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Summary: 
            After an incident gone wrong at her former school, Korra transfers to a private boarding school across the country. She’s adjusting well to her new life, until things go awry. Now she has to answer to her no nonsense headmaster who’s resolved to make sure she stays in line.
His way or else.

          







dominion


    
    No matter what Korra did, trouble seemed to find her. 

 

She’d hoped things would be different when she got accepted into Republic Academy, and for the first couple of months, they were. She tried out for the soccer team and made first string. Her grades were nothing less than perfect. She even gained a best friend— Asami, her roommate, lab partner, and teammate. But most importantly, nobody except Asami knew the real reason she had to leave Capital City Prep.

 

Until last night.

 

Despite the major cover up that her family orchestrated, someone managed to get a video of the incident and sent it to various bodies on campus. Within 12 hours, she went from a well adjusted and decently liked peer to a social pariah. 

 

It was barely 7am, and judgmental stares and whispers followed her and Asami into the dining hall. They went to stand in line, trying their best to ignore the eyes following them.

 

Short-lived, they soon heard, “Well look who it is!”

 

Korra looked behind her, agitated, but Asami put a hand on her shoulder.

 

“Don’t bother Kay, she’s not worth your time.”

 

The student stepped in front of them, her posse surrounding Korra and Asami. It wasn’t their first run in with this girl, but they’d managed to be saved by the bell, faculty, or just godly timing. Not today, it seemed.

 

“What do you think you’re doing?” The girl sneered at Korra.

 

“Getting breakfast like everyone else,” Asami said for the both of them. “Now can you and your goonies please move, Jargala?”

 

“I don’t think so,” she said, her eyes narrowing at Korra.  “She’s not welcome here.”

 

Korra squared her shoulders back and glared back. “It’s okay, Asami. I can handle this.”

 

“You seemed to handle that kid quite well.”

 

“You don’t even know what happened.”

 

“So you didn’t push him down a flight of stairs and sent him into a coma?”

 

Korra averted her gaze. “It wasn’t like that.”

 

“Then what was it like, huh? This?” Jargala lightly pushed her backward.

 

Korra blew out a breath of impatience. “Don’t touch me.”

 

“Korra—” Asami started, but Jargala’s posse held her back.

 

“Or what?” Jargala pushed her again. There was a round of ooo’s from a crowd that had formed around them. “I just don’t think you’re as tough as you think you are.”

 

Korra smirked. “That’s funny, coming from you.”

 

Jargala stepped towards her and got in her face. “What was that, Totalik?”

 

“Korra, just leave it—” Asami said.

 

“Get her out of here,” Jargala snapped.

 

Asami tried to fight the students off, but they were too strong for her and dragged her out of the way.

 

“Let her go!” Korra attempted to side step Jargala, but Jargala grabbed her arm and tugged her back.

 

“No,  I think you should finish what you were saying.”

 

At this point, Korra was livid and she was losing any bit of decorum she had left.

 

“That kid was nothing but a bully who picked on people he thought were weaker than him. Much like you. It took someone like  me  to put him in his place.”

 

“So you’re going to put me in my place, is that it?”

 

“Why don’t you come and find out?”

 

That set Jargala off. She shoved Korra so hard it sent her stumbling. Korra barely had time to catch herself and dodge the cross Jargala threw, but not enough to stop Jargala from tackling her to the ground. She managed to block her next two punches and flipped them over. After that, she blanked. She didn’t hear the students jeering or faculty running toward them, yelling for them to break it up. She couldn’t feel her fist connecting with Jargala’s face or hands prying her off of her. She didn’t see Asami having fought Jargala’s friends off and chase her to see where she was being hauled off to. 

 

Korra only calmed down when she’d realized she’d been sat in the administrative office and the stinging in her left hand set in. She rubbed at her knuckles, although it hardly relieved the pain. She’d only been here once before, when she first got accepted. The office staff was relatively friendly, but to the door to her right, was the more than stoic headmaster. He was a hard ass known for ruling the school with an iron fist, so her parents made sure he was unaware of the real reason she’d needed to switch schools.

