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the same big and little words

    by QuietLittleVoices

      Summary

      Clark wakes up to see Batman’s face hovering above his and his first thought is 'This must be a dream'. He wishes that the Batsuit and cowl were new features, but they really weren’t.
Or: You can lie even to yourself, until you can't, and then you have to do something about it.



      Notes

        I wrote this on a train in my notes app and so you can kinda feel how many words are on my phone screen at one time when you read this I think. This kept me sane on a train with no signal so it served its purpose and now I'm sharing it with you all to witness.




  






    






the same big and little words

    
      
  Clark wakes up to see Batman’s face hovering above his and his first thought is 
  
    This must be a dream. 
  
  He wishes that the Batsuit and cowl were new features, but they really weren’t. 


  He’s saved from an… embarrassing situation when he realizes Bruce has a knife to his side, pointed between his ribs. 
  
    That
  
   was new.


  “If I had kryptonite, you’d be dead,” Batman growls. 


  
    Not a dream
  
  . Clark sweeps an arm and rolls him off so that Bruce makes a soft landing on the other side of the bed before his body can catch up with the change in situation. Bruce rolls with it, elegantly coming to his feet on the other side and sheathing the knife in one move before pulling off the cowl. 


  “Why’d you come all the way here?” Clark asks, sitting up in bed, letting the blanket fall around his waist. “Not to play pretend at killing me, I assume.”


  “That was just a teaching opportunity,” Bruce informs him, like that’s a normal thing to do and say. For Bruce, it almost was. “I broke in through your unlocked balcony and walked into your bedroom and you didn’t notice.”


  Clark fights the urge to roll his eyes. “Okay. But why’d you come? Because if you don’t have a good reason and you woke me up three hours before I have to be up for work –”


  “I have information about Lex Luthor’s incoming shipments. It looks like he’s acquired more Kryptonite,” he interrupts, looking as if being questioned about his motives for breaking into Clark’s apartment was a frustrating prospect and not the natural first question.


  Clark groans, resisting the urge to lay back down. It was always something with Lex, but he appreciated Bruce actually involving him this time. When it came to Kryptonite, Batman sometimes neglected to tell Superman about it until it was over. “Good enough reason. When does it come in?”


  “Eight tomorrow evening to the Gotham Marina,” Bruce recites. “I expect to see you at the cave when Clark Kent is done work.”


  Clark waits for Bruce to leave after that, but he just… doesn’t. He doesn’t move, or fidget, or anything so mundanely human like that, but he doesn’t leave, either. 


  “I hate when you talk about us like there’s a difference between 
  
    Clark Kent
  
   and 
  
    Superman
  
  ,” Clark says, giving Bruce a reason to stay and engage if that’s what he wants. The thing with Bruce was that he would leave mid-conversation if he really wanted to, and regularly did, so if he was staying then that meant he wanted to be where he was for whatever inscrutable reason.


  “Isn’t there?” Finally, Bruce pushes off the cowl and gives him a genuine, inquisitive look. 


  
    So he does want to talk
  
  , Clark thinks, and then shrugs. “Yeah, but they’re still both me.”


  Bruce studies his face in the darkness and Clark wonders if he should’ve turned a lamp on, so he does, reaching over to flick on his bedside lamp and bathe them in the yellow, warming glow he’d picked out to make his bedroom feel cozy against the gleaming glass and chrome of Metropolis at noon. He tries not to think about that as it flickers across Bruce’s face – unshaven, a shadow across his jaw thrown into stark relief, his ice-blue eyes warmed like embers – and the batsuit, creating dramatic outlines in the sharp edges. It creates a strangely inviting image and Clark wants, for a moment, to run his fingers across it. It isn’t a new urge, and one he’s practiced at suppressing now, allowing it only a moment to flit through his mind before he files it away.


  “I guess they are,” Bruce says, voice quiet as a revelation. 


  “What, are 
  
    Batman
  
   and
  
     Bruce Wayne
  
   not both you?” Clark asks, tilting his head. He’s curious — this isn’t something they really talk about, when they talk about things outside of work and, well, 
  
    work
  
  . Usually they just swap updates abouts kids and extended family, straying away from more personal topics by long standing, unspoken agreement.


  For a while, at least since his divorce with Lois, Clark had started questioning if they’d made the right call. He’d wondered if there had been a moment, even just one, when they could’ve made a different one. If he’d take it if he saw it; if he’d notice it.


  Bruce shrugs, mirroring Clark’s earlier response. “I don’t think either of them are me,” he admits softly, in a voice that, true to his words, doesn’t belong to either version of himself.


