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your hands, steady

    by shipyrds

      Summary

      When Clark had had the idea to ask Bruce to trim the back of his hair, it had mostly been as a joke. Make Bruce see how the other half live, force him out of his cowl for about half an hour, spend time with him that isn’t poring over a grisly case file or an interplanetary sector map. He likes spending time with Bruce, but he’d thought Bruce would laugh and blow him off.
Unfortunately, Bruce had said yes, and now he is standing in Clark’s apartment, his neat wool coat folded over one arm.
--
Bruce cuts Clark's hair. Things get out of hand.



      Notes

        I mentioned I was thinking about this concept and Suedeuxnim illustrated it after I'd sent them one single scene!!!!!! so then i had to hurry up and get the rest of the fic done. PLEASE go look at their gorgeous art on twitter or on tumblr which was, extremely motivating
ALSO clearstrike recorded a fantastic podfic for this!! so you can listen to the fic hands free, while doing things like cooking or cleaning or cutting your crush's hair


        
          See the end of the work for more notes
        



  






    






your hands, steady

    
      Clark runs a hand through his hair, ruffling where it's beginning to curl at his nape. He can feel it start to itch the back of his neck. "I haven't been on-planet in too long," he gripes.
"Missed your regular barber appointment?" Bruce says.
Clark laughs. "Ah, no, I usually just do it myself."
"You cut your hair yourself, and it comes out looking like that." Bruce looks pained. Maybe it's a rich person thing.
"Sure, why pay someone for it when for the same price I can buy a pair of clippers?" Not to mention that that's one fewer person who knows what Clark Kent looks like without his glasses, and who sees him every few weeks, and who might have reason to be suspicious if, for instance, the clippers were to slip and come off strangely dull rather than nicking Clark's neck.
"Your life is deeply depressing," Bruce says.
"We can't all drop $300 on a haircut every two weeks," Clark says, nettled. "Actually," he says, "are you busy right now?"
"I have a shareholder meeting, so no," Bruce says. "What do you need?"

