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Summary: 
            Asami has an important mission: to subdue the Avatar and bring her to the Equalists. However, she finds herself in over her head when the Alpha of Alphas has a much greater effect on her than anticipated.

          











1. Chapter 1

Author's Note:
      That's it: the end of Smutcation!! :D Hope you enjoy.

Please follow us on tumblr @raedmagdon and @bitterbones-87.

Also, a warning: THIS IS A WORK OF FICTION IN A UNIVERSE VERY DIFFERENT THAN OURS. You should never, ever have sex with a person who is sleeping or otherwise unconscious (unless you're a long-term couple who has had several conversations about consent in advance).

    


    
    A chilly breeze blew across Asami’s face, whipping the strands of hair that had escaped her ponytail. She paused, listening carefully, but heard no other noise aside from the wind and the gentle lap of water surrounding Air Temple Island. Everyone was fast asleep, just as she had planned.

She’d snuck onto the island for the past three nights, watching and waiting. In that time, she’d learned the layout and memorized everyone’s schedules. Tenzin, his wife, and their children had gone to bed hours ago, and her target had retired shortly after.


   The all-powerful Avatar won’t be so dangerous when she’s asleep and vulnerable. 


Nevertheless, Asami felt a nervous flutter in her stomach as she crept past the training ground. A creaking noise made her tense, but it was only the maze of revolving doors she’d seen the Avatar practicing with earlier (if getting knocked on one’s rear by an inanimate object could be called practice).


   It just goes to show that bending isn’t everything. I won’t have any trouble subduing her… 


Asami tried to ignore the ‘unless’ that rose in her mind. No, she shouldn’t have any problems getting the Avatar under control with chi blocking and the element of surprise, unless… unless the accounts she’d read about the Avatar State were true. She would need to be quick.

Quieter than a cat owl’s shadow, Asami crept along the side of the main building, heading for the Avatar’s room. There were no guards. No need, in a supposed safe haven such as this. She reached her destination in under a minute, but hesitated outside the painted screen door.


   Come on, Sato. Don’t lose your courage now! Think about why you’re doing this. Who you’re doing it for. 


The Avatar was a danger to non-benders everywhere. Her father had made certain she understood that from an early age. It was power-drunk benders like her who felt they had the right to do whatever they pleased and take whatever they wanted, with tragic results for anyone unlucky enough to get in their way.

And yet, Asami’s conscience wavered. She knew the Avatar was dangerous, but disabling a person in their sleep felt like cheating. It wasn’t a fair fight, like benders attacking non-benders who hadn’t been lucky enough to receive intense martial arts training.


   After all, isn’t fairness what we’re fighting for? If our cause is righteous, why do Amon and my father have me sneaking around in the dark like a criminal? 


Asami silenced the voice in her head. This wasn’t the time for doubts. She had a mission to complete, and an Avatar to abduct. Carefully, she approached the door. Faint snoring came from within the room, and she smirked. Obviously, the Avatar was a heavy sleeper.

Satisfied her target wouldn’t awaken, Asami slid the door back as slowly as possible. The noise was minimal, and the Avatar’s snoring continued uninterrupted. Asami slipped inside, closing the door softly behind her. Moonlight streamed in through the room’s translucent window coverings, illuminating the bed and the figure sleeping there.

Asami had seen the Avatar before, but only from a safe distance. This was the closest she’d ever been, and she was startled by what she saw. The muscular body sprawled on top of the covers didn’t look as though it belonged to a monster. Naked except for her undergarments, the Avatar appeared unsettlingly human.

Despite the urgency of her mission, Asami found her eyes lingering. She stared for several seconds, studying the Avatar’s warm brown skin and sculpted physique. Her enemy was impressive, she had to admit. The alpha’s toned muscles spoke of much harder training than the farce she’d witnessed the other day.

Then there was the Avatar’s scent. Strong, but almost sweet, it curled into Asami’s nose, demanding her full attention. She swallowed, licking her lips. Her skin flushed, and sweat broke across her brow.

Asami shook herself. It didn’t matter how the Avatar smelled. She had a mission to complete, in spite of how attractive her enemy was.  Wait, attractive? Where did that thought come from?  It had taken her completely by surprise, but it was also an undeniably true fact. The alpha  was  an impressive specimen by anyone’s standards.

The Avatar’s face was round, smooth, peaceful in sleep. Her shoulders were impressively broad, and her breasts rose and fell with each steady breaths, brown nipples hardened to delicious-looking peaks. The chiseled shape of her abdomen sent a pang of want through Asami’s belly, but it didn’t detract from the generous curves of her hips.