  “That’s what I thought,” and Clark knows it’s true as he says it. Neither Batman nor Bruce Wayne were the man standing in his bedroom at some god-awful hour in the morning, interrupting his hard earned rest for an update that could’ve been a text.


  They lapse into silence but Bruce keeps 
  
    not leaving
  
   and Clark can’t tell why. He’d given the intel, he’d suffered through two minutes of small talk; Bruce wasn’t one to stick around without reason, some version of himself having responsibilities across the bay at all hours of the day and night. 


  “Why did you come here tonight?” Clark asks, studying him.


  Bruce doesn’t answer, his eyes the only part of him moving as he takes in whatever non-verbal signals Clark is giving off. It’s fair enough – Clark is focused on the elevated drum of Bruce’s heart, after all. He can’t begrudge the other man looking for whatever he can see.


  “You really should be more careful about leaving your balcony door unlocked,” Bruce says instead of a real answer, but Clark has his number now.


  “I’m Superman,” Clark reminds him, as if that isn’t what they’ve been talking about this entire time. If 
  
    Clark Kent
  
   and 
  
    Superman
  
   are the same person, then it surely follows that someone random criminal breaking into Clark Kent’s apartment wasn’t any real threat.


  “You were still asleep when I walked in here,” Bruce continues, voice clipped and jagged, like saying this… affects him, somehow, in a way that Clark can’t hope to measure. “Not awake and ignoring a petty thief. Asleep. I got onto your bed. I put a knife to your side.”


  Clark nods along. It was all true, after all. He just wasn’t sure why it mattered, because — “You weren’t going to kill me.”


  Bruce makes a noise of frustration and finally moves, tossing his gauntlets on the floor next to the cowl so that he can run a hand down his own face. “You said my name before you woke up,” Bruce tells him roughly, the words torn out of him – cut from his chest. “In your sleep, when I had a 
  
    knife to your side
  
  , you sighed and said my name. You 
  
    smiled
  
  .”


  
    Oh
  
  . “Oh,” Clark says. 


  Superspeed was good for a lot of things. Saving people in a burning building, getting across the globe in moments, and giving Clark a few seconds of extra time to study Bruce’s face in the moments before he was certain he was about to be denied the privilege ever again. 


  “Stop it,” Bruce barks, snapping Clark out of it. “I hate when you use superspeed like that. You get blurry and it gives me a headache just to look at you.”


  Clark drops his eyes to his bedspread. “Sorry.”


  For a moment, they’re both quiet. Clark listens to the sounds of their breathing in the night, the sounds of the busy road — always busy in Metropolis, in Central City, in Tokyo — falling away as he focuses on this apartment. This room. 


  “Why was I able to sneak up on you, Clark?” Bruce asks quietly, and it’s the same question that Clark had asked. 
  
    Why did you come here tonight?
  
   It has the same core, at least; the same true answer, Clark thinks.


  “I have your heartbeat memorized,” Clark admits, chancing a look at Bruce in time to see the astonished expression on his face. And, because Clark has always gambled with his own heart, he adds, “I listen to it when I need something to focus on to fall asleep, when everything gets too… loud. I wouldn’t have noticed you getting closer, because it was already right next to my hearing. It’s like you’re in the room with me, so it wouldn’t register that that was suddenly true.”


  Bruce is silent for long enough that Clark looks up to find him with his calculating face on. The one that he gets when trying to plan a large-scale operation, much more familiar to the Watchtower than Clark’s apartment. Clark finds immediately that he doesn’t like it here, bathed in the warm yellow lamplight. He wants Bruce to look like himself here, always.


  “So, anyone in the League could have —”


  “No,” Clark interrupts as soon as he realizes the assumption Bruce has erroneously made. He was always downplaying his own importance in things, and Clark suddenly couldn’t bear it — even at his own expense. Even if it meant Bruce walked out forever. “Not anyone. My parents, Lois, the kids. You.”


  Bruce blinks, his own in-costume equivalent of his jaw hitting the floor. 


  “I thought you knew,” Clark admits. “I never told you because I thought you already knew. That it didn’t matter to you.”


  “It matters,” Bruce says, voice thick with some emotion Clark still can’t dare to identify. “Clark — god — your parents, your ex-wife, your 
  
    son
  
   —”


  “The kids,” Clark corrects instinctively. “Yours and mine. All of them. Ever since —” he clears his throat. Jason was back, alive, but it still stung. It probably always would. “All of them,” he repeats. 


  “Clark, that’s a list of the most important people in your life. And me,” Bruce points out, as if this is a surprise to him. And, Clark realizes, it might be.


  “Just the most important,” Clark corrects again. “Which 
  
    includes
  
   you. There’s no ‘and’ about it.”


