friends and family, and an after party for League members in the know.  
But that wouldn’t be for a while, now. The ceremony had yet to even start. After all, for the processional to begin, there would have to be a groom in line, ready to walk the aisle. 
Once Bruce reached a pair of large, mahogany doors, he didn’t bother to knock or announce his presence. He crossed his arms and loitered pointedly. 
“Bruce,” a familiar, muffled voice hissed, before the door clicked open and a strong arm hauled him in, revealing a man wearing a somewhat crazed expression, “is this what a panic attack feels like? My lord in heaven, it’s awful. I’ve gained a new level of respect for people with anxiety disorders—my heart feels like it’s going to palpitate out of my chest!”
“Don’t let it,” Bruce advised, kicking the door shut behind him as he brushed Clark’s hand off from where it had been clinging to his arm. “That suit is a bit over a year’s worth of a reporter's annual salary. The dry cleaning bill alone would be hellish.” 
“Rao,” Clark cursed, clearly not listening to him. Bruce hated when people stopped listening to him mid-conversation, but as he watched Clark pace circles in the air, he decided he was willing to forgive this case, just the once. “What if Lex bursts in during the procession to stab me with kryptonite? He’s been kicking more of a fuss than usual about ruining my life and wiping me from the face of the Earth, recently. Do you think that’s what he gave me that  look for as the authorities dragged him away?” 
“It was the same look he always looks at you with, Clark,” Bruce said, as tolerantly as he could manage, dragging him back down to the ground by the ankle. Clark continued to wear a hole in the floor as if he’d never been grounded. “Malice, with around the baseline level desire to stake your decapitated head and display it on his castle’s front lawn.” 
“That does not reassure me at all,” Clark said glumly. 
“Lex Luthor is always plotting something,” Bruce agreed. “But with the resources he has at hand at the moment, he’s incapable of trying anything. He was eating Belle Reve prison slop and complaining about it, the last I checked, which was about three hours ago.” 
“A hijacked helicopter from Terrebonne Parish to Metropolis would take a minimum of five hours,” Clark said, still a little wild in the eyes. “He might not be able to sabotage my ceremony, but he could still ruin my wedding day by offing me during the afterparty and leaving Lois to deal with my corpse dropped at her feet.” He wrapped his hands around Bruce’s lower biceps gently, mindful of his strength even in the throes of panic, and leaned in closer, eyes wide. Bruce's nerves pickled at his sudden proximity. “What if I  stain her dress?  I—fuck, what if I—”    
“Kal-El,” Batman snapped, his tenuous patience wearing thin. 
Clark stopped catastrophizing; his teeth met with a quiet click. His back straightened as Kal-El bled into his posture and bearing, his chin tipping up. The agitation in his expression sloughed off until it seemed unthinkable that his inhumanly handsome face could have contained anything other than cool, calm attentiveness. 
“You’re going to take a breath for me,” Bruce told him, voice dipping into something low and unrelenting—a register belonging to neither Batman nor Bruce Wayne, but to something in between. Something like the truth of him, if there was such a thing. “In. Hold, two, three, four, five, six, seven. Exhale. Good. Now, again.”
Kal took a breather that was actually four breathers. By the fourth exhale, he was Clark Kent again, whose spine was actively degenerating into a noodle-like consistency as he buried his face in his hands. 
“Rao, I’m such a mess,” he said miserably. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me. This is supposed to be one of the happiest days of my life, and I’m ruining it for myself with my handkerchief-wringing.” 
“An outlet like that might calm you, actually,” Bruce said, considering it, and didn’t wait for an answer. He pulled a small, cotton kerchief from his pocket, idly folding it into a crisp square as he handed it over. “Wring away. Feel free to rip it up with your super strength, if you’d like. I have back ups,” he told Clark’s uncomprehending face. 
Clark stared dumbly for a beat longer. Then, he burst into laughter, a smile breaking over his face like sunrise. 
When Clark laughed, it was with his entire body. His infectious joy bled from his every movement—the sound of his bright merriment rang out like sonorous song as his broad shoulders shook with mirth; his eyes creased with delight, forming laugh lines that typically never graced the marble of his resting face; and dimples framed the perfect curve of his lips, a flash of his too-sharp canines there and gone as he threw his head back and inadvertently bared a stretch of throat above his buttoned collar. Midday sunlight streamed through the windows behind him, kissing his golden skin. Bruce wanted to touch the parabola of his smile, skate his fingertips over the curve of his strong jaw, place a thumb in the divot where his left dimple lay, endearingly ever so slightly higher than his right. He wanted to rip his own beating heart out of his chest and throw the pathetic, bleeding thing at his face to make him stop. 
Kryptonians ran hotter than humans by about 5.4 degrees, give or take a few decimal places. Clark felt like a radiator even on the bitterest of rainy nights on Gotham rooftops, a foot's distance between them; Bruce wondered if it would feel different somehow, if he pressed his hand against his chest, where his shield would lay, with intention—touch for the sake of touching. If it would feel different without the barrier of triple-weave kevlar and impenetrable alien fabric between them, stripped of the context of battle and the excuse of necessity.  
Bruce was, however, in possession of all his faculties and thus was sound of mind enough to create a 20-item list (organized by relevance) of all the reasons why following through on his desires would be unwise. Chiefly among said reasons was, of course, that there were approximately thirty minutes before Clark would be married to the love of his life, Lois Lane, and that Bruce would never jeopardize their happiness for something as petty as  feelings that he’d failed to smother in the cradle—no matter his alleged ‘self-destructive tendencies’. 
Fortunately, Bruce was well-versed in denying himself of the things he wanted, and equally as adept in the art of compartmentalization. He closed his eyes to the sun for a beat too long to be called a blink, and opened them to wait patiently for Clark’s laughter to die away. He neither stared nor looked away as Clark gathered himself; to do either would be too telling.
“Thanks. For—this,” Clark said, taking the handkerchief with a smile and gesturing with it illustratively. “And paying for the suit. You really didn’t have to. It's beautiful.” 
“Who says it was for you?” Bruce asked dryly, taking the silken strip of cloth Clark had been worrying at in his other hand for approximately the past thirty minutes. He stepped closer, his heartbeat metronomically even as he slid the tie under and through and then around Clark’s collar. He knotted a neat, elegant Half Windsor swiftly, his fingers only swift and unhesitating through the ease of long practice. “It would’ve been a worldwide tragedy if an extraordinary woman like three-time Pulitzer Prize winner Lois Lane got married to some schmuck in a suit two sizes too big. Riots in the streets, absolutely scathing exposés—perhaps several even written by Ms. Lane herself—, general civil unrest… You get the gist.” 
