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with the light shining in your eyes

    by TheResurrectionist

      Summary

      Post-Batman/Superman: World’s Finest #4: Bruce and Clark come down from being fused together.



      Notes

        So I've been complaining about how nobody's written something about Bruce and Clark getting fused together into one hero in Batman/Superman: World’s Finest #4, and I still haven't found anything that quite scratches that itch for me. So I finally wrote it after months of complaining to januariat (thank you for the hand holding!) and yeah...it became smut pretty quickly. Not quite sure how that happened. Ah well.
You don't need to have read World's Finest to read this, all you need to know is 1) Bruce and Clark stole Hal's ring from him via shared concentration 2) which accidentally fused them (temporarily) into one being. You can take a peek at that suit here if you're curious.


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






    






with the light shining in your eyes

    
      The thrill of the fusion doesn’t fade. 
A part of Bruce expected it to, eventually. Hal’s ring had burned through its reserves during their fight, until the constructs dimmed and became less defined at the edges. But their strength -- Clark’s strength, his strength, everything was  theirs  now -- never faded. The thrilling beat of a shared heart in their chest continued, a never ending  yesyesyes  and  this is…  bleeding into  I know. I know.  
Every thought had an answer. And the part of him that was still  Bruce  in a sea of Clark -- it  relished the feeling of a mind locked in step with his own, their thoughts sidestepping into each other, with no conscious effort on either side. 
They fly back to the Cave, their body balanced perfectly between Clark’s memories of flying and this body’s newfound abilities. Hal’s ring burns on their finger, lending the last of its energy as they finally, finally seek out what only feels like  relative safety. 
Bruce wants to laugh. Their lips twitch under the mask, because Clark’s thinking it, too. There is nothing that can harm them like this. Not when they’re so blended together, so physically and mentally, that there simply isn’t  room for vulnerability. 
They could be a god, like this. Bruce can taste the potential, with Clark’s eagerness beating against their ribs, inside their chest, an impossible fire of Superman’s hope and Bruce’s own determination. They had faced enemies; they had taken a Ring from a Lantern via sheer, concentrated  will.  
The Cave proximity alarm beeps as they fly through the waterfall. Through Clark’s super hearing, the alarm is both familiar and unfamiliar. He hears more than Bruce can, as a human. It’s shrill in a way Bruce has never understood, before now. 
 You don’t need to change it,  Clark says to him, already three steps ahead.  I don’t mind the tone. It’s a good reminder to cool my jets… 
He does exactly that as they touch down in the Cave, slowing their descent with half of his own memory, and a good portion of Bruce’s flight training. Because this new body isn’t quite the same as a wholly Kryptonian one, and the ring is a heavy weight on their hand. 
 Now what?  Clark thinks. He’s just as keyed up as Bruce is, their fingers twitching with the after-shocks of their flight.  We’ll need to contact --  
 -- the others,  Bruce finishes, trying to wrench his mind away from the connection still thrumming between them. It’s like trying to wake up from the grip of a particularly vivid dream; any new train of thought is redirected by the warmth of Clark’s mind interwoven through his own, the feeling of  rightness like the worst kind of drug. 
It hurts, Bruce realizes. The kind of rightness that burns, dissolving the cobwebs of doubt and reluctance around his very soul. And that light is  Clark,  just as much as it’s  him. A desire to reach out, mirrored back at him and multiplied tenfold in their agreement. 
It doesn’t fade. If anything, in the stillness of the Cave, in the absence of an active fight, it seems to  increase.  They cannot meet eyes in this form, but it’s almost worse that way. Because Bruce can  feel Clark’s attention on him in so many ways, drilling deep into locked, chained memories without even trying. 
This was nothing like telepathy, no push and pull between the act of looking and finding. Clark simply  knows,  the same way Bruce does. They know because they  are  the same, for this fantastical, limited moment. They are gods, they are one, they are  everything, and nothing they ever experienced -- or will again -- can hold a flame to this infinite moment. 
Hal’s ring flickers on their finger, responding to the sudden decrease in expended energy. Heat travels up their arm, hot and sweet as it splices through their veins. 
 Is this what it feels like for Hal? Clark thinks. He’s not complaining -- to him, it feels like the sun’s light after a long period of darkness. 
 It’s bolstering us,  Bruce thinks back. They’re trembling with the sudden influx of energy.  As a final attempt to achieve refueling. It wants us to charge it.  
The ring flickers, agreeing with him. Clark makes an amused noise, and it carries through to their body. Their throat hums, a beautiful Kryptonian subvocalization Bruce has never had the senses to hear, until now. 
The feeling of warmth seems to double with Clark’s agreement, their body responding to the ring’s call. A familiar ache builds between their legs, so much more urgent than it had ever been alone. 
 Interesting,  Bruce thinks, more for his own benefit than Clark’s.  More leftover energy? Yours? 
Bruce feels Clark’s embarrassment as he moves their hand down between their legs, but he doesn’t intervene. They grind up into the heel of their hand, a breath torn from their lips at the intensity of the sensation. 