  Bruce makes a noise of frustration and gets on the other side of Clark’s bed, moving to get closer. For a moment, Clark wants to tell him off about boots on the bed, until he realizes — Bruce had removed them near the door, before he’d threatened Clark’s life with a little knife. He was wearing the batsuit without its extremities, an image so suddenly bizarre and out of place and Clark almost laughs. 


  “Why,” Bruce says, voice flat, his eyes fixed on Clark’s. He’s rid himself of all identifiable emotion but his heart is still a tick higher than normal.


  Clark valiantly resists the urge to superspeed this moment and slow it down. Whatever happens, this is what he’ll get to remember it by. “You’re one of the most important people in my life, Bruce,” he answers, struggling to keep his voice even and factual. Logic and reason; that’s what Bruce, what 
  
    Batman
  
   responded to, and he was talking to both of them or all of them. However many versions of Bruce would listen. “I didn’t think that would be surprising to know. I thought you 
  
    knew
  
  .”


  “Why would I think Superman sees me as that consequential?” Bruce asks — demands – and Clark realizes this is a fraction of what people Batman interrogates must face. 
  
    No wonder he’s so affective
  
  .


  “Because Clark Kent does,” he retorts easily, because it’s the simple truth. “Because they’re the same person, Bruce, we just —” he sighs in frustration. “You can’t put Superman on some kind of pedestal, and I know — I know you 
  
    don’t
  
  . Not really. But it’s just — it’s 
  
    my
  
   opinion that matters, not the carefully picked media-safe opinion I might let Superman say about anything. And you’re one of the most important people in 
  
    my
  
   life. Okay? Can you believe that?”


  Bruce stays studying his face, and Clark knows he won’t find anything other than complete honesty. Eventually, he’s forced to accept it, in the face of no other alternatives. Even historical evidence, his own human memory, would support Clark’s statement. “Since when?” he asks finally, voice dropping down again. 


  “Probably since the day we met,” Clark admits. It was true, after all. They were, fairly quickly, a known duo. A bonded pair, Barry always teased. The world’s finest. 


  “No,” Bruce says. “Since when have you had my heartbeat memorized?”


  “Not long after that,” Clark tells him, though he doesn’t know for sure when. He didn’t have it memorized, and then one day he did. He hadn’t done it consciously. “It can take awhile. But… no, not too long after that.”


  Bruce’s jaw twitches and Clark wonders why he’s frustrated. 
  
    Annoyed
  
   would make sense, it was technically a violation of his privacy that had been going on for over a decade and Bruce was nothing if not protective of his own privacy, but 
  
    frustrated
  
   didn’t make sense. “You can’t just say things like that, Clark,” Bruce mutters. “Like it doesn’t cost you anything. Like it doesn’t 
  
    mean
  
   anything.” 


  “Of course it 
  
    means
  
   something to me —” Clark argues immediately, because that’s what he’d just said – Bruce was one of the most important people in his life, that 
  
    meant
  
   something.


  “Like you don’t know what it does to me,” Bruce continues, and Clark realizes that if his pulse was elevated before it was 
  
    racing
  
   now. 


  “It means something to me,” Clark repeats forcefully, meeting Bruce’s frantic gaze evenly.  He wishes he was in more than a pair of plaid pants and an old Smallville Crows t-shirt for this but that wasn’t an option he was going to get anymore. This was the moment that it was, whatever that would end up being. “Bruce, I just told you I fall asleep to your heartbeat. That isn’t nothing. It’s —” 
  
    It’s everything
  
  , he wants to say, but he isn’t sure how that would be received. “It’s far from nothing.”


  For all his super powers, Clark has never been able to predict Bruce. He lets out a noise of surprise when Bruce grabs him by the shoulder with one hand, gripping as hard as possible, and pulls him in for a kiss. 


  It doesn’t take Clark long to react, pushing back in kind to get a better angle. 


  “Years,” Bruce says between kisses. “Years, Clark, and I thought — I never thought you would —”


  “But I do,” Clark says, equally nonsensical. “I do. I have. I do.”


  Bruce captures his mouth again and their hands work in tandem at removing the batsuit armour. “
  
    Years
  
  ,” Bruce repeats emphatically. “And I never thought. And then the divorce and you never —”


  Clark pulls away, pushing down the urge to laugh. “It’s not like you were any more forthcoming,” Clark points out, earning him another frustrated noise from Bruce. 


  “Less talking,” Bruce demands, fingers reaching for the hem of Clark’s shirt. “Later. There’s time for that — later.”


  Clark reaches for Bruce’s undershirt in turn. “Later,” he agrees. They’d waited long enough, after all. 


  

  



    





  










Afterword



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