Bruce pulled the knot taut, pushing it flush against Clark’s throat, and tucked the tie under his waistcoat by the blade. He stepped back casually and surveyed his work with objective eyes, not lingering on the line of Clark’s shoulders in a suit that actually fit him, the sense-memory of being close enough to him that he could feel the rise and fall of his chest under his hand, or the terrible visual of Clark fucking Kent wearing a three-piece suit Bruce had spent two weeks feverishly designing to his specific measurements and preferences. He’d handed it off to his personal tailor soon after he’d finished it; sewing and piecing together hand-picked cloth into the clothing he’d fantasized Clark wearing walking the aisle, with the only time he’d ever see him wearing it be as he married someone else—it had felt like too much, even for his personal threshold of masochistic acts of self-sabotage. 
“Really,” Clark said, all skeptical midwestern drawl, as he turned to the floor length mirror next to them to admire the perfect knot Bruce had tied. 
“The children,” Bruce insisted mock-gravely, leaning his hip against a relatively unoccupied vanity. “You have to think about the children, Clark. If an international incident resulted in the orphaning of thousands because the husband-to-be of Lois Lane was too Kansan to accept a sincere, heart-felt gift from a friend, Batman—the Justice League’s liaison for planetary threats—would be obligated to issue a formal letter of dismissal to Superman for his failure to intervene in an easily preventable catastrophe.”
“Why is it that you only ever say this kind of stuff to me?” Clark asked plaintively. There was a note of irrepressible amusement in his voice, a lightness in his expression as he glanced sidelong at him. Bruce very carefully prevented his heart from tripping over itself. “None of the others believe me when I say you have a sense of humor.” 
Bruce shifted his body language, accentuating the pop of his hip as he placed a hand on it. He planted a palm on the vanity’s surface, leaning closer, and he let a magazine-worthy Duchenne smile cross his face while keeping his gaze vacant and glazed over in the manner characteristic of Bruce Wayne, Gotham’s favorite libertine. “And they never will,” he intoned in Batman’s gravelly register. 
Clark stared. “I think that is the weirdest thing I’ve ever seen you do. And let me tell you, that particular list is very, very long.”
“And you have four minutes, Kent; quit stalling,” Bruce said, voice rising back into its natural octave. “Are you ready?” 
“Not at all,” Clark breathed, wiping his hands and palms on the handkerchief as if he were capable of perspiration. He paused, uncertainty casting a shadow over his features. Quietly, he said, “I’m just not certain that I’m…” 
He trailed off. His throat clicked. 
A beat. 
“Do you love her?” Bruce asked. 
“Yes,” Clark responded easily, with a swiftness that spoke of bone-deep certainty. Bruce’s heart twinged; Bruce sternly told it to go fuck itself. He was busy giving a pep talk, here. 
“Do you respect her? Trust her? Want to share your future with her?” 
“Yes, to all of those. Bruce, what—” 
“Lois has shown no inclination of doubting her acceptance of your proposal. She’ll be in no greater danger as Superman’s wife than she usually is, walking into hostage situations chasing after her next story. She understands Superman—his purpose, his loneliness, his values—in a way very few do.” Bruce pushed off of the vanity, his dress shoes clicking on the floor as he stepped closer to Clark. “What’s your hang-up here?” 
Clark closed his eyes. He took a breath. 
“I’m going to outlive her. I’m going to outlive our children—even though we haven’t had that conversation yet, and that’s kind of presumptuous to just say, and we don’t know if it’s even  possible to—  God. What I mean to say is, freak accidents on purpose notwithstanding, I’ll probably live until the sun implodes. You’ve seen the projections—you’re the one who  made them. It’s just—I don’t know what would be worse: never having her, or having everything I’ve ever wanted, experiencing life in this new way, and being—losing it all to something I can’t even—” 
He cut himself off. His breaths were harsh and coming too quickly. This time, he didn’t need Bruce’s guidance; he seemed to tether himself with his steady heartbeat, making an effort to inhale and exhale in time with Bruce until his breaths were even again. 
“And here I thought I was supposed to be the cynical one, of the two of us,” Bruce said blandly. 
Clark barked a laugh, but the corners of his mouth were too wobbly to be very convincing. 
“Lois is a smart woman. Years ago, she realized it was likely that yellow solar energy affected your physiology in a number of unexpected ways—including your lifespan.” Bruce tilted his head, watching as realization made a home on Clark’s face. “She was the one who asked me for the graphs, the calculations. And with that knowledge, she said yes. Who are you to take that choice away from her?” 
He didn’t say it, because it would’ve been wildly inappropriate and most definitely horribly selfish, but Bruce had always been glad for Clark’s indestructibility, his functional immortality. The possibility of outliving his sons—made doubly probable by their careers in vigilantism—had always been one of the fears that drove him to sleeplessness in the dead of night. And here was Superman, bullet-proof, knife-proof, fucking  nuke-proof, only vulnerable to magic and relatively uncommon pieces of meteor rock, the majority of which were kept in Bruce’s own vault: the one person who was nearly guaranteed to see Bruce buried, rather than the other way around. It was a reassurance he would never, ever voice aloud, but it was one of the few things that quieted his mind enough for him to fall asleep on nights when his brain just wouldn't shut up. 
Bruce was pulled from his thoughts by Clark’s hand, which was settled on his shoulder. His mouth was still wobbly, but now it was from gratitude instead of being on the verge of tears. There was a steadiness to his gaze, to the set of his spine. 
“Thank you, Bruce,” Clark said warmly, excruciatingly sincere. Bruce nearly recoiled instinctively; it was only due to years of exposure that he managed to tamp down the urge. The little tilt of a smirk at the corner of Clark’s mouth said that he knew exactly what he was doing, and he was delighting in the opportunity to mildly inconvenience him. “I don’t know where I’d be without you.” 
“Years dead via kryptonite poisoning from a Luthor plot. Possibly even on a Luthor plot of land, head staked on his lawn,” Bruce said blithely. 
Clark smiled, cocking his head a little. The iconic S-curl fell over his forehead; Bruce didn’t reach out to fix it. “Maybe.” 