 

“Ms. Totalik?” Korra looked up at the sound of her name. “The headmaster will see you now.”

 

There was no doubt he knew now. She blew out an anxious sigh and got up, entered the room silently.

 

“Have a seat.”

 

She did as she was told, looking down at her red hand.

 

“I’ll let you go to the nurse’s office once we’re done here,” he remarked curtly.

 

“Thank you.”

 

The first few moments were silent. Headmaster Amon merely stared a hole into Korra, with stronger intensity than the ones she received from her peers this morning. Her eyes averted, pretending to observe the soft blue hues of the office walls and the sparseness of the room. Very few knick knacks and furniture filled the space aside from an ocean sound machine, his desk, two chairs, one of which she occupied, and a couch in the corner.

 

He broke the silence with a sigh, her eyes adjusted back to him. He rustled a hand through his mid length brown hair, then picked up his phone and showed her his screen, a clear view of the video on it. Her heart sunk.

 

“You lied.”

 

“I—”

 

“And assuming you’ve read through your handbook, you know that violence is strictly prohibited here.”

 

“I know, sir, but she started it.”

 

“I don’t really care who started it. Judging by Ms. Omo’s black eye, bloody nose, and your lack of injuries aside from your hand, it seems like you had no problem finishing it.”

 

“Sir, I can explain—”

 

“Do  not  interrupt me.”

 

He hadn’t yelled, but the harsh, low timbre of his voice made her flinch.

 

“You may have had the privilege of getting away with this nonsense at Capital, but in  my school, you will receive no such special treatment.” He tossed his phone aside, clasped his hands together and leaned forward in his chair. “Honestly, given both the incident this morning and this video circulating the halls, I’m not sure you’re fit to be a student here.”

 

“Sir,  please, I’m better than that. Just give me the chance to prove it.”

 

“Let’s see if you can enlighten me. You’ve done a great job of that already,” he derided.

 

“With all due respect, this was an isolated incident. I haven’t been in trouble before. My grades are perfect. I’m a starter on the soccer team. Please, I’ll do anything, just don’t kick me out.”

 

“And what about the previous incident? I have a feeling if I were to request your file, there would be a record of this behavior.”

 

“No,” she rejected. “The only reason that situation even happened was because that student was bullying a friend of mine. I merely stepped in to help, and things just… got out of control.”

 

He looked her up and down. “So you’re saying you lack self-control?”

 

“No! That’s not—” Korra huffed in frustration.

 

“Then you best be clear about what you  are  saying, Ms. Totalik.”

 

Korra took pause to consider what she wanted to say. “While I acknowledge the severity of the accident, and I’ve tried to make amends with that student and his parents, I don’t regret standing up for what’s right. I do see that there are different ways to do that, however, and I can show you that I’m capable of that. If given the chance, I’ll take whatever punishment you see fit, and promise you’ll have no further problems out of me.”

 

Headmaster Amon didn’t respond right away. He drummed his fingers on his desk, seemingly considerate of what she was saying, though the look on his face was rather unreadable. Korra didn’t dare say anything else.

 

He sighed. “Very well. I can make this all go away. But you’ll have a  lot of work to do to make it up to me.”

 

Korra’s eyebrows raised in shock. “I— Thank you so much, sir. I won’t let you down—”

 

“Yes, yes,” he interrupted. “Report back to my office at 4pm this afternoon.”

 

“Wha— I have practice around that time.”

 

“Is that so? I’ll notify the coach personally of your absence then.” 

 

“Sir, this game is important, I can’t miss—”

 

“Please, see yourself out before I change my mind.”

 

Korra looked at him pleadingly, but when he said nothing else, she deflated, got up silently and left.

 

Right outside the administrative office door, Asami had been waiting for her. 

 

“Are you okay?” Asami asked her. “How’d it go with Dr. Evil?”