 Hal never mentioned this part,  Clark thinks, caught between the sudden arousal and his own embarrassment. He likes that Bruce has taken the lead in addressing their  problem,  likes that it didn’t have to be him.  Are you sure it isn’t yours?  
Bruce thinks about the low-simmering arousal he always carried deep in his gut, post-patrol. The build up of adrenaline and testosterone, needing relief. Regular, predictable enough to be controlled with a hand in the shower, and simply ignored after. 
Clark doesn’t jerk himself off until he’s worked up to the point of snapping, so puritan it makes a part of Bruce smile. He won’t do it in the suit, hides his hands under the bed sheet, and comes over himself, gasping at the familiar unfamiliarity of the sensation. 
This feels like a combination of that, Hal’s own sharp-edged energy charging it beyond recognition. Bruce’s hand between their legs, Clark’s moan caught in their throat, shame and interest and  pleasepleaseplease surging through them. 
Bruce isn’t sure who moves their hand. It closes around their cock, nestled in the thin fabric of this new suit, and their knees nearly give out. Just the feeling of their hand, still gloved, is almost enough to send them over the edge. He can feel their orgasm building in the muscle of their thighs, in the quiver of their abdomen, in the way warmth and wetness spill into their suit, pre-come leaking from their cock in a way that’s almost an orgasm in its own right. 
 We should stop,  Clark thinks.  We should -- Oh God, please don’t stop. Bruce --  
Bruce rips their glove off with their teeth, flinging it to the side. Their body collapses against the nearby wall, knees trembling too much to keep them upright. They’re so  close,  so goddamned close it feels like the  sun, and there’s Clark’s voice in his ear, begging him, his hand wrapped around them, their hips snapping upward -- 
It’s quick and dirty and utterly humiliating. They come on the floor, curled up over themselves. And there’s Clark’s voice again, an impossible note in Bruce’s mind and a soft, pained moan in the physical world. Their hand works their cock until they’re both twitching and burning-hot, the orgasm only adding to the sudden fire burning between them. 
Bruce leans their head back against the wall. Their chest heaves, lungs seeking out air they don’t need. The wrongness of it all, the feeling of gripping his own cock and feeling  Clark moan, it bleeds into everything else. 
There are tears in their eyes. Bruce blinks them away and blames Clark for the emotion burning a hole in their throat. For the sudden, gaping hole in their chest at the idea that this is only  temporary.  
 Don’t leave me,  Clark thinks desperately. His pride chips away under Bruce’s mind.  Please, we can’t ever --  
 I know,  Bruce says, because he  does.  He feels the same way, reaching out to Clark across the chasm.  We won’t be like that again. I promise. I-- 
 -- can’t do this without you,  Clark finishes, dizzy with it.  You never --  
 -- said anything,  Bruce thinks, and the thought lances through him like a knife.  You didn’t say that you --  
 -- need you,  Clark thinks frantically,  I thought you didn’t --  
 -- feel the same,  Bruce finishes.  I know.  
The ring on their finger gives one final flicker before darkening. The warmth running through their body begins to fade. It leaches  Clark  from  Bruce,  until Bruce can actually  feel the way their cells begin to split apart, some final, awful mitosis to separate what must, in the end, be two. 
Bruce closes their eyes, his eyes, Clark’s eyes. The room blurs out of focus, the feeling of his body slamming into him with the weight of gravity once again. 
And it is agony, like no other, to be himself again. There’s a scream caught in his throat, burning under his jaw. Tears in his eyes, all his own, the aching chasm in his chest of being alone again, of being  himself again. 
“Bruce.” 
Clark’s voice is a beacon to him, in this newfound darkness. He opens his eyes, and there is his sun-god, his Kryptonian,  hishishis, kneeling in front of him. His hands are trembling at his sides, the last vestiges of Hal’s ring lighting his eyes in pure, vivid green. 
Bruce reaches up, treasuring the glow of his own eyes against his glove. At least in this, they still match, however temporarily. There is proof, here, at least, that they had once been something  more.  Proof that Clark had been inside of him, more  him than he had ever been. 
He doesn’t know how to ask. Some of it still seems to carry over to Clark, whose expression fractures, agonized. 
 Please,  Bruce thinks, a desperate benediction.  Please --  
They come together in a blink of an eye, in a way that is so  natural despite being two bodies instead of one. Clark’s lips latch onto his neck, one hand reaching up to work at the clasps on the cowl that he knows, now, by heart. 
Bruce detaches the cape from his shoulders, letting out a moan as Clark’s mouth suctions around his Adam's apple, pulling blood up to the surface of the skin. He rips his gloves off, rakes his nails down Clark’s back, winds his hands in Clark’s hair and grips his head with all of his strength, until Clark pulls back with a choked noise in the back of his throat that sounds like a sob. 
Their lips slot together like they’d kissed a thousand times, like an old ritual made real again. Bruce tastes Clark, tastes himself, tastes blood as the kiss turns rough, delighting in the way Clark seems to want to  consume him just as much as he does. 