Clark’s gaze dropped to his hands. He folded up the small kerchief there with neat, deliberate motions; turning his head, Clark watched himself tuck it into the pocket of his suit jacket like it was a pocket square and not a cotton handkerchief with a monogrammed BW stitched in the corner he was placing over his heart. He brushed away the errant curl himself. 
Bruce was absolutely placing too much weight on a gesture of platonic appreciation. He despaired, briefly, at the state of himself. 
“You’re so sentimental,” Bruce said flatly, not allowing even an ounce of whatever it was he was feeling into his voice. 
“And  you’re probably disapprovingly ticking off the number of fashion faux pas I made just now in your head,” Clark replied, sounding amused. 
“Handkerchiefs are too bulky. It’s ruining the line of your suit,” Bruce muttered. 
“It matches my tie,” Clark retorted, which was true and also not a coincidence. Bruce had been the one to pick it, after all; the three back-up handkerchiefs were all just as midnight blue. 
So, Bruce ignored him, counting in his head. 
Five. Four. Three. Two. 
One. 
Clark cocked his head in the way he did when he was listening to something a continent over. But this time, it was much closer, and even Bruce’s human ears could hear it. 
“Go,” Bruce said, but Clark was already pushing the doors open. His spine was straighter than he’d normally allow Clark Kent’s to be, and he walked with purpose towards the source of the music. 
Following behind him, Bruce was perhaps the only one who saw the tension in his shoulders, the minute trembling of his clasped hands, as they walked down the aisle and up to the altar where the officiant stood. Clark stood there, hands twitching like he wanted to reach up to take out the handkerchief in his suit pocket. His eyes were fixed on the entrance, passing over the procession of groomsmen and bridesmaids like they weren’t even there; they flickered a little, as the last pair entered through the doors. Tracking Lois—her heartbeat, the clicking of her heels on marble, the hem of her dress ghosting across the floor—as she drew closer, most likely. 
Bruce knew Lois had made her appearance when Clark grew totally, abruptly still, all of his nervous energy draining away in an instant. He certainly wasn’t the only one who saw the stress melt away from Clark’s frame when Lois stepped through the doors on her father’s arm; he could hear the spectators sigh and murmur amongst themselves at the expression of slack awe on Clark’s face. Or perhaps at the sight of the resplendent bride. Bruce was, in all likelihood, the only person staring at the groom rather than the bride at the moment. 
Violins sang in symphony with the gentle, resonant notes of the piano. From his position behind him, Bruce watched Clark’s profile crack open with vulnerable reverence. A tender, soul-baring sort of love poured from his impossibly blue eyes as Lois slowly glided closer, the very vision of beauty and grace in her white gown. 
Clark smiled a little, his mouth twisting—wryly, helplessly, like he knew he was being a sop, but wouldn’t she please bear with him for a moment? 
Lois smiled back, a fierce joy setting her eyes alight. She reached out to find Clark’s hand already outstretched, and as one, their fingers tangled together. His thumb brushed over her elegant knuckles gently, devotedly, and they gazed at each other like there wasn’t any other place that they would possibly ever want to look. 
Bruce broke. He would've rather borne the experience of his month-long torture resistance training in China compressed into the agony of a single searing instant than show an ounce of what he was feeling to anyone, but he couldn't help it. He didn’t look away, didn’t frown at one of the happiest moments of his best friend’s life, didn’t even let his heart skip a beat—but his next inhale was too sharp, and his exhale a touch too shakily ragged. 
On any other day, that would be enough for Clark to whirl on him and take him by the shoulders to agitatedly check him over with x-ray vision. Bruce was a dab hand at concealing injuries, and Clark had gotten into the habit of tuning in to his bodily responses years ago after an off-world mission on a swamp planet with an atmosphere had apparently possessed viral properties that attacked open wounds. They’d only learned of that particular factoid after Bruce had collapsed in front of Clark and Diana due to infection from a minor stab wound he’d neglected to inform anyone about. 
But this wasn’t any other day. Clark was getting married. He didn’t even glance back at Bruce—his attention was wholly fixed upon Lois’ beautiful face. Nothing, it seemed, would be able to divert it. 
Bruce was grateful. He was, really. 
Suddenly, he felt a burning gaze drilling into the side of his skull. Bruce flicked his eyes aside casually, sweeping over the gathering of guests in search of threats, and paused. 
Dick was staring at him. He was seated in third row on the left side of the aisle—the side opposite to where Bruce stood, with a dozen people between them—and yet, their gazes caught unerringly. 
Slowly, Dick raised his hand to his face, and scratched his left cheek twice. 

   Extraction needed?  

Bruce allowed sardonic amusement to flicker at the corner of the picture-perfect Bruce Wayne smile he hadn't let waver. Dick would make a diversion if he said yes. He'd either fall over in a dead faint or cause a ruckus in the pews or vomit on his seat neighbor's Louis Vuitton purse—anything, as long as it would get Bruce out. He'd regret disrupting Clark's wedding, and perhaps hate Bruce a little more than he already did, but he would do it. 
Dick liked Clark a whole hell of a lot more than he did Bruce, especially now, but it was always to his detriment that his love and loyalty would unfailingly be laid first and foremost with Bruce. 
Bruce didn't deserve him. He would never come to deserve him. But after all these years, he'd managed to muster up some degree of fatalistic acceptance about his chances of escaping Dick's particular brand of stubborn ‘I am going to care about you whether you like it or not’ devotion. 
Bruce tipped his head to the right and blinked once slowly. 

   No.  

The tension in Dick's shoulders eased, but his stare didn't let up—so, Bruce was the first one to look away, direct his eyes back to Clark’s beaming face, and listen to the heartfelt vows spilling from his mouth. 
He let the wave of feeling roll over him like he would any other pain, and breathed. 
Bruce Wayne smiled, and the guests broke out into thunderous applause as the pair of husband and wife shared a gentle kiss over the euphonic singing of violins. 

There was conversation winding around every occupied table, the additional clinking of silverware against porcelain contributing to the ambient noise. About forty minutes into the meal, most were finished with their dishes. 
Bruce had occupied himself with making conversation with Martha, who was seated to his right. She seemed to be drawing unending amounts of morbid amusement at Bruce Wayne’s nothing-behind-the-eyes prattling. Clark, by his occasional side glances when he could be torn away from gazing glowingly at his newly wedded wife, found their interactions just as entertaining. 