 

“I’m okay. Sort of.” Just then, her hand started throbbing and she hissed in pain. “Do you mind coming with me to the nurse?”

 

“I think Jargala is still in there.”

 

Korra groaned. “Fucking hell.”

 

“But I’ve got some icy hot in the room.”

 

“You’re a lifesaver.”

 

Korra followed after Asami, the two of them power walking to their dorm room.

 

“So, what happened?”

 

“Well, I’m not expelled, but he told me to come back at 4.”

 

“For what?”

 

“Some sort of disciplinary action I guess.”

 

“But you’ll miss practice.”

 

“Yep.”

 

“He knows we have our biggest game of the season this weekend, and that you’re a starter, right?”

 

“I don’t think he cares.”

 

Asami groaned and rolled her eyes. “God, he’s such an ass.”

 

Korra blew out a breath. “Yeah.”

 

Asami pursed her lips then said, “For what it’s worth, it was very satisfying watching you… stand up to Jargala like that. It’s about time someone did it.”

 

Korra chuckled. “Let’s hope it was worth it.”


Korra knocked on the headmaster’s door.

 

“Enter,” she heard from the other side. 

 

As she opened the door and walked in, headmaster Amon was sitting at his desk, looking over what appeared to be paperwork. He put it aside and looked up at her. 

 

“Thank you for being on time. Lock the door behind you.”

 

“Yes, sir.”

 

She moved to sit where she had earlier. “Aht.” He motioned for her to stay standing, so she stayed put behind the chair.

 

For a moment, he regarded her in silence, then he spoke.

 

“You want to know something, Ms. Totalik?” he asked. 

 

“Uh, sure?” She responded quizzically.

 

“Life is about opportunity. The appreciation of such. Despite your assurances earlier, I’m still hesitant to believe you fully grasp this concept.” 

 

He rose from his chair and moved to the window. The bright afternoon sun turned him into a silhouette before he pulled the blinds.

 

“I think you need to learn to not take for granted the opportunities given to you. Specifically, this one. I’m usually not so generous.”

 

“I do appreciate the opportunity sir, trust me you don’t have to worry about that,” she responded.

 

He moved toward the front of his desk, cutting on the small yellow lamp sitting atop its surface. Then he leaned on the wood’s edge, uncuffed his sleeves and untucked his shirt. Korra watched him curiously, attempting to decipher his interminably stoic demeanor. 

 

“We’ll see about that. For the duration of your time here, you will do exactly what is asked of you. You will not speak unless spoken to. You will not talk back or question me. Are we in agreement?”

 

Korra nodded silently.

 

“Good. Undress yourself.”

 

“Excuse me, what?!”

 

Face unbent, he said, “Do not make me have to repeat myself, Ms. Totalik.”

 

She regarded him disbelievingly. She expected him to be hard on her, but not this. Trying to take advantage of her? His student? What kind of person did he think she was? She made it more than clear she was willing to try to correct her behavior, so why did he think this was necessary? More importantly, appropriate? Her shock quickly turned to ire, then indignation.

 

“Fuck this,” she muttered. She turned toward the door, ready to take her chances. Her future couldn’t be worth this.

 

She heard his slow, approaching footsteps and looked behind her. Strict displeasure shaped his narrowed eyes and wisps of anger took over his features. As he reached her, he grabbed her arm roughly. She tried to yank her arm away, to no avail.

 

“Let go of me!” she asserted. He tightened his grip, fingers digging into her skin. She winced. 

 

“Need I remind you that I could have you expelled at the snap of my fingers?” He warned, then leaned in to whisper in her ear. “Furthermore, an anonymous, generous donor, more than your parents, could compel that student to tell his story publicly, making it impossible for you to get accepted anywhere else.” He gripped her waist roughly and pulled their bodies flush. She gasped. “Is that what you want, Ms. Totalik?” 

 

She bit back the urge to ask if he solicited other students this way. He was so professional and upstanding in front of everyone else. Imagine if they knew this about him. 