Asami tried to drag her eyes upward, but they betrayed her, flicking down instead. There, between the alpha’s legs, was a large and impressive bulge, straining for freedom beneath the thin material of her underwear. For a brief moment, all thoughts of her mission flew from Asami’s head. Her legs tensed, as if to step forward, and her fingers twitched with the desire to peel down the alpha’s undergarments and get a good look at the prize beneath.

 What is  wrong  with me?  Whatever these feelings were, the rational part of Asami knew they couldn’t be natural. It almost felt like…  No, it can’t be a heat,  she told herself, shivering as cold sweat ran down her spine.  I’m on suppressants. I’m not due anytime soon. 

The sharp pangs within her told a different story. As she stood there, her insides twisted, and sticky warmth spread between her legs. This wasn’t part of the plan! She’d heard whispers that the alpha of alphas could have compelling effects on omegas, but she’d never expected to be one of them.

 You don’t have time for this nonsense.  Her brain had a very strong argument, but her hands didn’t want to listen. They hovered and flexed over her thighs like unruly ghosts. She switched tactics, trying to maintain focus.  Think of what your father would say if he knew you were distracted by your omega impulses. Think of what  Amon  would say. 

Even the threat of such scathing admonishment was only a fleeting thought. The uncomfortable dragon-eels twisting in her belly were back, and seemed to have brought a host of dragonfly bunnies with them.  Her waistband is rolled over,  Asami observed.  Maybe I should… 

Before she even realized it, her thumb grazed the edge of the alpha’s shorts. The Avatar sighed in her slumber, and Asami yanked her hand back as though she’d been burned.  She’s going to wake. Finish the job before you ruin everything. She shook her head to clear the buzzing interference of lust and moved closer to the bed, gliding silently on the balls of her feet.

The straw pallet gave only the barest of whispers as she knelt on its surface. Its texture was hardly grand; her own bed was a four-poster masterpiece that would put this rustic pallet to shame. She would’ve assumed the airbenders would give their chosen leader more luxurious accommodations, but perhaps the Avatar preferred it this way. Humility and all that.

Asami leaned over the sleeping form of her enemy, taking a deep breath. That proved to be a terrible mistake. Her lungs burned with the dizzying rush of alpha scent; a pleasant, musky blend, that seized her with sweeping insistence. Her lower belly rippled in appreciation, calling out for more.

She had to put a hand on the bed to steady herself, and her palm landed right next to the alpha’s hips. The Avatar made another sleepy sound, but otherwise remained still. That was a mercy. Red faced and panting, Asami could hardly breathe through the thick, wanton pheromones.

Her fingers curled, and caught a little of the Avatar’s waistband, tugging the fabric down. The hollow of a hipbone was revealed, along with more skin, and that was Asami’s breaking point. Checking furtively to ensure the Avatar didn’t wake, Asami rolled down the alpha’s underwear at an agonizingly slow pace.

Each inch of skin only fueled the fire within her. Admonishments railed against the walls of her skull, but she hardly heard them. On the third careful roll of fabric, the Avatar’s cock bounced free, thickening in the cool night air. Even in sleep, she seemed to know an aroused omega was near.

Asami swallowed, her mouth suddenly full of saliva. She may have even drooled a bit. The Avatar’s cock was a lovely tan, with a flared, pink-tinged tip. Sculpted veins ran down its impressive length, terminating in a broad base surrounded by a nest of black curls. A shiver ran down the Avatar’s length, and it grew firmer, curving toward her belly.

Asami’s brain stopped screaming. Instead, it followed a chain of increasingly primitive thoughts.  Touch-lick-suck-swallow-ride-milk-breed-come. She bit her lip, torn between duty and the demands of desire, until the Avatar made a sleepy grunt. Her hips rolled up, as if seeking a welcoming hand or mouth, and a pool of pre-come welled over from the slit in her cockhead, rolling down the shaft.

Asami’s eyes watched its slow progress like a starving pygmy puma. Fingers trembling, she reached out to swipe up the runaway droplet. She slid her thumb into her mouth, and the moment the alpha’s taste hit her tongue, an appreciative moan broke in her chest. Never in her life had she tasted anything so delicious.


   Just one more taste. What could it hurt? 


She lowered her mouth to the Avatar’s cock, all thoughts of her mission forgotten. All she could think of, all she cared about, was getting more of that addictive flavor. She wasn’t disappointed. As she took the Avatar’s swollen tip between her lips, another rush of fluid spilled onto her tongue. Thanks to the volume, she could taste it even better: thick, salty, and all for her.