“And then, Hannah was  flying down the slope—you’ll have to take my word for it, but she looked right out of some cartoon, arms pinwheeling, headed my way at 70 miles per hour. She caught my arm as she passed where I was sitting with my ass planted in the snow, missing a ski, sock, and my new pet dog, and took me with her down the rest of the hill. Only, the problem was, she’d veered off course. Hannah dragged me along by the arm and straight into the soft embrace of twelve pine trees,” Bruce said, in a tone of airy nostalgia. “And that’s how I learned not to take drunk Californian models who’ve never laid a manicured finger on a pair of skis to the Alps. Else you end up with a dislocated shoulder, a shattered clavicle, and several fractured ribs via disgruntled moose.” 
Martha didn’t seem to know what to say. General Samuel Lane, seated at her other side, who’d never had the pleasure of being victim to The Bruce Wayne Experience, looked as if he concurred and also maybe wanted to have him undergo a brain MRI, if only to know for certain there was anything up there at all. 
“...Are you alright now, dear?” Martha asked, eventually. 
“Oh, I’m perfectly fine! Healthier than a horse, that’s me!” Bruce beamed insouciantly. Nevermind that horses were biophysiological marvels that were liable to keel over if poked at in the stomach a hair stronger than absolutely no pressure at all. Then, into his flute of champagne (that was actually apple cider), he murmured, “She made it up to me with apology head, so I can’t complain.” 
Clark suddenly choked on his own sip of champagne, and he set his glass down as he hurried to cough into a napkin. His other fist thumped at his chest. Sam looked as if he were hastening the appearance of early onset deafness. Martha just swatted at Bruce’s shoulder, looking more entertained than honestly scandalized. “Bruce!” she chided. 
“What? What is it?” Bruce said, all wide-eyed innocence. “I said, ‘She gave me an apology for my head, so I can’t complain’! I also had a concussion!”
Nearly ninety percent of that was a lie, of course. ‘Hannah’ was actually ‘Harley’ and she’d strapped him to the front of a snowmobile she’d driven into a copse of trees, whereupon she’d given him blunt force trauma via generous application of her mallet. She certainly hadn't apologized for the concussion after. He’d actually had to take a hiatus from soirées for a few weeks because of how obvious the bruising on his face was. 
“Mr. Wayne?” 
Bruce turned, and saw a woman approach him. Pale blue dress—bridesmaid colors—and features resembling that of Lois’. Lucy Lane was holding out a microphone to him. Bruce received it and glanced down at it, smiling quizzically. “What’s this for?”
“Your speech, dear,” Martha said. “Did you prepare one?” 
“My speech,” Bruce repeated blankly, as if he hadn’t had one drafted in his mind just hours after he’d learned Clark had started dating Lois, years ago. Then, “Oh! My speech!” 
He handed the mic back to Lucy without looking, with all the casual presumption of a man with a lifetime spent of others accommodating for him under his belt, and took a hold of his glass. He struck it with a knife three times; the clear, resonant sound echoed throughout the hall, drawing people’s attention to him. 
He took back the mic, smiling carelessly as he set down his knife. “Excuse me for the interruption, everyone, but I suddenly recalled that it was about time for the best man’s speech. And also that I am the best man.” A smattering of polite laughter. “Hello, all. In the unlikely case that you don’t know my face: my name is Bruce Wayne, and I’ve known Clark—and Lois—for nearly a decade now.” 
“I’m still not sure why I was called to be best man,” Bruce mused, rising from his seat. He rounded his corner of the head table, walking slowly, allowing everyone’s eyes to trail after him. “I would’ve thought it’d be Jimmy Olsen, whom Lois and Clark have known longer than they have me. But I was informed that he insisted on being their photographer—for which I must admit I’m glad. His work is beautiful, and I look forward to seeing his photos of today.” 
“Thank you, Mr. Wayne!” Jimmy chimed in, waving a hand. Bruce tilted his glass in his direction, smile slanted, as he passed him by. 
“I first met our bride and groom when I visited Metropolis for business. I was, of course, endlessly charmed by Lois’ wit, while she was endlessly charmed by my capacity as a source of quotes. Our short-lived relationship was broken off, however, when on our fifth date, she was kidnapped by the Joker and I took an unfortunate tumble over the railing of a skyscraper balcony. I was startled, if I’m to be honest with you,” Bruce continued, lowering his voice to a conspiratorial whisper. He flicked a smirk at his captive audience. Someone sighed dreamily, loud enough for the front tables to hear; his smile widened. “In Gotham, it would’ve taken until the third for a near death experience.” 
The audience, composed primarily of Metropolitans and residents of Smallville, chuckled somewhat uncertainly. The only people Bruce could spot with expressions of real amusement on their faces were Dick and Jason, who were both looking at him and sitting next to each other, uncomfortably aware of the other while trying to seem as if they weren’t. 
“Needless to say, Clark didn’t like me much. He wasn’t obvious about it, but—oh, who am I kidding, he was  so obvious. But somehow, he managed to be completely unthreatening about it, which I found immeasurably endearing,” Bruce laughed, flashes of Superman’s snarling visage—glowing red eyes and razor-sharp canines and all—playing in his mind. “I like to think I wore him down, though, over all those occasions he was forced to interview me. We’re something akin to friends now. His mother likes me better than him, anyway.” 
Bruce turned on his heel, and winked flamboyantly at Martha. She laughed, miming being struck through the heart with an arrow. Lois snorted and jostled Clark, who let himself rock with the push and shook his head, smiling. A wave of audible mirth washed over the other guests. 
“But that's just one beginning. Here, in this very moment, I've borne witness to another. One with the same couple, so undeniably and unrepentantly in love with each other that it makes me feel all my years as a bachelor almost tangibly—ready to move on to a new chapter in their lives. A new chapter of shared experiences, of burdens halved—and of course, of nigh unbearable marital bliss.” 
Bruce dragged his gaze along the people seated at the head table, and let it stop at Clark. He was staring at Bruce, his bright blue eyes aglow with happiness. His hand was resting on top of the table, in the space between his and Lois’ plates. His fingers were intertwined with hers. 
Systematically, Bruce allowed the devil-may-care smile on his face drop, letting his features fall into its natural set of solemnity. In his peripheral vision, he saw Jason and Dick straighten in alarm, but he paid them no further heed. 
He would've been less exposed stripped naked and standing on top of a table for all to see. It felt horribly, terribly vulnerable in a way that made his skin crawl. For the first time in over a decade and half, Bruce—not Bruce Wayne—was in public, permitting his true face to be seen. Not that the majority of these spectators would recognize it for what it was. 