When Clark had had the idea to ask Bruce to trim the back of his hair, it had mostly been as a joke. Make Bruce see how the other half live, force him out of his cowl for about half an hour, spend time with him that isn't poring over a grisly case file or an interplanetary sector map. He likes spending time with Bruce, but he'd thought Bruce would laugh and blow him off.
Unfortunately, Bruce had said yes, and now he is standing in Clark's apartment, his neat wool coat folded over one arm. He looks like a male model transplanted into an ordinary living room as part of some editorial shoot. He's toed off his sleek black dress shoes. Standing there in his stocking feet should make him Bruce more vulnerable, more human. Even Batman has toes. But instead he just looks at ease, his sleek expensive-looking socks clinging to the fine bones of his feet.
"I can take your coat," Clark says, in lieu of commenting on Bruce's feet, and squeezes past him to hang his coat on a hook in the hallway. His apartment is-- perhaps a little small for two men of their size.
Bruce is looking around, taking in Clark's living room. It's a nice apartment, as bachelor apartments on newspaper salaries go. He'd gotten a deal since it's a fifth-floor walkup, which obviously doesn't present an issue for him. Pre-war, with wood floors and high ceilings and a couple of built-ins, covered in several tenants' worth of layers of chipped paint, for his books. The windowsills are deep, with figured radiator covers he's lined with plants. He's even hung some art: an abstract painting, spires reaching for an empty sky, that reminds him of the recordings he's seen of Krypton; some of Jimmy's more artistic photos; a print of Millet's The Gleaners, which he saw once at a museum and fell in love with.
Bruce would probably never let something as mundane as a print hang on his walls.
"Nice place," Bruce says, and Clark tries not to imagine sarcasm that isn't there in his tone. He knows Bruce is wealthy. He tries not to let it come between them, the way he imagines Bruce must try not to resent Clark's strength, when Bruce has to work so hard to beat his body into condition to keep up with him.
"Thanks," he says. "I thought maybe the bathroom?"
The bathroom is barely big enough to fit the both of them, which Clark hadn't thought about. Bruce hovers in the doorway like a glamorous black cloud. "I really only need a hand with the back," Clark says. "X-ray vision doesn't exactly work backwards. So I'll just get the sides now, and then I'll tag you in?"
"Sure," Bruce says. But he doesn't leave, doesn't go putter around Clark's apartment and divine all Clark's secrets from the arrangement of his produce drawer, the way Clark had expected. He just stands there, leaning against the doorjamb, and watches Clark cut his hair.
This is a ritual Clark enjoys, and he takes his time with it. The steady buzz of the clippers drowns out all other noise; he can no longer hear the even thump of Bruce's heartbeat. The curls of his hair fall away in thick clumps into the sink.
"Okay," he says, and has to press against the sink to make room for the warm bulk of Bruce's body behind him.
"Just the 2?" Bruce asks, and Clark doesn't know why he's surprised Bruce would know guard numbers. He probably specifies his hair length to his barber in millimeters.
"I fade up to a 4, but you don't need to worry about that part."
"I don't mind doing it," Bruce says. He swaps out the guards with a quiet snick, and then runs the clippers up the back of Clark's neck.
Clark has made, he realizes, a terrible mistake. He hadn't thought Bruce would actually take him up on his offer, and then he hadn't thought about what it would be like, to have Bruce's hands on him, intent and focused. Clark touches people a lot– carefully telegraphed, conscious of his strength, never without purpose– but Ma and Pa Kent had raised him in an affectionate home. But he doesn't live there anymore, and people don't touch him, not outside of hero work. And so he hadn't been prepared for the electric intensity of Bruce running his fingers through his hair, combing it out to make sure he hasn't missed a spot. He holds himself very, very still, rather than shiver at the pressure of Bruce's hand at the base of his skull, baring the curve of his neck to the clippers.
Bruce removes his hand, and Clark has to concentrate not to follow it. He's never been more glad that Bruce doesn't have powers; his heartbeat is a roar in his ears.
He looks up, and meets Bruce's eyes in the mirror. Bruce's gaze is black and inscrutable, as intent as his hands on Clark's head. It shouldn't be possible for blue eyes to be that dark. He's flipped his tie over his shoulder and rolled his sleeves up. The muscles in his forearms are going to be Clark's undoing. "Almost done," Bruce says, and looks back down to change the guard out for the shortest length.
Clark looks at his own wide, startled face in the fluorescent light of his bathroom. What is happening, he mouths to himself.
"Don't move your jaw," Bruce says, maneuvering the clippers carefully around Clark's ear. His brow is furrowed, a little bit. Clark wants to smooth it with his thumb. Jesus Christ.
Clark has years of control over his body, and this is why he does not turn to kiss Bruce as the moment Bruce puts the clippers down and begins to brush away the hair that has gathered in feathered clumps along Clark's neck and shoulders.
Bruce makes a face at the little hairs clinging to Clark's shirt. "You don't have a shaving brush, do you?" he says.
"I use my heat vision," Clark says, a little sheepishly.
"You– my god, Kent. How do you have any skin left?"
Clark laughs a little. He wants to lean his head back against Bruce's chest, which is so close he can feel the answering huff of Bruce's own quiet laugh against his newly cut hair. He wants Bruce to put his arms around him and press a quick kiss to the top of his head. He wants to do this for Bruce, to learn all of Bruce's fussy little routines. Would Bruce let Clark learn to shave him? Would he tilt his head back, for Clark to hold the blade to his skin?