She whimpered around the spongy tip, rolling her tongue over and across, lapping the divot like a cat owl kitten. The Avatar’s head firmed up even more in her mouth, leaking like a fountain and pulsing with its own heartbeat. Asami felt the echo of that heartbeat between her legs. She had serviced a few alphas before, in exchange for them doing the same, but never had she derived such pleasure from sucking someone’s cock. In those situations, it had resembled a business arrangement. She pleasured them, they pleasured her.

Even in slumber, the Avatar seemed to enjoy herself. Her hands flexed on top of the covers, and her hips made little stirring motions, as though she were thrusting in her dreams. Asami took a certain amount of pride in that. From the way the alpha’s cock shivered, she suspected it would spill soon. The greedy part of her was already making excuses for her actions.


   Sometimes alphas spend in their sleep. I could make her come… she might not even wake up… 


It was a stupid, reckless thing to do, but Asami had already pushed her luck so far that it seemed pointless to deny herself. She took several more inches of the Avatar’s cock into her mouth, letting the head nudge the back of her throat. She wanted to choke on it, swallow it, take it as far as she could. Despite her mild discomfort, something compelled her to do so.

The smell of sex and alpha pheromones grew stronger with her nose buried in the Avatar’s soft, ticklish curls. That made opening her throat easier, and she had no trouble remembering to breathe through her nostrils as she took the alpha’s length as far as she dared. It pounded faster, throbbing with fullness, and the Avatar continued leaking a steady stream of fluid, as though she couldn’t hold it.


   More. I want more. 


Asami flattened her tongue against the underside of the Avatar’s cock, tracing a tender vein there. The Avatar grunted and bucked, and the base of her shaft swelled, preventing Asami from taking it quite so deep. In the space of a few seconds, the alpha’s knot had formed, half-again as large as any Asami had seen before.


   Oh Spirits. What would that feel like inside me? 


Such thoughts terrified her as much as they thrilled her. She had never taken an alpha inside her pussy before, mostly because such an act required trust she had learned not to bestow easily. Pleasure was one thing, but the act of mating bore heavy consequences.

And yet, she  craved  it. As she sucked hungrily at the Avatar’s cock, her inner walls clenched with jealousy, leaving a considerable stain in her undergarments.  Maybe if I pulled down my pants, I could… I could just slip her inside… just for a moment. I could dismount before she comes… 

Before she could surrender to that train of thought — and surrender seemed inevitable — the Avatar made another noise. This one was a low growl, and it sent tongues of fire lapping at every inch of Asami’s trembling body. A moment later, a sticky rush of fluid spilled from the Avatar’s cock, pumping down her throat in thick spurts.

The volume was considerable. Asami swallowed rapidly, trying to keep up, but there was simply too much. While she gulped down her fill, the excess escaped the seal of her lips, seeping down her chin and coating the alpha’s heavy knot.  It looks neglected,  Asami thought, with a stab of sympathy. She cupped it in both hands, giving a helpful squeeze, and was delighted when even more of the Avatar’s seed flooded her mouth.

Asami had found paradise. Even though the Avatar was coming in her mouth instead of her pussy, she felt as though she’d fulfilled some kind of divine purpose, servicing such a virile alpha. She moaned and whimpered between jets of come, kneading the Avatar’s knot for as much as she could get.  More. Please. Moremoremore. 

Fortunately, the Avatar seemed happy to provide. She emptied over an impressively long stretch of time before relaxing back onto the pallet with a contented sigh. Her lashes fluttered, and as Asami paused in her suckling to admire the Avatar’s face. Despite being a symbol for supposed bender superiority, she truly was beautiful.  And her eyes. So blue… 

Asami froze, the Avatar’s cock still buried part-way down her throat. She could see the alpha’s eyes. They were open! Her instincts screamed for her to move, but she was frozen, a cat deer in the headlights of a satomobile. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t force her body to obey.

The Avatar gave a sleepy blink. “Omega?” she mumbled, obviously confused. Then, her eyes narrowed. The smell of alpha pheromones grew stronger, clogging Asami’s nose and causing another rush of wetness that seeped straight through her pants.

In the blink of an eye, the Avatar’s cock pulled out of her mouth, and she found herself flat on her back, pinned beneath a slab of muscle. For someone relatively short and curvy, this alpha’s body could have been made of steel.

All of Asami’s training deserted her. She was trapped, helpless beneath a very awake, and very aroused, alpha, whose cock was every bit as hard as it had been before she’d come.

