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Summary: 
            Here's the utterly typical, trope-filled college romance story that no one asked for. Korra is a jock superstar and one of the best athletes at Republic University, and the story follows her last two years at the college. The new language arts professor, Amon, seems scary (yet sexy) and, according to all the students, has a dark and dangerous past. Korra navigates all of the weird feelings, awkward situations, steamy moments, parties, hangovers, and ridiculous shenanigans during the year, as well as figuring out her confusing feelings toward her stoic and imposing new teacher. 
Rated M for possible smut, language, etc. Main pairings are Amorra, some Korrasami, and a little Makosami. References to a former Makorra relationship.

          







1. A Star Athlete's Love Life (or Lack Thereof)

Author's Note:
      HELLO EVERYONE! Yoroi is back at it again with more Amorra content because I love this pairing and there isn't enough fanfiction out there for it. ENJOY!

    


    
    
   In which our heroine’s love life (or lack of) puts her in the perfect position to be drawn to a forbidden romance with her insanely hot (and scary)  professor. 



 

“Ladies and gentlemen -  she makes it!”  

 

The crowd erupted and Korra grinned and waved, even going so far as to blow kisses to the stands as she danced in the endzone. The commentator, a football player (who was currently sitting out due to an injury) by the name of Bolin, had sung her praises all throughout the game and wasn’t stopping now. She was on a roll, the sole reason that Republic University’s team was winning their current home game. The other players, all of which were male, cast her sullen glances. “If you’re mad about being outdone by a girl, why don’t you just  work harder?” Korra trash-talked with a smirk as she jogged to the center of the field for the last quarter of the game. The Republic Eagles were set to win against the Ember Island Dolphins, and even if they did poorly this quarter, it would be incredibly difficult to lose. 

 

The play was made, and Korra played defense. She was one of the only girls in the entire school with the muscle to play linebacker, and she was damn good at it too. Her headstrong personality and unwillingness to back down made her a ferocious opponent and other teams knew it, too.

 

The game was won and, covered in sweat and grinning from ear to ear, Korra danced off the football field and joined her teammates in celebration, grabbing the team’s large cooler of gatorade and dumping it over Coach Bumi’s head. This was the last match of the season, three weeks before the Christmas break of her third year at Republic University. Korra was a star athlete with a charismatic personality who’d won medals in all five sports she played - football, baseball, swimming, wrestling, and even martial arts. She was going to  go places - she knew it, her coaches knew it, everyone knew it.

 

Her celebratory mood was soured when she found herself in the office of her guidance counselor. “Funnily enough, it’s not your extracurriculars that are making your grades suffer,” Izumi, a woman with gray hair and sharp features, said with her arms folded over her chest. “I’ve heard from Professor Beifong that you’re brilliant. You’re just not  trying. You do realize college is about education… not just sports. Right?”

 

“Yeah, yeah,” Korra sulked. 

 

“Just because Dr. Hou Ting retired doesn’t mean that gives you an excuse to slack off.”

 

“She was an old hag anyways.”

 

Izumi sighed and rubbed her temples. “Well, we’ve hired a new professor for literature and public speaking. His teaching methods are so sound, even  you might learn something.”

 

Korra arched a brow. Republic’s staff hadn’t hired anyone new since before Korra started there. The school was very picky about who they let on their grounds, student  or teacher. Whoever it was, they had to be something special. “Who?” She asked.

 

“You’ll find out when he gets here.” Izumi leaned in. “Save your grades, Korra, or not even your ability to throw a ball will spare you from failing.”

 

—————

 

 “Not even your ability to throw a ball will spare you from failing,” Korra repeated in an overly exaggerated voice an hour later. 

 

“I mean, she’s not wrong,” Asami Sato, one of Korra’s best friends, replied sheepishly. Korra stuck her tongue out in response. Asami quickly changed the subject. “Did you get an invite to Shin’s party next weekend? Of course you did. Are you taking anyone?”

 

Korra shrugged, shoving her hands into the pockets of her athletic jacket. “I dunno. Maybe I should stay in my dorm and study.”

 

Silence reigned for several seconds before both girls burst into laughter. “Yeah I’m goin’, it wouldn’t be a party without me!” Korra finally answered with a grin. “But I haven’t thought about a date.”

 

“What about Mako…?”