But Clark would. And he deserved this. Deserved the truth of him, if only in this one moment. So Bruce swallowed his discomfort, watching Clark’s eyes slowly widen, and spoke in his true register: 
“When I imagined love, the first images that came to mind, unfailingly, were my parents. There was an intimacy to them even in the most understated of moments that made you feel as if you were intruding. In that sense, Lois and Clark remind me of them. Theirs is a true love—the sort of love that you experience only once in a lifetime, and read about almost exclusively in fairy tales.” Slowly, he injected his earnest gladness into his face and voice so as to not seem unnatural when the charming half-smile slipped on as if it’d never left. Raising his glass to Clark and Lois, he said sincerely, “I cannot imagine a pair more well matched, nor deserving of happiness, than the two of you. Congratulations.” 
And with that, Bruce tipped his head back and closed his eyes, downing the cider like a shot. The chandeliers overhead seared afterimages on the back of his eyelids. All around him, he could hear glasses clinking as people toasted and followed suit, but all he focused on was the burn of carbonation prickling his throat as he swallowed. 
He didn’t take the moment to linger. He opened his eyes, set his flute down, and smiled brilliantly right at Clark’s softly grateful face, the sound of applause thundering in his ears. 

The rest of the reception passed in a blur; eventually, the cake was cut, and most of the guests grew tired of dancing and left. All the while, Bruce Wayne made his rounds, as charming and sociable as the papers made him out to be, and made a generally good impression on the guests. Gotham’s upper crust would be jealous, if they knew—they usually got half the charm and double the obnoxity. 
Bruce had danced with four people—Martha, Lois, and two other blushing ladies who'd managed to gather the courage to ask him first—and now, he was lingering at the edges of the dance floor, swirling the liquid in his glass and wishing it were alcoholic instead. 
“Bruce,” a familiar, sedate voice greeted. 
“Diana,” Bruce replied in kind, lifting his head. 
She was beautiful—but when was she not? In a deep blue dress that wrapped around her form in a manner reminiscent of the Greek chiton and split high at the thigh for ease of movement, sheer sleeves loose and falling around her like a semi-transparent curtain, Diana seemed to radiate dignity and grace. Gold winked at him from the lobes of her ears, the hollow of her throat, the swell of her defined biceps. 
This was how he knew he was a goner, Bruce recognized grimly. If you were capable of sexual attraction to women and granted the privilege of seeing Wonder Woman in an evening gown that displayed her watermelon-crushing thighs, and felt only a distant sense of aesthetic appreciation, there was no saving you. 
“Your dress is lovely, Ms. Prince,” he said, tone insinuating that it wasn’t her  dress that he found lovely. 
“As was your speech today,” Diana said, unperturbed; only the slight tilt to the graceful curve of her lips betrayed her amusement. While Martha Kent was the world’s greatest proponent of the Bruce Wayne persona as a mode of entertainment, Diana was likely a close second. Whenever Bruce Wayne flirted outrageously with her—which occurred on every occasion they came across each other as civilians, as Diana was the most gorgeous woman in any room she stepped foot into more often than not and Bruce Wayne wasn’t exactly the type of man who could be accused of self-restraint in any area—she always looked like she was having the time of her life, on the verge of slapping her knee and calling him a hoot. In her own unhurried, elegant way, of course. 
“Thanks,” Bruce said brainlessly, swaying on his feet a little like he was drunk. Diana gently placed a steadying hand in the crook of his arm. “I came up with half of it on the spot.” 
“Nonetheless,” she said, “it was beautiful. It's rare that anyone hears a word of earnest, unshielded sentiment from you.” 
“I don't know about that,” Bruce drawled. “I pay a lot of money for my ghostwriters to allow me to do just that, you know.” 
Bruce had never in his life delivered a speech written by another person. It wouldn't be inaccurate to say that Bruce didn't trust anyone to be able to say for him what needed to be said, to properly represent his interests—which were, of course, Gotham’s interests.
When he spoke at charity events and fundraising galas, he had to persuade his audience into wanting to donate their funds and contribute to the betterment of the city—and to do that, he had to be an excellent public speaker. To make strong emotional appeals that spoke to the heart. 
Bruce Wayne might be a fool, but no one could deny he loved his city; he made for a perfectly sufficient orator. Bruce was willing to pull on a couple hundred heartstrings if his city required it of him, and it didn't hurt his cover either, to be known as an unreliable philanderer who was only ever truly sincere when it came to philanthropic causes. It made him seem like an actual person, instead of a caricature of a wealthy hedonist. 
“No man you can hire can convey to Clark what you have with your speech today,” Diana said softly. 
“Hm?” Bruce tilted his head, blinking once indolently. “And what's that?” 
“Your blessing.” 
Bruce laughed lightly, sounding exactly as lighthearted as he should be. “They’ve had it since the very beginning,” he returned warmly. 
Diana tipped her chin down, like it’d make their gazes level, her eyes searching. She wore heels, though she didn’t need the extra inches to look down at him. “They truly have,” she realized. 
Bruce felt his lips tilt into something more genuinely amused. “They truly have,” he agreed. 
Diana was frowning. “Why,” she said, “would you accept this position? Could you not have said—” 
“Diana,” Bruce said, still smiling. 
Diana stopped. Her hand fell from his arm, but she didn’t step away. Her eyes met his evenly, but there was a pinch to the corner of her mouth. 
“I couldn’t have given the title to anyone else,” Bruce explained. “What sort of best friend would I have been then? A piss poor one, I’ll tell you that. And I’ve never been poor a day in my life.” He winked obnoxiously. 
For once, Diana remained unmoved by laughter at Bruce Wayne’s disagreeableness. “Bruce,” she said, very softly. Sympathetically—like he was some creature to be pitied. 
It  burned.  Bruce dropped his careless grin and looked up at her, expression cleared of all emotion. He didn’t say anything, his stare heavy and unfaltering, but Diana’s face didn’t shift at all. She placed a hand on the juncture of his neck and shoulder, lateral and over the upper trapezius muscle, her palm a warm pressure against the side of his throat even through the fabric of his dress shirt. 
“My only wish,” Diana said finally, “is that there will be a day when you grant yourself mercy.” 
‘Mercy’ was not a word many would say was in Batman’s dictionary. Bruce would grant himself exactly as much mercy as he deserved. 
Perhaps Diana could read the truth in his eyes. There was something very sad in the cast of her features, as she clapped his shoulder gently and turned away, the spill of her skirt trailing behind her on the floor. Bruce watched her back until he saw her turn and greet an excited-looking Jason, and ruthlessly suppressed the feeling rising in his throat. 