***

Korra was enjoying a very normal dream, something involving chasing Naga across the ice floes back home. She leapt from one glacial island to the next, happily weightless, when suddenly, the ice melted beneath her feet. She braced for cold, but the puddle was warm and welcoming. Soft, too. A gentle, drawing pressure surrounded her loins, and pressure built in her belly until she was twisting her hips, seeking more of the enveloping heat.

The dream changed. She was in her room at the Temple, rutting into a willing partner. A female omega, judging by the encouraging sighs and breathy moans.

Korra had never been with an omega before. By tradition, her alpha status demanded it, and she was rebellious enough to buck those demands every chance she could. Some days she still wasn’t sure if she’d had a crush on Mako because he was a cute, broody boy… or because he was a cute, broody boy  beta. No chance of her being the ‘alpha of all alphas’ with a beta.

But Mako definitely wasn’t who she was dreaming about right now.

The image of the omega’s body remained fuzzy, but Korra could smell female heat. Wetness. Thick, slavering draughts of omega-scent. The longer she breathed it in, the more intense the feelings became. Her knot swelled, and she grunted, trying to angle it inside the omega that bucked and writhed beneath her.

A welcoming squeeze told her she had succeeded. Korra gave into her orgasm with a grunt, and a flood of come spilled from her cock, gushing free with such force that it started as one long stream rather than a short series of jets.

Smeared shapes resolved themselves before her. A head of tousled black hair. Mesmerizing green eyes. Red lips sealed around her base, with hands massaging her knot to ensure she gave all she had. Korra saw the evidence that she was doing her best. Come leaked from the omega’s mouth, even though she tried to swallow the spurts as quickly as they shot out.

Korra grunted. She may have said something, but that was unimportant. Her dream seemed to be extending into reality, and her instincts demanded fulfillment of her basest urges. She tugged impatiently on the omega, who released her cock with a wet, choking sound that would’ve alarmed Korra in any other state, and rolled her over.

She dragged her nose against the omega’s pulse, inhaling deeply. There it was: the spiced jasmine scent that had curled around her like a heavy fog. She groaned, pinning the omega to the bed by her thin wrists. The wetness, the heat, called to her and her  alone .

A normally docile part of her brain started growling about her rights as an alpha, and the more submission she sensed from the omega, the more her primal self demanded she take what was hers. She thrust her cock uselessly against a plush thigh, but she was too far gone to rearrange herself. Instead, feeling this was the better course, she thrust again and again, angling her hips until she nudged a damp spot. Clothing. There was clothing in her way.

Korra made an impatient grunt and pulled. The fabric ripped with a shredding noise. Below her, she heard a warbling, bird-like cry, and the omega twisted — whether to aid or deter her progress, Korra couldn’t tell. All she knew was that her senses were clamoring at her to get  in. 

 Soft. Wet-warm. Mmmm. Smells good. My pussy. My omega. All mine. Let me  in. Let me… 

She spared a moment to admire the lithe body before her, but she was too far gone to focus beyond her need. She sent little wisps of fire to eliminate the rest of the omega’s scant coverings, and ignored the frightened, hitching breaths that spilled out as she swept away the scraps of fabric. She was too busy angling herself back between the omega’s legs, thrusting against the welcoming heat that was finally free for her use.

Her cockhead dragged against the slippery slit — once, twice, three times. Korra almost shouted in frustration, but finally, on the fourth try, her puffy, oversensitive tip caught the omega’s entrance. It was small, tightly clasped, as if it had never been used before. That only aroused her further.

Greedily, Korra dropped the omega’s wrists to grab onto a plush set of hips, curved perfectly in her palms. The hold allowed her more leverage, and she snarled, lost in primitive excitement. Teeth bared, she lunged forward, burying the head of her cock as she seized the omega’s neck in a bruising hold. Not a mating bite, but enough to keep her still and compliant. Enough for the Avatar to take her pleasure.

And, oh Spirits, what pleasure it was! Even with only her tip buried in the omega’s silky heat, she had never felt anything so wonderful in all her life. The resistance of the omega’s entrance was incredible, and when it loosened with a pop, just barely enough for her to sink forward, her entire length throbbed with unbearable fullness. Even having just come, she was on the verge of spilling again.

The omega gave a throaty cry, a sound that proved to be Korra’s undoing. She rutted forward, forcing the first few inches of her cock into the omega’s tight channel. Warm walls squeezed around her, milking her with such greed that Korra stood no chance of resisting. She claimed what was hers, growling into her omega’s throat, pumping a heavy load of come into her freshly-claimed prize.

***

Asami’s eyes watered, and she forgot how to breathe. The fantasy of taking the Avatar’s cock had bewitched her, but the reality was a hundred times more intense. She trembled with fear and longing as the blunt head nudged her opening, unsure whether to cant her hips away or roll them forward.