 

“I dunno.” Korra frowned. “After our break up he’s been really weird. He said he wanted to stay friends, and I was cool with it, but going to a party with him might…”

 

“... make things weird,” Asami confirmed with an understanding nod. “I get it. How about…”

 

“... How about you?” Korra suggested, giving the woman beside her a lopsided grin and a wink. Asami’s face flushed with heat and she looked both mortified and flattered. 

 

“Don’t you think people would… I don’t know…  talk?” she lowered her voice secretively.

 

Korra shrugged again. “I don’t think so. Republic’s come out of the stone ages over the last few years. And besides, even if people did talk, I wouldn’t care. Come on - it’d be way easier than trying to find some loser guy to go with. And I wouldn’t have to go stag, either.”

 

“Fine, but if I go and I have to hear Ping talk about his extra toe one more time, I’m never forgiving you.”

 

“No promises!” Korra sang as she raced off to her next class. But as soon as Asami was out of sight, her expression fell. It was clear that even though she agreed to this whole thing, Asami still thought of Korra as a friend - or at the  most, was confused about her feelings - and that thought was disappointing. Out of the few guys she’d been interested in at R.U., none of them had been able to make a relationship work. One night stands weren’t all that fun either, especially when it was some inexperienced dufus fumbling around only to get his own rocks off and disappear. Korra had realized her attraction to women her first year here, and only now had she gotten brave enough to really act on it. Especially to make it public, like a date. Maybe something was wrong with her and she just hadn’t realized what it was yet.

 

“Why can’t I just have a normal love life?” she moped, heading into the language arts center - which honestly looked more like a piece of history than an educational facility. Having ten extra minutes before the start of class, Korra did what she did best and snooped around. Maybe the new teacher had set up his office in Dr. Hou Ting’s old space and she could find out why Izumi had seemed so secretive about him.

 

As she passed a few other students on the way to the staircase, Korra heard them whispering.  “I heard he spent time in jail,” one guy murmured.

 

 “No way. He doesn’t look like the kind of guy that gets caught,”  a cheerleader whispered back.  “Someone told me he has connections to the mafia…” 

 

Korra licked her lips, even more eager to do some investigating. It was a good distraction from the intense lack of romance in her life. Heading up the stairs to the second floor, Korra passed by some classrooms, nudging her way through the bustling throng of students and responding to the greetings thrown her way. She continued up to the third floor and was shocked to see just how empty (and frankly creepy) it was up here. Even when Hou Ting, that old croon, practically lived up here, she still was visited by students who were trying to save their grade. Korra snuck her way into the woman’s former office to find it set up differently.

 


   Bingo. 


 

Setting her backpack down, she practically danced into the room, peering at the piles upon piles of books that covered multiple surfaces in the room. Making her way over to the large mahogany desk settled against the left wall, she began peering at the documents laying there oh-so innocently: letters of recommendation, lesson plans, greetings from the president of the college, lists of rules and procedures, etc. “Boring,” she muttered. Glancing up, Korra read the little nameplate atop the desk:  Amon Xiěyè. 

 

“How the hell do you even pronounce that?” she muttered, squinting at the name. “Is that… Chinese or something?”

 

“Mandarin,” a low, gravelly voice said from behind her. Korra nearly jumped out of her skin as the doorway darkened, filled with a masculine figure. Turning toward the man, she put on her biggest, most innocent smile. He stared at her, obviously waiting for her to make the first move.

 

“I, uh, was lost,” she said sheepishly.

 

“I see.”

 

Finding her bravery, Korra cleared her throat and looked him up and down. The man couldn’t have been that tall, but for whatever reason, he seemed more imposing than any man she’d ever seen before. He had dark hair that came down to his shoulders, and intense light blue eyes under slanted eyebrows. Korea was an athlete, so she knew athletes: this man was  ripped. Not bulky like a football player, but lithe and cat-like, like a swimmer or martial artist. “So you’re uh… the new guy, right?”

 

He continued to stare, hands clasped behind his back. Simply a look had Korra wilting and regretting her decision - something no instructor had ever done,  ever.  

 

“Something like that.” Amusement laced his voice, but his expression was deadpan. “And you must be the terror the other staff warned me about.”

 

“I’m not  that bad,” Korra muttered. 

 

“Having broken into my office before our first official class together, I’d say you’re making a good first impression.”

 

Korea blushed, fighting for a comeback. “Well - you’re making a  great first impression yourself. Half the students are scared of you!”

 

His lips twitched; the tiniest hint of a humorless smile. “Are they? Good.”