He stared into the flute of cider he’d nearly forgotten was between his fingers, and debated throwing it at a wall to watch it shatter into a thousand glittering shards. He’d pick up the remains, well-meaning as he was, but deep into his cups, Bruce Wayne wouldn’t have the sense to wait for a brush and dustpan. It wasn’t quite the same as bloodying his knuckles against a mob boss’ face, but it’d make him bleed all the same. 
He needed a drink. But he couldn’t, not when he was expecting a call and didn't know when he'd have to receive it. So he set down his glass, uncaring of the stray drops of liquid that sloshed over the rim and dotted spots of moisture on the white tablecloth beneath it, and strode out of the open doors. 
Bruce took turns and stepped through doorways without conscious thought—he had, naturally, memorized the blueprints before suggesting it as a prospective venue to Clark—until he reached the building’s exit. He thought about leaving. He was never not busy; it wouldn’t be difficult to fabricate an excuse if he needed one. 
He imagined, in his mind’s eye, Clark’s downturned face. The flash of momentary disappointment that would cross his features, before it would be tucked away. Clark knew the weight of duty better than most; he would understand. He wouldn’t blame him for it. 
Bruce would blame him for it, though. 
He breathed in deeply, and exhaled steadily. The air smelled too clean. It made his skin itch—like it always did when he was away from his city—to be back in Gotham and have his lungs polluted with her familiar smog. 
Pushing open the front doors, he didn’t make his way over to the Corvette in the parking lot; instead, he walked to an adjacent structure connected to the main building, and pressed his back against the wall of an alley in between them. 
Bruce closed his eyes, letting his head fall back against the brick. He could hear the indistinct noise of conversation floating through a crack in the offshoot building’s door. Incoherent speech through an occupied mouth full of food: Barry. A cracked joke drawled, surely containing something equal parts inane and crass: Hal. 
He let the distant sound of the others laughing at them both wash over him. He reached into one of the hidden pockets in his suit jacket, and pulled out a pack of cigarettes, considering it. 
They were Jason’s. Confiscated just this morning, when he’d caught him attempting to smuggle it into the wedding. As if Bruce wouldn’t have noticed even the slightest of interruptions in the lines of his suit. He’d thought he’d taught him better than that. 
Bruce tapped out a cigarette from the box, and placed it between his lips. From the holster attached to his sock garter, he retrieved a multitool that he’d designed to function as a lighter, taser, flashlight, pair of pliers, and two different types of knives, all at once. He flicked it open, and pressed the spring-loaded push button; a thin line of blue electricity arced between the two high-voltage electrodes, a bright spot of illumination in the burgeoning dark. Bruce dipped his head down to it for a light, cupping a hand around the cherry-red end of his cig more out of habit than any real need to. 
“I didn’t know you smoked.” 
Bruce leaned back against the wall, sucking in deeply and slowly. He held the smoke in his lungs for a long moment, allowing the nicotine to absorb into his bloodstream, before taking the stick between his middle and index finger to breathe out a stream of smoke. The smell would cling to his clothes; Alfred was sure to scold him. 
“I don’t,” Bruce said, watching semi-opaque tendrils of smoke drift from the burning end of his cigarette. He placed the cig back between his lips, sucking languidly. 
“That didn’t look like that was your first cigarette,” Clark noted mildly, walking from the mouth of the alley to stand next to Bruce. Upwind, but that didn’t matter with their proximity; his nose wrinkled lightly as the noxious cloud drifted closer to his face, before it smoothed away as though it'd never been there at all. His chest wasn’t rising and falling—he was holding his breath. And considering he didn’t really need to breathe, he could hold it for an indefinite amount of time. Still, Bruce tilted his head away from him with his next exhale.  
“I quit,” Bruce murmured, around the obstruction in his mouth. 
He’d gotten into the habit years ago, when he'd been globetrotting and picking up every skill he could get his hands on from any teacher willing to accept him. Mostly, he'd missed the familiar sensation of his city's miasma filling his lungs. And on some smaller scale, he'd been hazily reminded of the scent of burning tobacco from his father's custom rolled cigars. 
When he'd started to train in earnest, he quit smoking and drinking for the sake of it. He couldn't afford for the possibility of shortness of breath dragging him down in the middle of a fight, and a functional liver was necessary to break down poisons. It'd been a difficult process—addiction always was—but he'd scraped out of it whole enough. 
The only vice he indulged in these days was one that had adrenaline racing through his veins, wind screaming in his ears, and blood on his face, his mouth, his hands. He didn’t think his odds of overcoming this particular addiction were in his favor, but sometimes, he liked to pray like he wanted to. 
“Are you okay?” Clark asked, voice quiet with concern. 
Bruce regarded him with calm eyes. “Of course,” he said. He straightened, an artificial alertness narrowing his eyes. “Is there a reason I shouldn't be?” 
“Oh, there's nothing wrong in Gotham. Other than the usual, I mean,” Clark said, picking up on the implication and missing the deflection. “I just meant…” He shrugged delicately. “You seem maudlin.” 
“If anyone else that knew me were here, they would ask if there’s a time when I’m not,” he replied mildly. 
Clark tipped his head, and that curl fell over his forehead again. If he noticed it, he gave no indication of it, not making any movements to brush it away. And why would he? There was no one here to lie to. It was only Bruce, after all. 
God. Item number two on that damned list. 
“Bruce,” Clark said patiently, in  that tone of voice. Bruce hated when he pulled out that voice. He always ended up capitulating in one way or another. Fortunately, Clark seldom ever used it, seeming to be under the impression that exposure would lessen the effect; Bruce would probably be just as affected by it another twenty years down the line (provided he lived that long), so he did nothing to disabuse him of the notion. 
“Hush,” Bruce told him. “A man is allowed to be struck by random bouts of existential dread now and then without the threat of persecution. It's a free country, you know.” 
A reluctant quirk at the corner of his mouth. “A free country,” the man that news headlines labeled the personification of truth, justice, and the American way said dubiously. 
“Mm,” Bruce hummed, projecting a lack of care by closing his eyes lazily and taking another drag. Hazy ribbons of smoke escaped his parted lips. When he flicked his eyes open again, he caught Clark's gaze snapping away from him and to the wall before them. Bruce strained his ears, but couldn't hear anything resembling sounds of struggle. When he glanced back at Clark, his eyes were lowered, a curious twist to his lips. 