The decision was out of her hands. The Avatar held her wrists in a bruising grip, and Asami knew she stood no chance against such strength. Perhaps if she’d had full control of her body, she might have been able to get off a few chi blocking strikes, but her limbs actively defied her wishes. She shuddered with shame as her traitorous legs wrapped around the Avatar’s waist.

That was, apparently, all the help the Avatar needed. Her hands flew to Asami’s hips, holding them in an iron grip, and her cock plunged forward, finding Asami’s barrier and snapping straight through.

Asami screamed. The Avatar was absolutely enormous. Her inexperienced walls twitched and fluttered, unsure how to deal with the intrusion. Despite the fog of pheromones around her, doubts filled her head.  Oh Spirits. She’s huge. She’ll hurt me. Tear me. 

But there was no changing her mind. No way to resist. She had no choice but to clutch the Avatar’s back, shuddering and sobbing through the incredible stretch. The alpha’s cock thrust inside of her, sinking to the half-way mark. As it did, Asami came, completely blindsided by the onslaught of pleasure.

She wasn’t prepared. One moment, she was overwhelmed, shaking, stretched far beyond her limits. The next, she was squealing, raking her nails between the Avatar’s shoulder blades and coming all over the thick cock tearing her insides apart. Her walls, which had screamed in protest while accommodating the Avatar’s girth, found room enough to pulse and quiver and milk the alpha’s length.


   Unff! Full! Coming… ahh… 


Asami’s peak had already built into the most powerful of her life, but her pleasure swelled beyond all reason as the Avatar bucked on top of her, shoving yet another inch of that magnificent cock inside. The shaft gave a heavy throb, but that was the only warning Asami received before a flood of warmth spilled into her core, splashing her walls and forcing them to widen further.


   Oh no. Nonono… she’s, uhh… coming… inside me… yes — yes, yesyesyes more! 


Asami knew she should be horrified. No alpha had ever released inside her before — not once, no matter how aroused she and her partners got. She was always so, so careful. But as the first spurt of seed pumped inside her, Asami truly believed she would die if the Avatar stopped. The rolling contractions of her orgasm hit harder and faster, falling into the same rhythm as the Avatar’s snarling thrusts and bursts of come.

“Fuck. Mine. Good omega… let me fill…”

The Avatar loosened her hold enough to mutter harsh, possessive words into Asami’s throat. Shameful as they were, they had Asami keening. “Yes!” She didn’t care how she sounded, or what the lustful beast on top of her thought. As long as she kept coming, and the Avatar kept filling her, she could endure any humiliation. No, not endure.  Relish. 

Far too soon, the Avatar’s thrusts stopped. Asami whimpered, tilting her pelvis up in hopes the rhythm would continue. She’d lost count of the number of times she’d come — it could have been one long peak, or several shorter ones running together — but she was far from finished. A greedy hunger had awakened within her, and the only thing that could sate it was the virile alpha on top of her.

“More,” she whimpered beside the Avatar’s ear. “Please,  more.” 

“Mm.” The Avatar let out a rumbling growl, one that sent a shiver down Asami’s spine. It wasn’t the growl of a happy, satisfied alpha. It was aggressive, frustrated, and only when the Avatar resumed rutting into her slick, oversensitive pussy did Asami realize the problem. There was a large puddle of fluid beneath them, all the excess come her body hadn’t been able to hold. The Avatar hadn’t knotted her, which meant most of her seed had been wasted.

A yawning chasm opened deep within her belly, making its needs known. The moment she realized her alpha wasn’t satisfied, the relief Asami felt at having reaching her peak vanished. Desire returned, twice as strong as before, and she howled, overcome by an unbearable emptiness. Getting fucked wasn’t enough. Feeling the Avatar’s come splash against her walls wasn’t enough. She needed more. Much, much more.

***

Korra howled. Her instincts raged, telling her that her seed was supposed to stay inside, not spill wastefully onto the sheets. (That also brought up other, discomfiting ideas about how real the dream felt, which she fought to ignore.) Her knot throbbed, pulsating as though she hadn’t spent twice already. It felt unpleasantly hot, heavy and aching with fullness. She needed more.

Luckily, the pliant creature below her seemed to agree. The omega whined and shook, hitching her legs higher around Korra’s waist. Her pussy was so tight, however, that Korra struggled to get her full length inside, let alone her knot. She peered between their bodies, trying to get a better view. The omega’s lips looked swollen, red from overuse, stretched obscenely around Korra’s cock. Her sweet little clit peeked out from beneath its hood, a puffy bud practically pleading for attention.