 

Part of her had the feeling that he held more power in his position than she could conceptualize, and that no one would believe her anyway. She could kiss her university acceptance and future career goodbye, all because she had too much dignity and a pervert of a headmaster. There really was no good way out of this, she realized.

 

“No, sir,” she answered through her teeth. His grip loosened, and she shook him off, rubbing her arm.

 

“Then do it.” The coldness in his voice sent a shiver down her spine.  “Now.” 

 

She turned, facing away from him, breath shaky, trying her best to hold back tears. Reluctant, quivering fingers began to unbutton her uniform shirt.

 

“Turn to me,” he ordered. “Undress slowly.” 

 

She rose her head toward the ceiling, disinclined and wondering why this was happening to her, but she listened.

 

She refused to look directly at him, but out of her peripheral vision she could see his hungry, brown eyes raking over her every movement; every button she undid, how her fingers pulled the material off her shoulders, smiling wickedly when she bent down to take off her shoes, then tights, then pulled down her skirt. 

 

Once she removed her underwear and bra, she crossed her arms across her chest to cover her breasts. He approached her and unfolded them. 

 

“I knew your body had to be beautiful underneath that uniform,” he said softly. “It’d be a shame for you to waste it on naive, adolescent hormones.”

 

Her cheeks reddened with embarrassment.

 

“Only someone who knows what to do with a body like yours should have access to it.”

 

She closed her eyes and held her breath, keeping herself from shaking as he ran his nails around the contour of her breasts, then up and down her sides, the warmth of his hands juxtaposing his icy visage. 

 

To make matters worse, she was  receptive to it, her pussy clenching when his hands wandered to her back side, grabbing her ass roughly and kneading it. His hands were big, a mix of calloused and smooth, and the longer he spent massaging her ass, she could slowly feel heat building between her legs. It disgusted her.

 

Soon, he backed away toward his desk, motioning for her to follow. “On your knees.”

 

Korra looked at him wearily, but did as she was told.

 

She watched as he undid his belt, then his pants, and pulled them down, along with his boxers. In turn, she was met with a long, girthy, half hard cock. Her eyes widened.

 

“Like what you see?”

 

He smirked at her, as if he were confident she would say yes. 

 

When she said nothing, he brought a hand down to hers and made her wrap it around his shaft. He let go and looked down at her expectantly. “I don’t need to tell you what to do, do I?”

 

She shook her head no and moved her hand experimentally, jerking him slowly and gently, looking up at him for signs of approval.

 

“Use your mouth,” he ordered. 

 

She nodded meekly, then brought her lips to the tip of his cock. The second she sealed her lips around the tip, his hips jumped, pushing farther into her mouth. She widened her mouth to accommodate his girth, before pulling back to suckle the head, notes of saltiness hitting her tongue. She heard him groan above her. She descended a couple of more inches, all the while still stroking him with her hand. He was still hardening as she sucked him, weighing heavier on her jaw and stretching her mouth. As saliva fell from her lips, she used it to lubricate the base of his cock and pumped him purposefully.

 

She hollowed her cheeks and swallowed more of him down, only to choke from his size. She noticed she barely swallowed half of his cock. He did too, swatting her hand away, harshly gripped handfuls of wavy brown hair, and pulled her off of his cock. She gasped.

 

“Open your mouth. Wide.” 

 

She obliged, and not a second later did he shove his dick into her mouth.

 

“That’s it, take it all the way down.”

 

Korra gagged instinctively, but Amon didn’t seem to care. He began thrusting rhythmically into her mouth, despite the water leaking from her eyes. She placed her hands on his thighs, trying to get him to slow down.

 

“Aht, move your hands, Ms. Totalik.”

 

She dropped them, then felt him force himself impossibly deeper down her throat. 

 

The sounds of her choking filled the air. She tried to breathe through her nose, but it was difficult with how hard he was fucking her face. She opened her mouth a little more and flattened her tongue, which helped a bit. Apparently he liked that, groaning and sighing on his next set of hard thrusts. 