Well, if it was anything serious, Clark would probably do a quick-change to straighten things out. 
They let the brief lull in conversation swell to a comfortable silence; it drifted in the air between them like the smoke rising from the end of his smoldering cigarette. Clark's shoulder was warm, pressed against his own. Bruce continued to take drags from his cig, and Clark seemed content to watch ash fall from the burning stick like it was a miniature, contained bout of snowfall. The familiarity of his presence, the ease of their shared quiet, quieted his mind. 
The fan of Clark’s eyelashes, long and dark, made it so that the lens of his glasses almost always had a lash stuck to it. Now, they dipped low, revealing only a sliver of the unearthly vibrance of his blue eyes. The line of his full mouth was lax. Faintly smiling. Totally unlike the brilliant smiles that typically graced his face, and yet just as debilitating. 
 Even through the veil of smoke,  his traitorous mind whispered,  he's beautiful.  
Bruce bit down on the end of his cigarette until his jaw began to ache. He kept his heart rate slow and unhurried, but Clark still glanced sideways at him. 
“I forgot something,” Bruce said, voice low, by way of (false) explanation. 
“Now  that,  I find hard to believe.” 
Bruce took one last pull from his cigarette, and put the cherry out on the cold brick of the wall, holding its remains between his index and middle fingers. Clark stretched out a hand. After a moment, he dropped it into his palm. 
A blur of motion, and Clark was gone, the draft from his kickoff having blown away the lingering smoke. About two seconds elapsed, and Clark was back, hair slightly windswept, no cigarette in hand. His hands were in the pockets of his slacks, and his grin was slightly askew, cheeks dimpling endearingly. 
“What?” Clark said, in response to Bruce’s look. “I’ll make a lot of allowances for you, Bruce, but littering is where I draw the line.” 
Bruce shook his head, and reached out to touch his shoulder. How was he a real person? 
Under his touch, Clark stilled like a person who’d just had a butterfly land on their finger. Bruce skimmed his fingertips over the planes of his own cheekbones, then dragged them from his brow down to his chin, where he flicked his wrist with his fingers facing outwards, to Clark. He pressed his hand against Clark’s sternum, where his shield would sit if he had his suit on. 
 “May the light of Rao bless the union of your houses. May you take your spouse’s truths, strengths, and hands into your own, so might your joined palms beckon inescapable victory, bountiful prosperity, and incomparable joy,” Bruce recited, the Kryptahniuo spilling from his tongue easily. 
It was a traditional Kryptonian blessing for marriage, edited to suit Clark’s lack of guild, spoken in the familiar inflections of a close friend. He’d applied gender to all the gendered words. 
Clark bit his lower lip. “Bruce,” he breathed. 
“Don’t hug me,” Bruce warned, stepping away. Clark’s hand reached up to curl gently around the crook of his arm, and weak as he was, Bruce didn’t pull away. “I smell like smoke right now, and you know being so close will set off your senses.” 
“I put out wildfires every other week,” Clark argued, closing the distance between them. “And your cologne smells nice enough that it doesn’t even matter if you’ve taken a dip in the sewer.” 
Doesn’t, not wouldn’t. Something about his word choice prodded at the part of Bruce’s brain that never stopped cataloging every little thing, but he didn’t have time to pick it apart; Clark was reeling him closer, strong arms wrapping around his abdomen, the firebrand heat of his hands sweeping over the breadth of his back before finally coming to a rest on his shoulder blades. 
Clark always did this. Touched him like he knew him, because he did; like he knew he would be accepted, because more often than not, he was. The warmth and power of the sun, incandescent, confined within a single man. 
Bruce hesitated, hands hovering over Clark’s broad shoulders. Slowly, tentatively, he let one settle on the small of his back, the other gently holding the nape of his neck. The moment Bruce’s hands touched the expensive fabric of his suit, Clark exhaled slowly, all the tension in his body falling away. His breath ghosted against the side of his neck, and even with the six or so layers of cloth between them, he was like a furnace—heat surrounded him on all sides, leaving him no room for escape, and his nose was filled with the clean scent of ozone and ice and Clark Kent’s warm, woodsy cologne. 
Calmly, Bruce contemplated immolation. 
He let the moment stretch, allowing ten seconds to pass—it wasn’t self-indulgence if Clark had been the initiator, he reasoned—before saying, “Are you done?” 
“No,” Clark mumbled against Bruce’s throat, and this was rapidly leaving ‘self-indulgence’ and approaching ‘dangerous’. He could feel the upturn of Clark’s lips against his skin as he spoke. 
Clark squeezed Bruce’s middle, inhibited strength deliberately exerting a pressure strong enough to remain comfortable without letting up on force. Not for the first time, Bruce marveled at Clark’s capacity for restraint. 
“Thank you, Bruce,” Clark whispered, the words heavy with meaning. 
Bruce gazed at nothing in particular, his fingers touching the short hairs at the base of Clark’s head. He didn’t say anything in response, but he squeezed him again anyway. 
When Clark finally pulled away, Bruce bore the sudden chill that washed over him in the wake of his absence. His palms tingled with the ghost of his warmth. Clark’s hand was on his shoulder. 
Clark’s eyes, ever that luminous cerulean, were even brighter than usual—and staring into Bruce, pinning his feet in place. His lips parted to speak, but he faltered. His Adam's apple bobbed. Then, he shook his head, laughing a little. “Sorry, I—I don’t know what to say.” 
“You don’t have to say anything at all,” Bruce offered wryly, forcing his feet to travel an inconspicuous quarter-step away. “It’s just me.” 
“It’s  because it’s you that I need to say it,” Clark said nonsensically. Then, fixing him with a steady, heartrendingly sincere gaze, he said, “God, but I don’t think I say it enough. Do you understand just how much you mean to me? I know you thought I was joking, but I really don’t know where I’d be without you. I think I’ll need you forever, Bruce.” 
Bruce blinked once, slowly. Clark’s stare didn’t let up, unrelenting. 
 You can’t say that,  Bruce thought about saying. His throat burned with the force of his restraint.  Not to me. Not here, not now. Not just hours after you’ve married her and I had to deliver a speech to everyone who attended the ceremony about how it’s for the best for everyone that I never had you. It’s too cruel.   
He swallowed the words, and hummed instead. Clark beamed like he’d delivered a soliloquy dedicated to the strength of their unbreakable friendship, and he was so terribly beautiful that Bruce wished he had the strength to look away. 