Korra grunted, pleased with her efforts. She pulled out to grind her length against that sensitive peak, relishing the squeal and shudder her actions elicited. She couldn’t stay outside for long, however. The night air felt wrong compared to the omega’s warmth.

She sighed with happiness as she sank back inside, giving a few quick ruts to get herself situated. Her dream partner whimpered beside her ear, kicking and stretching her legs out in an effort to assist. That was enjoyable, and Korra nuzzled the omega’s neck, pleased with her behavior.

“Good omega,” she purred, her voice sounding hoarse and uneven to her own ears. That was startling. Dreams rarely felt this real. “Take my knot now… come on… good girl.”

The omega whimpered, thighs going slack. Korra took hold of her calves — such sweet, tender flesh there — and hoisted them over her shoulders. She rocked and pushed, rocked and pushed, growing increasingly impatient. Her knot slid and rolled, testing the omega’s tightness, but refused to go in.

Korra groaned in frustration. She could hear the omega’s breath hitch with each attempt, and while a part of her dimly realized this process could be painful on the receiving end, her instincts wouldn’t let up their incessant shrieks for  more .

With one last snap of her hips, the knot popped inside, sealed tight within the omega’s walls. She felt, rather than heard, the scream that rattled through the girl below her, and she reveled in it. Wetness sluiced around the base of her cock where they were joined, and she felt the shivers that indicated her omega was coming again.

Alpha pride bloomed in her chest, and she growled, guttural and low. Rippling walls massaged her knot, holding it so tight that there wasn’t even a sliver of an inch between them. At last, her cock bottomed out, and Korra shuddered at how snugly the omega held her, wrapped up in silken perfection.

“Yessss,” she hissed, kneading the pillowy cheeks of the omega’s ass. “Fuck, milk me… take every drop…  nnnngh  need to get you full… give you pups…”

At that suggestion, the dream omega screamed again, her body trembling as another wave of climax rushed up and through her. Korra could feel it all, and she encouraged it further. Some primitive knowledge told her that what her instincts demanded was also what her omega needed.

“Taking my knot so well… letting me use you.  Hfff  … good omega slut.” She slurred out the words, grinding her mound against the pretty bud of the omega’s clit. “Gonna fuck you so good you can’t walk… mmm…  mine.” 


   “Yours!” 


Korra’s hips stuttered, and she cried out as a flood of come shot from her aching cock. This time, the knot did its job. Her seed splashed against the omega’s clenching walls, forcing them to expand. She thrust through her own release, her movements sloppy and uneven. The omega’s walls didn’t feel quite so tight, stretched as they were to hold her come, but it felt too good to stop.

Still, there was something missing. Something Korra’s bones cried out for. She wanted — no,  needed — to claim the omega that would carry her litter. With a snarl, she lunged forward and took hold of the place where the omega’s shoulder met her neck.

As soon as she bit down, the body below hers arched. A breathy gasp escaped the omega, followed by a helpless, discordant moan. It was unnervingly beautiful. Korra’s jaws locked, and she bit deeper, taking her hold to a level her waking mind would never have considered. This was a mating bite. A bonding hold. Coppery blood hit her tongue, and she heard the omega cry out in ecstasy.

Alarm bells rang in Korra’s head, warning her this was too real, too distinct to be a dream. She blinked, growing more aware with each second. Shapes resolved from fuzzy possibilities into firm realities, and her hips slowed as the pulses of come tapered off. There was an omega below her. A real, actual omega.

 What…? How did I…? Who is…? I’m biting her?  Korra’s thoughts were jumbled, uncertain. She released, slowly, and her lips slid back down over her teeth as she stared at the red ring of flesh she’d left behind. A stranger. A stranger was in her bed, and Korra had just fucked and  bitten  her.

All of this was too much to process, and it became rapidly overwhelming as the omega below her moaned, clutching at her back. She rose up, planting her own bite deep into the cord of Korra’s shoulder.

***


   Mate. My mate. 


Asami moaned into her hold on the Avatar’s shoulder, tasting the divine nectar of the alpha’s sweat and blood.  Her alpha, now. She didn’t even know her mate’s name, but she knew they were bonded together forever. How could she have possibly thought this magnificent creature was a threat? How could she have hated her own mate, the center of her entire world?

That foolishness didn’t matter anymore. Here she was, wrapped safe and snug in her mate’s arms, stuffed full of her mate’s gently pulsing knot, belly swollen with her mate’s warm come. Once she detached, she whimpered and nosed at the fresh bite-mark she’d left, smothering it with kisses and rocking her hips in search of more.