 

“You’re such a good little whore, letting me fuck your mouth like this,” he growled. “It’s like your throat was made for my cock.”

 

The way he spoke to her, along with her throat approaching sore, copious saliva and tears dripping down her face and onto the floor, she’d never felt so degraded in her life.

 

He pushed his hips as far as they could go, her face nearly buried into his crotch, his hand on the back of her head forcing her to keep still.

 

Korra whimpered in discomfort. She brought her hands up, forcing herself not to touch him, fingers curling, then uncurling. She could hear him moan brokenly above her and could taste his salty precome dripping down her throat. 

 

Finally, he pulled her back. She coughed hard and gulped for air desperately, gripping her chest as she breathed in deeply.

 

“Sit on the couch,” he ordered.

 

She continued swallowing and clearing her throat as she made her way to the couch.

 

He kicked off his shoes and then stepped out of his pants, heavy cock bouncing as he did. Then he undid then the front buttons of his shirt, and slid it off his shoulders and tossed it next to his pants and underwear. His remaining white t-shirt received the same treatment. Revealed was a burly, strong looking body with brown hair covering his chest, abdomen, arms and legs. 

 

He stroked his cock, the hungry, predatory look never leaving his eyes, and Korra gulped. He walked up to her, leaned down, and gripped her chin, pulling her lips into his. 

 

His lips were unyielding and demanding, yet soft and full, like her own. He forced his tongue in between her lips, almost as if he were trying to consume her. She could barely breathe every time his lips closed around hers. It felt primal, overwhelming, and worst of all, good. 

 

Something so wrong shouldn’t feel pleasurable. But the rational, hopeful part of her brain was drifting away, now clouded by subservience. She partially feared how he’d retaliate if he couldn’t get what he wanted out of her. The other part of her realized she’d never been treated like this, and she  wanted  to be punished, to prove to him that she could take whatever he’d give her. And it felt like she was being rewarded for her obedience— fucking her throat so raw that it hurt, only to be kissed so intimately, better than anyone ever kissed her before. It was confusing.

 

A breathy moan escaped her when he bit her lip. On cue, his grip on her chin tightened.

 

“Turn around and bend over,” he said, breathlessly.

 

He let her chin go and she did as asked. He tapped her thigh gently.

 

“Spread your legs.”

 

She obliged, anticipative and anxious, looking back at her headmaster for approval. He took his hands and rubbed her ass slowly, spreading her apart gently. Then his finger swiped at her swollen lips below.

 

Her hips twitched when he added pressure, rubbing up and down, threatening to push her lips aside, but not fully committed. His finger traveled a little higher, toward her clit, and she nearly jumped. He massaged the sides of her clit, and her body tensed. She bit her lip. It was like how she touched herself, yet different at the same time. Then suddenly, he pulled his fingers away. She looked behind her again; he was sucking his middle finger, then brought up back to her pussy, slipping inside. She gasped hard.

 

His finger was much thicker than her own. She breathed deeply in rhythm with him fucking her, slowly, sliding out, pushing back in. A few moments passed, and he slipped another one. She winced at the slight pain of him stretching her.

 

“You’re so wet for me. You really are a whore, aren’t you?”

 

“No,” she said, angered by the accusation. “I’m not a whore.”

 

Suddenly, digits slammed into her, deep and hard. She yelped. He did it again and again. She dug her fingers into the gray polyester, each following thrust dragging involuntary moans from her throat and demanding her pussy to keep opening up for him.

 

“I don’t believe you,” he said. His other hand came unexpectedly thundering down on her ass, the pain traveling through her nerves and making her gush.

 

He was relentless, over and over he slapped her, not slowing down the strokes of his fingers. It was almost too intense. 

 

“I–I—”  Her body burned through her response, rendering her speechless and unable to stop the assault. 

 

She stopped breathing after a point, and felt a coil tighten in her belly, her cunt squeezing helplessly down on his fingers, but that didn’t seem to deter him. Her legs began to shake when it all became too much, and just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore, his fingers curved sharply, fluttering inside her. The hand slapping her ass reached around to rub her clit. Her vision nearly went blank.