 

The tension ramped up and silence reigned for several moments; he stood in the doorway, blocking the way out, and Korra couldn’t seem to move her damned feet. If she didn’t know any better, she’d say this scary new professor  enjoyed making her uncomfortable. 

 

Finally he turned aside, gesturing out the open doorway. “Since class is about to start, I’ll escort you myself.”

 

“Sure thing, Professor Weird Mandarin Name,” Korra muttered, finally managing to scurry toward the door, grabbing her backpack along the way. 

 

“Just Amon,” he replied, folding his hands behind his back once more. As they walked, Korra noticed Amon’s back was rigid and his steps were strong and purposeful. This was a man who was extremely disciplined in every sense of the word. 

 

She remembered her earlier guess about his extracurricular activities. “Oh yeah - you do martial arts, don’t you?”

 

He glanced over at her, a brow raising. “Observant.” A pause. “Yes.”

 

Korra sighed, aggravated. “Well  what kind?” 

 

“You have many questions.”

 

“I’m practicing Hung Gar,” Korra said proudly, straightening her backpack on her shoulders. “My sensei says I’m getting really good. It fits my personality.”

 

“Loud, stubborn, immovable. That seems accurate.” 

 

Korra blushed. Was that an insult? With his deadpan tone of voice, she couldn’t gauge any of this man’s emotions at all. “Well Coach Beifong thinks I have potential for other styles too. Lots of ‘em.”

 

“I have no doubt.” 

 

They finally reached the classroom, and the other students went silent as the pair walked in the door. Maybe it was the sheepish look on Korra’s face or Amon’s endless stoicism, but she could see that the others thought she’d gotten in trouble.

 

Which, she kinda did.

 

Which wasn’t an abnormal occurrence.

 

Korra took her seat and immediately zoned out as Amon went over his rules and the class syllabus. It was your typical language arts content, filled with boring ass poems and novel analyses, and she was already yawning ten minutes in. Setting her chin in her palm, her gaze drifted to the window and she began to daydream. All sorts of romantic situations filled her head; many of those situations included Asami.

 

Funnily enough, her romantic daydreams also included a certain smoking hot professor who was new on campus.

  



2. Community Service


    
    
  In which our heroine ironically gets into trouble to put her in the perfect situation to be alone with her hot teacher… Again. 



 

“What the… what happened to  you??” Asami asked, flabbergasted, as Korra plopped down into a seat next to her while sporting a nasty bruise on her cheek.

 

“You didn’t see it??” Mako asked as he sat himself in front of them, turning in his seat to look at them. “Oh right, I forgot. You’re too good to eat meals with the poor people, right?”

 

Asami blushed and scowled. It wasn’t the first time Mako made a jab at how wealthy she was, and it wouldn’t be the last. “That’s not true,” she argued. “Last night my father took me out to spend quality time together.” 

 

“Oh man, it was  crazy!”  Bolin hobbled up on his crutch, stars in his eyes. “Tahno called Korra some bad words at dinner last night - first, she threw herself over her table at him, and holy crap did it make a mess. She was a madwoman! At one point she smashed mashed potatoes into his face while they were tussling on the floor, so the football players started chanting  “Tater-Face Tahno''  which got his friends mad so they started throwing stuff because they’re too scared to actually  hit  us, so then the football players started throwing stuff back and BASICALLY Korra started a giant food fight. By the way have you guys met the new professor?  Scaaaaryyyyyyy.” 

 

The other three stared at Bolin, wondering how he had the lungs to say all of that in one breath; but the mention of Amon had the other three shuddering. 

 

It had been several days since Professor Amon had made his debut, and they already had stories to tell. “Oh yeah, I saw him throw chalk at one of the guys up front because he was talking during the lecture,” Mako piped up. 

“He also nearly made one of the computer nerds piss his pants just by looking at him. The kid even had to dismiss himself to go to the bathroom!” Bolin added.

 

Asami put a hand to her chest, horrified. “I haven’t had him yet, but he sounds terrible…”

 

“What?!” Korra slammed her hands on the table. “I had him on his first day and I mean, besides catching me uhh…   exploring  his office, his class was  booooring. Why do you guys get all the good stories?!”

 

“You were snooping around his office??” Asami gasped.

 

“Are you surprised??” Korra griped.

 

“Looks like you gotta do what you do best and stir up some more trouble,” Mako shrugged.