“Alpha, please,” she muttered, dragging the flat of her tongue up along the Avatar’s sweat-soaked neck. “Please. More.”

The Avatar hesitated. Asami drew back and noticed her blue eyes were cloudy, worried. The lustful spark in them had dimmed.  That won’t do at all.  She tugged the alpha’s soft lower lip between her teeth, sucking it seductively as she ran the sole of her foot down her mate’s taut calf.

The cock within her twitched, and Asami savored her victory, until the alpha broke away from their sort-of kiss and stared at her. “Who… who are you?”

An answer came readily to Asami’s lips. “Yours.”

“But…”

Asami kissed her mate again, properly this time. She pressed her tongue past the Avatar’s lips, and the Avatar responded in kind, kissing her back with just the kind of fierceness Asami needed. She felt all the doubts melt from her mate’s body, and the two of them picked up the same rhythm as before, falling into each other.

Oh.  Oh.  Asami sucked lazily at the Avatar’s tongue as her mate fucked her slow and deep, letting their kiss muffle her cries. She didn’t care if anyone heard — she wanted the whole world to know who she belonged to — but her alpha’s mouth was too delicious to detach from.  I could drink from her forever. From her mouth, her skin, her cock… 

Said cock soon regained every bit of firmness it had lost, and Asami’s eyes rolled back in her head. The Avatar’s knot and come filled her to bursting, but all traces of pain were gone. Only pleasure remained. How had she lasted so long without this? Without being mated properly?

 Because you were meant for this alpha,  a voice inside her said.  No one else was worthy of you. 

She hitched her legs higher around the Avatar’s waist, deliberately rubbing her clit against the alpha’s firm abdomen. It was sore from the orgasms she’d already suffered through, but the shocks of pleasure she felt each time her mate’s muscles moved against her more than made up for that.

“Uhnn…”

The Avatar’s mouth lowered to Asami’s throat again, nursing the vivid bite-mark there. Though her lips were gentle, the fork of lightning that struck Asami’s core was not. She yelped and came for what had to be the hundredth time, hurtling over the edge without any of the regular build-up. Just the reminder that this alpha owned her was enough.

To her utter delight, the Avatar’s cock throbbed within her, spilling forth a second release.  “Mine,”  the alpha grunted, wiggling her hips to make sure she was buried all the way. She was, of course — her cockhead was pushed up against Asami’s cervix, and the base of her knot still stretched the tender ring of Asami’s entrance. But Asami was grateful nonetheless. She didn’t want to lose a single drop.

Her mate was all too happy to remind her of why. “Good omega,” the Avatar purred, causing the mark on Asami’s neck to tingle with the vibration of her voice. “So sweet. Full. Hnnnff.” She gave a few short thrusts, spurting faster even though her knot prevented her from getting much leverage. “Full of my come. My pups.”


   Pups… 


A vivid image flashed into Asami’s mind, almost as real as the alpha on top of her. She saw herself: wide-blossoming hips, heavy breasts, belly large and swollen. Oh, Spirits, she  wanted.  Wanted to feel life stir in her womb, knowing it belonged to her mate, just as she did.

Though her walls were already stretched wide with the alpha’s come, Asami made an effort to squeeze down, trying to milk just a little more. Perhaps they would make their first litter tonight. She wanted to carry as many pups as her mate could possibly—

 Wait. Pups? Mate? What am I doing?! Asami’s eyes snapped open just as the Avatar gave a final groan and collapsed on top of her, breath skating hot and damp against her collarbone. The alpha gave a few more lazy pumps before she sighed and relaxed, indicating her ardor had finally passed.

Asami stared with slowly dawning horror at the red imprint she’d left on her mate’s neck. On the  Avatar’s  neck. It was a deep and solid mark. She felt her own neck burn, right at the join of her shoulder. Tears welled in her eyes.  It wasn’t supposed to be like this. It wasn’t supposed to be you.

Roiling with despair and shame, Asami felt certain the Avatar had tricked her.  Somehow, she’d known of the Equalists’ plan, and had prepared with some kind of… of… hormone enhancer, maybe. An airbender secret.  Something. Asami had been spellbound from the moment she’d smelled the Avatar’s scent, and that couldn’t be natural. It couldn’t have been her choice. The alternative was too horrifying to consider.

“Get off me!” she cried, shoving the alpha on top of her. Panic made her forget about the tie until the Avatar’s knot moved uncomfortably within her, and her breath hitched in pain.

“I can’t!” The Avatar seemed almost as panicked as she was, but she held Asami still. “Calm down or you’ll hurt both of us. We’re stuck right now.”