They move effortlessly in sync, taking away armor and fabric and replacing the open space with their hands. Bruce is pushed down into a flimsy layer of Clark’s cape against rough stone, the lubricant from the third hidden pocket of his utility belt clutched in Clark’s hand like a trophy. 
It’s hard to tell themselves apart, even as two beings. Clark’s fingers breach him like Bruce prepares himself, hard and fast. He twists his hand up, working the lubricant into him with no apologies, no questions, no concern beyond fucking hard and fast. 
Clark doesn’t fuck people often, but when he does, in this, they are far too alike. Bruce tightens around him as the other man pushes in, letting his body fight the intrusion. Letting Clark feel the pressure, the thick heat around him, and bow his head forward, overcome. 
Bruce winds his legs around Clark’s back, keeping their bodies flush against each other. Even the few inches between their faces feels unjust, unwelcome, utterly impossible. Even kissing only softens the chasm in their chests, begging for more. 
Clark thrusts upward, quick and hard. Bruce moans, eyes closing as the stretch and ache become something pleasurable. His hands move back to Clark’s hair, winding through the thick black curls in a way he knows Clark craves, Bruce’s hands against his scalp a longstanding fantasy finally made real. 
 How can you be so perfect? Bruce thinks. All of his usual reserve and control are gone, splintered into pieces somewhere on the floor of his mind. Clark’s hips thrust upward. Bruce’s back arches, baring his throat to the other man. His entire body trembles, every cell in his body turned toward Clark, toward the perfectness of this moment. 
Their bodies move without a wasted moment between them, working toward a shared orgasm. Every graze of Clark’s teeth is calculated; every sound that leaves Bruce’s lips is equally determined, a call and response in shared breath, in shared spit, in the feeling of Clark’s cock buried deep inside of him, so good, so impossible, that it is devastating to think Clark might not be able to feel it back. 
Bruce comes with a bitten-off sob, eyes clenched shut. Clark’s body seizes at the same time, coming so hard, so long, that, for a moment, it’s almost impossible to separate. One orgasm blooming through two bodies, bounded only by technicality. 
Clark’s hand tips Bruce’s jaw upward, bringing their lips together. They tremble through it, pressed against the cold floor. Bruce kisses back, tasting the salt of tears, and knows, from the hitch in Clark’s chest, that they’re not just his own. 
He comes back to himself slowly, drawn back to something resembling cogent thought by the gaps in Clark’s kisses. For a long time, he gives in, chasing those perfect lips when they pull back. Aching to breathe in Clark’s breath, the small lungfuls he can steal before -- 
Clark’s thumb skims his cheekbone. Bruce opens his eyes slowly. The warmth of Clark’s chest under his cheek nearly drags him back down again. 
His eyes are nearly blue again, still flickering intermittently with green. He is so  beautiful, it hurts Bruce to look. From the way Clark stares back, something beyond emotion in his eyes, he knows the inverse is also true. 
They don’t speak. They don’t have to. There is freedom beyond knowing. It is simply  known.  And Bruce knows, without having to ask, that they will never return to how they were before. That Clark won’t  allow it, anymore than Bruce would allow the breath to leave his own chest. 
Clark’s eyes shift, trailing down Bruce’s body in slow, lazy circles. He makes an amused noise as he spots Bruce’s hand. The sound rumbles through his chest, a Kryptonian timbre to it he no longer has the capacity to fully hear. 
“You kept the ring,” Clark says. His voice is like the sound of a thousand church bells to Bruce’s oversensitive ears. Four of the most beautiful spoken words Bruce has ever heard. It’s not  fair.  
Bruce follows Clark’s eyes down to his left hand. Hal’s ring sits on his middle finger, the light within dimmed to near-black. Its warmth and energy are noticeably absent, but it seems content enough to sit on Bruce’s hand. For now, at least. 
“I always knew you were the more stubborn out of the two of us,” Clark says. His lips stretch into a smile, white teeth breaking through the reddened curve of his mouth.
Bruce holds his hand out, examining it in the low light of the Cave. Clark’s arm winds around his waist, pinning him to his chest. As if he’d had any intentions of  leaving.  
 “Willful,” Bruce corrects, a few beats too late to be a timely response. Clark makes an amused noise. His thumb digs into the small of Bruce’s back, slowly undoing the tension in the muscles there. 
“That’s your way of being politically correct with the Lantern Corps,” Clark rebuts, because of course he knows.  “Stubborn is more accurate.” 
“Speaking of stubborn…” Bruce says, trailing off. Clark closes his eyes, letting out a breath he doesn’t need. The arm slung around Bruce’s waist tightens. 
“I know. Just…give me a minute.” 
Even with his eyes closed, Clark’s expression is far from peaceful. Bruce leans in, thinking about kissing the agony off of his face, and realizes he  can.  That that kind of overture would be far from unwelcome, now. 
His lips press against Clark’s, a soft, uncertain pressure. At Clark’s moan, he kisses his way into the full mouth beneath his own, relishing in the surety of it. The relief of being known and  welcomed.  

    





  










Afterword


    
        
          End Notes

          Liked it? Leave me a comment, and let me know what you thought!
Find me on tumblr.
(fic title's full lyric, from Fleetwood Mac's "As Long as You Follow": and the sun went down/never seemed to rise/but now you're here/with the light shining in/your eyes)


        


    


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