Clark Kent, he’d come to realize, was not the sort of man you could fall out of love with. He would smile on some unremarkable day with the sun warming his skin, and you would stop, struck with a wave of feeling so enormous, you’d be as helpless to it as you would be in the face of a tsunami. You wouldn’t be able to stop it from happening; you would live with him in your bones until the day you were six feet under. 
Bruce had made his peace with it years ago, but the wedding was dredging up all sorts of feelings he usually kept firmly under wraps. He would be glad to finally leave and be back in Gotham where he belonged. 
Like a gift from whatever gods that may be, his communicator chirped in his ear. Clark finally stepped away from his space. Bruce shunted his feelings aside, reorienting his mind’s focus to his work, and raised a finger to press the button that would transmit his voice. “Cave. Report.” 
“I’m afraid I must interrupt your evening, Master Bruce,” came Alfred’s voice, cool and clipped as always. “The Joker has finally made his move. He’s taken the bank in Monolith Square hostage with armed reinforcements, and twenty noncombatants are inside. Reportedly, he is waiting for you to arrive at your… ‘date’.” 
So he’d finally gotten bored of waiting. No doubt he’d have some wild card up his sleeve, but Bruce was more concerned with the hostages. 
“Received. ETA twenty minutes,” he said, and lowered his hand from his ear. He looked back up to Clark, ready to apologize, but he was smiling at him. 
“Go,” he said. “And I know you hate it, but I’ll give you a lift.” 
Bruce nodded, mind still turning over logistics. He had a suit in the car, but the backup belt he’d packed was arranged differently from the usual one he wore in Gotham. With Clark carrying him, he could shave off ten whole minutes. “Thank you,” he didn’t forget to say, and made his way to the mouth of the alley. 
He turned the corner, Clark trailing behind him, and opened the door of the building to his left.
Barry looked up, a bit of pizza oil on his cheek. “Bats!” he greeted. 
He nodded absently in response, eyes scanning over the collection of people gathered for the afterparty. When he found who he was looking for, he whistled a series of wheezy, lispy notes, the bird call rising over the ambient noise of socialization. The glistening-green tanager, the designated bird for the Joker. 
In response, two robin calls of acknowledgement rang out in unison from opposite sides of the room. Dick and Jason stared at each other, faces painted with identical bewilderment. 
Dick’s expression crumpled; then, it built itself back up, smoothing over into careful neutrality. He’d learned that, Bruce knew, from him. Dick met Bruce’s eyes and rose to his feet, signing acknowledgement as he moved to a side room, presumably to where he’d stashed his uniform. 
Jason stood up as well, watching Dick’s back retreat, and made his way through the crowd to Bruce. “Thank God,” he muttered once he was in earshot, ducking past Bruce and heading in the direction of the parking lot. “Guy Gardner was starting to chat shit about you, B. If he kept it up, I was going to punch him in the face.” 
Bruce made a noise of amusement, turning to face Clark. “You invited Gardner?” 
“It would’ve been rude not to,” Clark defended. 
“It’s ruder that you’ve inflicted him on the rest of us,” Bruce replied, following Jason. “But never mind the question of if I should give him another TBI—move. I need to go back to my own lady.” 
“You’re in a relationship?” Clark asked. His tone was strange, but when Bruce glanced back, his face was completely even. “You didn’t tell me anything.” 
“Have been for years,” Bruce said blandly, undoing the buttons on his waistcoat with one hand and unknotting his tie with the other, his suit jacket slung over his arm. They were just feet away from the Corvette, now. Bruce couldn’t see it through the tinted windows, but he was sure Jason was inside, attempting to wriggle into his Robin leggings like a landed fish while semi-sitting on the leather seats. 
“What?” Clark said. His voice and face were completely unreadable. “Would I know her by name?” 
“Of course,” Bruce replied, unlocking the left rear door of the car. He reached under the driver’s seat for a briefcase, not minding Jason, who was shoving his feet into a pair of green boots to his right. He undid the latches and inputted the twenty digit code. As he let the biometrics scan his thumbprint, he maneuvered himself into the car and set the case on his lap, his other hand reaching down to undo the laces on his wingtips. He flipped open the briefcase to reveal the matte black bat on the chestplate of his suit. 
When he looked back up at Clark, he found him frowning, the rays of the sinking sun illuminating his stupidly handsome face in warm golds and oranges. Maybe it was a bit mean of a joke, but Bruce as a person was a bit mean. Clark was used to it by now. He should probably spare him, though. 
“Her name is Gotham,” Bruce tossed over his shoulder with a smirk, and shut the door between them.
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          End Notes

          if you were wondering at any point if bruce felt ooc for his sense of humor and levity, i'll defend myself here. 1) this is a post dick!robin, jason!robin, pre death in the family bruce. he's still going through it ofc, but at the typical baseline level. 2) he is lying his ass off and he is almost definitely being internally emotionally exsanguinated. and 3) i just really couldn't help myself. i do hope i got his and clark's voices at least somewhat right, though. it's my first time writing them. i had the time of my life with the brucie bits, in case it wasn't patently obvious lol
re: the bird thing. i elaborate on this hc of mine here and i chose the glistening-green tanager for the joker because that was the bird with the most eye-wateringly green feathers i could find.
also, the note about kryptahniuo: applying gender to gendered nouns in speech can be considered intimate or rude depending on the context. so not only was bruce blessing clark's marriage by his dead planet's traditions in its equally dead language, which is an experience that pretty much no one other than bruce or jor-el can give him (bc in my head's timeline, kara's still floating around in space), he was also expressing in his roundabout way that he considered them close. which is objectively obvious, but verbal confirmation from bruce himself is a one in a million sort of opportunity.
my favorite type of love that never happens is when it's not exactly unrequited. just unconsummated. like, there was love, but it wasn't enough. either because of timing or circumstances or both characters just being so absolutely terrible at emotional vulnerability that neither indicate that a possible romantic relationship is a card that could be put on the table.
but that's only in terms of the now. who's to say if bruce ever spills about the time he wanted to throw himself out the watchtower airlock without an oxygen tank because he had to give a best man's speech at clark's wedding, or if clois get divorced and bruce eventually noncommittally admits to having been in love with clark for decades, or if they just stay a strictly platonic power work couple with a strange amount of unresolved sexual tension that neither of them acknowledge until the end times?
delightful, huh?


        


    


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