 

The coil snapped, her legs gave out, and she could barely hear herself yell as she fell forward on the couch, spasming uncontrollably. It felt like a strong, electric current ripped through her body, a feeling so alien and overwhelming, she feared she’d pass out. Even when he stopped moving his fingers, the convulsions didn’t cease.

 

Finally, after what felt like forever, she felt like she was in her own body again, and she took big, gulping breaths. Small shifts of her body revealed a puddle of wetness soaking the couch beneath her. Embarrassed, she tried to sit up to inspect it, but a hand wrapped around the back of her neck, forcing her back down.

 

“Stay still,” he growled.

 

“Wha- what are you doing, sir?” Korra asked, strained from him pressing down on her neck. 

 

“Why is a dirty little whore who made a mess of my couch speaking without being asked?” He dug his nails into her ass cheeks and choked her harder. She whimpered. 

 

“I’m not!” she strained under his hold.

 

He slapped her ass, harder than before. She yelled in agony.

 

“Tell the truth,” he growled.

 

“I’ve—I’ve never… done this,” she breathed the latter half, head light as his fingers began to cut off circulation.

 

Then he let go of her neck. She breathed deeply in relief, then looked back, met with a sinister grin. “Then I’ll need to fix that.”

 

Not a second later, he placed a hand on her back and slowly drove his cock inside her, her eyes widening and her gasps coming up short and choppy on every thick inch. She clutched the edge of the couch.

 

The stretch was almost unbearable, and he wasn’t even all the way in yet. Her heart pounded in fear that he would tear her.

 

“Si— sir,  please ,” she attempted.

 

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he said, voice strained.

 

It took him adjusting, pushing and pulling every few inches, for him to finally fit inside her. Her inexperienced walls twitched and squeezed around him, unable to comprehend how  full he made her feel.

 

He grabbed at her hips to anchor himself, then gave a few shallow, testing thrusts, ones that still made her wince as her pussy stretched for him. She could tell it didn’t matter much to her headmaster, with his labored breathing behind her and his cock throbbing inside her. Too soon, each stroke becoming harder and harder. 

 

It felt like he was going to split her in half, and though it never happened, she feared he’d delight in it if he did. The smack of their bodies reverberated off the walls, his cock pounding her so hard and fast, it surprised her that it felt good just as much as it hurt, so much that she wanted him to stop and keep going at the same time. Her breathing crescendoed into wordless screams and sobs and pleas. His hand cracking down on her ass once more. She yelped, her pussy gushing on his cock in response.

 

“I knew some discipline was all you needed,” he chuckled darkly.  “Girls like you—” he grunted. “Need it hard, deep, and thorough.” Another grunt. “That’s the only way to get through to you.”

 

He slapped her ass again before leaning on top of her, his thick body pressing her into the couch. “It is an honor to be the first to claim you, Ms. Totalik,” he whispered into her ear, then bit down on it hard. She cried out in pain.

 

He grabbed her hands and trapped them above her head with one hand, the other pressing her head down to the side. She could barely hear his grunts and moans amidst her cries, let alone when he let gravity bring his hips down in a brutal rut. Her incessant tears made her vision blurry, and she had nothing to hold onto as she cascaded up the plateau once more despite the abuse her cunt was taking. 

 

“Such an obedient little slut,” he teased her. “You can scream all you want. It tells me you like it, don’t you?”

 

She could hardly answer, his strokes fracturing her breathing. He pulled her hair roughly and she wailed. “Answer me,” he growled.

 

“Yes sir, I love it,” her voice cracked, surprised by her own response.

 

A growled moan tore from his throat. Her threw her head down, then insinuated his hand underneath her, fingers running sloppy circles around her swollen clit. Her body tensed and her throat choked up.

 

“Come for me if you like it so much.”