 

“I already stirred up enough last night,” Korra moped, sitting back and folding her arms over her chest sullenly. “Enough to get me community service to pay for the clean up and damage to the cafeteria.  And for wasting food…”

 

The others guffawed. “Oh it gets better,” Korra grouched. “I have community service with  Professor Amon himself.” 

 

“It’s actually the perfect opportunity!” Bolin grinned from ear to ear. “You’ve gotta be our hero and avenge us poor downtrodden students by playing a prank on him!”

 

Korra’s sour mood vanished and she sat up again. “You’re a genius, Bolin! And I’m gonna pull out  all the stops.”

 


 

Korra balanced the eraser on top of the door and stepped down from the chair, putting it back at the nearest desk and slipping into another, hoping it looked like she’d been there the entire time. Finding a chalkboard, chalk, and an eraser had proved surprisingly difficult - the time of school chalkboards had long passed, replaced with computers and projectors. Actually using up all the chalk to get the eraser nice and dusty had nearly ruined her favorite Letterman jacket.

 

But that was just the tip of the iceberg. She’d rigged almost the entire classroom. She was supposed to meet Amon here for her community service assignment and she wanted to start the afternoon with a bang. 

 

As soon as the doorknob began turning, Korra sat up in her seat, unable to help herself. As Amon entered the room, wearing some weird ninja esque outfit, the eraser dropped onto his head with a plop, creating a cloud of dust around him. When the dust cleared, Korra found Amin’s expression to be oddly blank. Brushing chalk from his shoulders, he said, “a wonderful second impression you made. Pulling high school pranks… during the college equivalent of high school detention.”

 

Korra folded her arms over her chest with a glare. “Just you wait,  Amon.” 

 

He began walking toward the desk. The elaborate bucket trap Korra had hoisted in the room right after classes ended for the day was about to be activated by a string she’d stretched low to the floor; as Amon’s foot caught it, the bucket tipped over.

 

And he gracefully cartwheeled out of the way, avoiding all the vegetable oil Korra had placed in the bucket. It splashed unceremoniously to the floor. Despite her frustration at the failed prank, she eagerly awaited the next part.  Sit in the chair, sit in the chair, sit in the chair! 

 

And she stood up and threw her fists in the air victoriously when he did. “HA! In your FACE!” she exclaimed, dancing around in a circle. “Take that,  professor.” 

 

He arched an eyebrow at her questioningly as his hand went to the file on the desk. Opening it, he scanned the page. Korra’s hands lowered, her expression falling. He didn’t seem perturbed at all by the military-grade glue sticking him to his chair. “It says here you’re to spend the next three hours cleaning trash from the parking lots and the campus,” he said. “But I believe I have a better idea.”

 

He stood up without faltering and stepped around the desk. Korra’s eyes popped out of her head and her mouth practically fell to the floor. “HUH?! How did you - but I put glue on the -  HUH?!” 

 

“Martial arts requires quite a lot of core strength,” Amon said, amusement glinting in his cold eyes. He gave no further explanation and moved to leave the room. Growling in frustration, Korra leaped over the desk and moved to run after him - forgetting the vegetable oil on the wooden floor. 

 


   SLIP! 


 

“Ack!” Korra fell right on her back, getting oil all over her pants and jacket. Winded from the fall, she laid there for a moment, staring up at the ceiling. Amon leaned back into the room, lingering in the doorway. 

 

“Something wrong?” he asked, a faint quaintness to his voice. 

 

“My own prank backfired on me,” Korra whined. Finally she got to her feet, being extra careful not to slip again as she followed the professor out of the classroom. Amon led her not outside, but up the stairs toward his office. “It even got in my shoes,” Korra griped as she squished up the stairs. “How did it get in my  shoes?? Hey - where are we going?”

 

“My office,” Amon replied, back to his usual monotone. “This outfit is ceremonial and I’d like to change out of it before you find other ways to ruin it.”

 

“Actually, could I go change too? My dorm is right next door, I promise.”

 

“No.” She could practically see the cold smile on his lips as she groaned in annoyance. “Besides; where you’re working, I’m pretty sure your clothes will be well-washed by the time you’re done. Or maybe not.”

 

“What the hell is  that  supposed to mean?” Korra squinted suspiciously as they entered his office. “What are you planning??”





“Turn around please, Ms. Atka.”

 

Korra’s mouth fell to the floor again. “How did you know that??” she demanded.

 

“It’s in your file. Turn around, please.”

 

“Why don’t I just wait outside the door??”