He meets Bruce's eyes in the mirror again. Is that his own desire he sees mirrored there, or is it just a trick of the shitty fluorescent light?
"Clark," Bruce says, his voice low and taut. In high school Clark had played the cello, very poorly. He still remembers, though, the moment of thrumming tension before you released a plucked string. Bruce's voice sounds like a whole orchestra of silence, weighted with potentiality.
"Am I reading this wrong," Clark says. "If I have it wrong, you have to tell me, Bruce, I can't–"
"No," Bruce says, like a man stepping off the edge of a rooftop and plunging into the night. "You're not." His lips are parted, slightly, a gesture so human Clark has to spin around and pin Bruce against the tiled wall. "Clark," Bruce says again, almost a gasp, and then they're kissing.
It feels like the accumulated weight of half a decade behind every movement he makes. The fine line of Bruce's jaw, the hollow under his ear, sliding under Clark's frantic hands as he tries to touch Bruce everywhere that he can reach. Bruce kisses like he does everything else, deep and intense, his movements a little sloppy from Clark's own desperation. Clark wants to make him lose that iron control even more. He can hear Bruce's speeding heartbeat. He wants to know what other sounds Bruce can make for him.
He's on his knees before he really thinks about it. Today is a day, it seems, for making decisions without thinking them through. Bruce hisses out a curse and clutches at the towel bar with one hand and Clark's head with the other, which is all the permission he needs.
He pulls Bruce's ridiculous silk boxers down so he can get at his cock. God, the sleek weight of him in Clark's hand. He's not quite fully hard yet, rising from a nest of fine black curls, and he smells so good, the clean sharp musk of arousal. There's a bead of fluid leaking from the head of Bruce's cock, and Clark bobs his head forward and licks it up unthinking.
Bruce's hips twitch forward in an abortive thrust, chasing Clark's mouth. "Christ," he swears, his hand tightening in Clark's fresh-cropped hair. Clark hums and follows the clench of Bruce's hand forward again, sinking down onto Bruce's cock.
Bruce is sensitive like this. Clark isn't exactly practiced, but he's not a virgin, either. He's more mindful of his teeth than he would be, if Bruce were full hard, and he runs his tongue over and around Bruce, relishing the feeling of him stiffening in his mouth. Bruce is running his hands through Clark's hair again, scraping his blunt nails against Clark's scalp, brushing his thumb over the soft fresh buzz at the base of his neck. Clark groans around him, and Bruce's hips stutter again, his breath coming out in a soft gasp.
Come on, Bruce, he thinks, and sinks all the way down onto Bruce's cock. He doesn't need to breathe, not really, and as such also doesn't have a gag reflex, and he plans to use that for all it's worth. He can feel that curl of hair against his nose, and behind it the rounded swell of muscle in Bruce's belly, and behind that he can hear all the magnificent rush and whoosh of life inside him. Bruce resents his own humanity, he knows, one of the only unpowered humans on a team of metas. But Clark, who has had years to come to an uneasy truce with his own alien body, relishes it.
Bruce's skin is very thin at the crest of his hipbone, and the veins show blue and vulnerable through it. Clark puts a thumb on one, and presses down. Just slightly. There's a thin scar there, running jagged and deep enough that it must have cut through to the bone. Clark puts his thumb on that too.
Bruce is still playing with Clark's hair, almost idly, as though Clark doesn't have his entire cock down his throat. Clark pulls off of him with a wet pop.
"You can go harder," he says, his voice a little raspy already.
"I know," Bruce says, and keeps combing his fingers maddeningly slowly through Clark's curls.
"I want you to," Clark says, trying not to let his head loll into Bruce's unfaltering hands.
"I know," Bruce says again. But though he has Clark's head held firm he doesn't thrust forward. Being a gentleman, or something. Clark tries to sink back down onto Bruce's cock and feels Bruce's hands tighten on his head, holding him so that all he gets is just the tip of Bruce's cock.
It must be maddening. It's maddening for Clark, who wants nothing more than for Bruce to just let go already. He wants Bruce's cock down his throat, wants to feel rough and fast and used. He could break free of Bruce's grip and fuck himself on Bruce's cock. But he won't, and Bruce knows it. And so he licks all around the head of Bruce's cock, uses every single trick he knows (which is admittedly not many) while Bruce holds him.
Bruce keeps his own body like a general's dream of an army: regimented, well-ordered, perfectly leashed. Clark wants to break every wall he keeps himself behind. He wants every piece of Bruce's mess. It's not something that's possible to say, with the head of Bruce's cock in his mouth, but he gives it his best shot anyway.
Bruce tugs at his hair, a warning, and Clark groans around him. He can feel Bruce's thighs tremble at the vibration, but he still doesn't thrust, not even that abortive twitch of hips he'd felt earlier. Bruce keeps that grip firm on his hair, sending a tingle through Clark's scalp and down his spine, and begins to slowly, slowly feed Clark his cock. Clark has to huff out a breath through his nose when he realizes what Bruce is doing, has to drop his hands to clench on his own thighs to ground himself.
It takes forever. Clark can't really keep up any kind of suction, not this slow. He keeps having to swallow around Bruce's cock to keep from drooling, and each time he does Bruce pauses for a moment, like he's waiting for Clark to be finished. It could be humiliating, but it isn't. It's just Bruce: his steady, unassailable presence, his stubborn pride, his high-handed independence. It's just Bruce's hands, unyielding and unhurried and unspeakably tender where his thumb brushes the freshly shorn hairs just above Clark's ear.