 

She screamed throatily, then heard nothing else after that. She barely felt his heavy breaths panting in her ear, but couldn’t really process his filthy words that she guessed were supposed to help ease her through another intense orgasm. Her body thrashed despite being trapped beneath him. Her skin felt like it was on fire, the only thing to cool her down was their sweat intermingling together. She couldn’t see anything except for gray-white specs threatening to blacken. Her own voice was gone, replaced by hoarse gasps every time another he forced another contraction, rolling his hips into her, his hard, thick cock still stretching her hole and making her feel like she’d explode if he fucked her much longer.

 

Thank the heavens he stopped soon after that, her body taking its time to stop trembling and her senses slowly returning to her. She felt him pull out and lift himself off of her.

 

She laid limp and exhausted, unable to move.

 

“Get up,” she heard. She attempted to obey, but her body wasn’t cooperating. Instead, he pulled her up roughly by her hair, and nearly threw her on her knees in front of him. She steadied herself as best as she could sitting up on her knees.

 

He stood directly in front of her, wild black eyes burning through her while he jerked his cock frantically. Despite her oversensitivity, her clit twitched at the sight and the wet sounds of his hands using her come to slide up and down his cock.

 

“Open.” She didn’t need to be told twice. 

 

He shoved his cock in her mouth and she moaned instinctively. She suckled the head and replaced his hand, his length hot and throbbing in her palm. As soon as she began bobbing her head, he tensed with a whispered,  “fuck,” before his come began flooding her mouth and her throat. She swallowed dutifully, thirstfully, moaning and using her hand to milk him.

 

He gave a hard groan on every stroke of her hand. “That’s it,” he breathed. “That’s good.”

 

Korra didn’t know why, but her heart swelled with pride. It disappointed her that she couldn’t swallow it all, nearly choking as some of his seed dripped from her mouth down to her chest. He pulled her off of him, gentler, then pumped the rest of his release onto her breasts.

 

She moaned in disappointment, but the sound made his hips lurch slightly. “Shit, you look so good like this.” He was panting hard, jerking the last drops of his come onto her. Utterly spent, he bent over her and gripped her by the chin, urging her to stand. She had a little more feeling in her legs, but was still wobbly and slightly sore.

 

He brought her lips to his, kissing her deep and slow. She was more willing this time and gave a sigh whenever their lips parted. She felt less self conscious when his hands explored her body, even returning the favor, to which he didn’t object. The hair on his body were just as soft as his skin. His skin wrapped around firm, plump flesh and muscle. Too soon, he pulled back, whispering into her lips, “I set out a black towel set and toiletries for you in the bathroom. Go get cleaned up.”

 

She nodded wordlessly, thankful for the hospitality, albeit it was still strange, given the circumstances. Nevertheless, she grabbed her clothes and headed toward his office bathroom. Minutes later, she was freshened up, she walked back out to open blinds, her headmaster fully clothed, sat at his desk, reading over whatever paperwork he was occupied with before she entered his office.

 

He didn’t look up when she approached his desk.

 

“I checked your schedule,” he said. “The team doesn’t practice on Wednesday nights. For the next month, you’ll be reporting to my office after school to help complete administrative work until 4pm. After that, you’re all mine until I say otherwise. Is that clear?”

 

“Yes sir.” She was preparing to grab her bag when he stopped her. “And Korra?”

 

She turned back to him; this time he was gazing at her, heat still in his eyes, a bit dimmer.

 

“This goes without saying, but you are not to discuss our arrangement with anyone. The consequences will be severe if you do.”

 

“Understood, sir.”

 

“Good.” He returned his eyes to his work. “You did well today. I’ll see you next week.”

 

She walked out quietly to return to her dorm, mind racing with what just happened, and what her future entailed. While she was relieved she didn’t have to transfer schools again (or out of the country at this point), she was nervous about Amon keeping his word and “making this all go away.” At the same time, a part of her couldn’t wait for their next meeting. Even with the soreness between her legs, she couldn’t help but feel that just maybe, this would all be worth it in the long run. 

 

And what was another secret from her peers? She was plenty good at keeping them.
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