 

His eyes narrowed. “Are you asking me to trust you?”

 

Korra blanched.  “Fine.” She turned around, folding her arms over her chest angrily. “Just so you know - no one calls me by my last name. Nobody - not even the other professors. Even President Raiko calls me Korra.”

 

“And?”

 

“So just call me  Korra!” 

 

“Is there a problem with your last name, Ms. Atka?”

 

“You’re the worst professor ever,” she grumbled.  “Ever.”  

 

All went silent and Korra could hear the rustling of clothes; and despite already being in trouble, Korra could never help herself when it came to curiosity. It always got the best of her, and knowing how hot Professor Amon was even with clothes on, she had the perfect opportunity to see how much hotter he was without them.  And holy shit she had to know. 

 

Slowly she turned her head, peering back over her shoulder at him. He was in a darker corner of the office and his back was to her, but that was enough. Heat crept up her cheeks and she couldn’t help staring. His body was all sinewy muscle, just as she’d guessed; his back muscles and shoulders flexed almost irresistibly as he lifted a dark shirt over his head and pulled it down over his torso. She imagined what his skin would taste like. If he tasted as good as that subtle musk he wore smelled. Was she drooling? No way, she wasn’t… was she? She wiped her mouth with her sleeve just in case and made a face when vegetable oil smeared on her cheek. 

 

—------------

 

Professor Amon kept his word when he’d said she couldn’t go change out of her oily clothes; instead, he took her to the large quarry and lake on the edge of the college campus. She didn’t go out here often, she preferred the swimming pool in the athletics building on campus, but she knew a lot of the other frat guys and football players did. 

 

What she didn’t know was how much the guys had  trashed  the place. Her mouth fell open for what seemed like the millionth time that day as she and Amon reached the edge of the rocks that overlooked the small lake. “It’s disgusting,” she hissed, pulling her shirt over her nose. The place was littered with cans, wrappers, and other debris, and - she swore to god she saw a  human turd  floating atop the water near the shore. 

 

“You can thank your football friends for this,” Amon said in a monotone voice, folding his hands primly behind his back. “I expect the shore  and the water to be clean in the next 3 hours.”

 

 “What?! I could get poisoned! What if I go in that water and when I wake up tomorrow, I have a third arm?!”

 

“That would certainly make football even easier for you.”

 

Korra gave him the stink-eye. “You cannot be serious about making me go in that lake. The water is  brown.” 

 

“I did say your jacket would be washed off, didn’t I?” he glanced sideways at her, his expression unchanging.

 

“You really are the worst,” Korra growled, taking the trash bags and gloves he offered. She began stripping off her jacket and overshirt. She began shivering due to the cold December weather, but she’d rather become an icicle than take her favorite letterman jacket into that water. 

 

Then she waded in, making faces all the way. “Ugh, it  stinks!” Korra complained. Seeing Amon standing stoically atop the quarry’s cliff, she scowled. “You’re gonna monitor me the whole time? Make sure I don’t skip out?”

 

“Wouldn’t you? If I left?”

 

“Probably.” Korra shrugged and began grabbing trash atop the water and putting it in the bag on shore. “So I’m labeled the problem child of Republic University, huh?”

 

“Something like that.”

 

“You know, you never told me what kind of martial arts you do.”

 

“I didn’t.”

 

“I could use someone to practice with,” Korra grinned. “None of the other students give me a challenge.”

 

Amon’s expression didn’t change in the slightest, but amusement glinted one his eyes. “How arrogant.”

 

Korra threw a half-crushed beer can at him, which he dodged with ease. “So half the students are saying you’re like an ex-criminal or something. Whatcha have to say about that??”

 

When he didn’t deign to answer, Korra pressed on. “Yesterday Bolin told me you made a nerd kid pee his pants. Was it Ori? That kid has a sensitive bladder.”

 

“No.” Amon’s lips quirked. “It was Bolin.”

 

Korra began guffawing. “No WAY!” Then she paused, making a face. “Wait. So you and Bolin are on a first-name basis but I get called  Ms. Atka??” 

 

“That is correct, Ms. Atka.”

 

Korra’s lower lip pooched in a pout. “Why do you hate me so much??”

 

“I have no opinion of you, Ms. Atka.”

 

Korra went silent, continuing her job. For some reason, that answer hurt even worse than if he’d despised her, and for the life of her, she couldn’t figure out why. 

 

Was she… getting attached to her new Professor? 

 


   Shit. 
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