He looks up at Bruce, and Bruce's eyes are the same constant blue they've always been through all these long years of friendship. It's the same eyes Bruce keeps hidden behind the cowl's lenses when they've fought side by side, the same eyes Clark looks to for private reassurance in the field. He knows that wherever Bruce is looking is the fulcrum, the critical point upon which the whole situation will turn.
And right now Bruce is looking at him like he never wants to look away.
There is something sharp and fine caught in Clark's chest, and it's a relief when Bruce's cock sinks back into his throat again and he has to break eye contact. Bruce lets out a little guttural shudder when he feels the muscles of Clark's throat flutter around him, but he keeps moving achingly slowly until his whole cock is seated inside of Clark again.
Someone else might make some teasing comment, some throwaway line about Clark being desperate for their cock, or being just a hole for them to stick their cock in, and it would get Clark hot. But Bruce doesn't say anything. He just holds Clark there, like he knows Clark will stay. Like he knows that Clark will not break his grip, not as long as Bruce is the one holding him there.
He's right. Clark does stay. Clark swallows around him, feels the drool gather thick and hot in his mouth, around the pulsing blood-hot warmth of Bruce's cock. He can feel Bruce's heartbeat speeding inside of him. He has to close his eyes to get control of himself; he's been rock-hard practically since he made eye contact with Bruce in the mirror, and though he hasn't touched himself he knows it wouldn't take much for him to come in his pants.
He runs his hands up Bruce's thighs again to distract himself, rolls the heavy weight of Bruce's balls between his fingers. He wants to do this again in a bed, where he can spread Bruce out and take his time learning the beautiful ragged landscape of him.
Bruce groans at the touch and finally, finally begins to move. It's not hard or fast or particularly rough, just a firm and inexorable rhythm. Clark can feel himself sinking into the sensation of it. He feels almost like he's the one being swallowed: Bruce's body around and inside him, Bruce's hands in his hair, the thick bulk of him between Clark and the world. Bruce's thighs are trembling under his hands, his control finally slipping away. He jerks hard and fast into Clark's mouth, a few quick thrusts, and comes with a cutoff shout.
Clark pulls off of his cock and rests his head against Bruce's thigh. He shouldn't need to catch his breath, but he does. He's so hard he's throbbing.
Bruce strokes his head soothingly, brushes his thumb over Clark's jaw, then his lower lip. Clark opens for him without thinking.
"Do you have any idea," Bruce says, "what you do to me?" His voice is as wrecked as if he'd been the one sucking cock.
"Show me," Clark says, and Bruce hauls him to his feet and kisses him with all the frantic fierceness he'd been holding back. His thigh brushes against Clark's cock, and Clark shudders, whole-body, aching for it.
"God, what you look like," Bruce says. He tears open Clark's fly with such violence that the button flies off with a metallic ping and skitters into the shower. Clark realizes, with what would be smugness if he weren't so astronomically turned on, that Bruce is trembling. He just came and he's trembling again, at the thought of touching Clark.
And then Bruce's hand is on his cock, pumping him quick and sure, and Clark isn't thinking anything at all, because he's biting down on the meat of Bruce's shoulder to muffle his cry as he comes so hard his vision blurs and he has to slam his eyes shut to make sure it isn't heat vision.
He sags against Bruce, Bruce who is stroking his face. Bruce who cut his hair and who he just sucked off on the bathroom floor.
"You're not very light, you know," Bruce says, but he doesn't make any move to shrug Clark off when Clark just hums and nuzzles into the collar of his shirt.
He should move, he knows. He isn't very light, and it's not very warm in the bathroom, and the cooling spit and cum on their cocks and Bruce's hand can't be comfortable. He will. He just wants a few more moments.
Bruce, he realizes, has stiffened at some point, is holding himself too still. His heartbeat, previously an even, post-orgasmic beat, has sped again. Clark swallows. He doesn't want to hear Bruce put his armor back on, say whatever he needs to say to pretend this was a lapse in judgment and not something they have both wanted for years.
But Bruce surprises him. "Would you consider," he begins, a little stiffly, and then pauses. "Do you think you might– could you see yourself doing this again?"
"Making you cut my hair, or blowing you on the bathroom floor?"
Bruce honest-to-god bites him. Just a little nip on the shoulder, but still. "Oh my god, you are feral," Clark says, and shoves at Bruce's shoulder, laughing. "I'm sorry. I know what you meant."
"And?" Bruce is still holding himself too carefully, like he's afraid of what the response will be. Like there's any chance that Clark would ever, ever tell him no.
"Of course, you stupid, beautiful man," Clark says. "I'm picking the restaurant though. I do not want to eat at Le Maison Fancyschnozz."
"That's not even French," Bruce says. "But fine." He's smiling, just a little bit, and his whole body one long line of relaxed joy. He reaches out to brush stray hairs from under Clark's ear. "You should shower, probably," he says.
"Yeah?" Clark says. "Is that an invitation?"
Bruce quirks a smile. "Why not," he says, and then he looks over and registers Clark's clawfoot tub and looks so comically dismayed that Clark can only laugh. Another time, maybe.

One week later, Clark is shuffling into his apartment after an absolutely brutal day of work– four interviews, one source who had called the day before her story was supposed to go live to retract her pivotal quotes, and a fruitless afternoon in city archives trying to track down property records– when his foot thumps against a package on his doorstep. One of his neighbors down the hall must have brought it up, which is deeply kind of them. He's going to need to bring over another of Ma's lemon pies.
He hangs up his keys and kicks off his shoes and wanders around the apartment turning on lamps before he looks back at the package sitting on his kitchen table and realizes two things in quick succession: a) it is a lovely, nondescript, sleek black rectangle with no return address and b) it is either very expensive or a bomb.
He's texted Bruce a photo and is starting the careful dance of figuring out whether X-raying the insides of the package will trigger anything when his phone rings.
"Hi Bruce," he says, wedging the phone between his shoulder and his ear. "Does it look familiar? Do you think it's safe to X-ray?"
"Ah, yes," Bruce says. "It does– look familiar." He sounds oddly hesitant, almost awkward. "You don't need to X-ray it. It's safe to open."
Clark blinks down at the embossed geometric pattern on the lid of the box. "Bruce," he begins.
"I should have left a note," Bruce says. "I wasn't thinking. Sorry to have alarmed you." He falls silent.
Clark slices the ribbon holding the box closed and lifts out another sleek black case. "If you sent me a dildo I'm going to fly to Gotham and throttle you," he starts, and then falls silent, because inside the case is a beautiful set of clippers in gleaming chrome with about 800 different attachments. He doesn't need new clippers– his old ones are a sturdy workhorse he'd picked up years ago, and he's taken care of them. But he understands what Bruce is trying to say, by sending him this.
"Well," he says, finally. "I guess you'll have to come over some time and show me how to use this, because I sure don't know what half of these attachments do."
Bruce laughs, a relieved little breath of sound. "I think I can manage that," he says.
"I'll hold you to it," Clark says. "And Bruce? Thank you."
"Don't thank me yet," Bruce says. "There's still time for me to make a mistake and accidentally shave you bald."
"Is that what does it for you?" Clark asks. "Should I get you Lex's number?"
He can hear Bruce's laughter ringing down the phone long after they've hung up. It sits, warm and electric, in his chest, a bright thing he will try his best to keep.
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          End Notes

          thank you for reading! you can yell at me in the comments, or @shipyrds on twitter or at burins on tumblr!
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