“You did this!” Asami snapped, angry tears rolling down her cheeks. “I was supposed to incapacitate you… but you — this is your fault!”

“I  did this? While I was sleeping?” The Avatar looked incredulous, then angry. “And what do you mean, ‘incapacitate’?” When Asami refused to respond, the alpha pinned her wrists and growled. “Answer me. You’re one of those Equalists, aren’t you?  Aren’t you?”

Despite her chaotic squall of emotions, the knot lodged within Asami’s aching walls showed no signs of shrinking. She was trapped, both physically and metaphorically, and saw no point in denying it. She thrust up her chin in defiance. “I am Asami Sato, daughter of Hiroshi Sato, and I will  die  before I see benders subjugate my kind anymore.”

“I don’t want to subjugate anyone,” the Avatar protested. She sighed heavily, seemingly giving up, and her head drooped as she mumbled to herself. “What’s the use? You’re just going to yell at me like that guy in the park.”

Asami felt a quizzical rush to ask what she meant, but that would mean continuing to converse with her enemy. She’d already crossed too many lines tonight. The Avatar released her wrists, and she rubbed the flesh there, indignant.

“Asami is a beautiful name, though.” The Avatar lifted her head, wearing a shy smile. “Let’s start over. I’m Korra. Avatar Korra.”

 Korra. My mate’s name is Korra. Asami’s heart gave a sudden, strange leap. She had to blink several times before she realized, improbably, that Korra was offering her a hand to shake, as if this were any other meeting and they hadn’t just fucked each other before learning they were mortal enemies.

Eventually, habit and politeness won out. Cautiously, Asami gave over her fingertips, still sticky with the alpha’s come, and watched the Avatar lift them up and down. The whole thing was absurd, surreal.

 How did I get here? Asami wondered, dazed beneath the tide of her fury and fear. She almost didn’t notice when the screen door flew open. She blinked, reacting too slow to cover herself. Korra, however, snarled possessively and arched over her body. Asami was surprised by the warm, pleasurable feeling that spread through her lower belly at the instinctive gesture. Despite everything, she felt protected.

Still, she tensed in fear as a retinue of White Lotus guards entered the room, obviously ready for battle. They fanned out, blocking the only exit. Asami’s stomach sank.

“Korra, are you alright? We found evidence that an Equalist infiltrated the grounds and—oh.”  A tall, whip-thin man with an angular face and airbending tattoos entered the room, stopping when he caught sight of them. His face turned as red as a baboon-bear’s behind, and his mustache quivered.

 Tenzin.  Asami recognized him from the newspapers and her three-day stakeouts. She had hoped to avoid him completely — by all accounts, he was a powerful airbending master — but it seemed even the shreds of her former plan were in ruins. Her mission had failed.  There’s nothing to do now but stay silent. No matter what they do to me, I won’t give them any information that could hurt our cause. 

“Get out,” Korra snarled, lips peeled back over her teeth. She was a terrifying sight to behold, but Asami couldn’t deny that it was wondrous as well. Disgusted as she was by what she had done, part of her was thrilled that such a powerful alpha had mated her.

“I’m afraid we can’t do that,” Tenzin said. He averted his eyes, but made no effort to leave the room. “It’s obvious what happened here, but we need to put her somewhere she can’t harm anyone else on the island. For everyone’s sakes.”

***

“I won’t let you,” Korra declared, challenging Tenzin to defy her. He might be an alpha, but she was the  alpha  of alphas, and no one was going to take her mate from her, Equalist spy or not. The protective instincts she felt were confusing, even frightening, but she was helpless to deny them.

Tenzin sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose. He rolled his eyes toward the ceiling, as if pleading for help — a look Korra had often seen him adopt during particularly frustrating training sessions. It seemed she had disappointed her airbending teacher yet again, although that was nothing new.

 And I’ve disappointed myself. How could I have  bitten  an Equalist sent to kill me? It was like I didn’t have any control… 

“What if you bring her to a secure location? I admit, it could be dangerous to separate a newly mated pair… no matter how disastrous the circumstances,” he added with a disapproving mutter.

Korra considered his offer. The logical part of her knew that Asami needed to be taken somewhere secure, and probably questioned, but the mere thought of being parted from Asami threatened to tear a hole in her gut. She didn’t think she was physically capable of letting the omega out of arm’s reach.

“Okay.” She looked down at Asami, whose green eyes had gone eerily empty. It was like she was in some other place, a place where the outside world couldn’t touch her. Korra stroked her face, trying to get her attention. “Asami, we’re going to another room. Okay?”

Asami blinked and pursed her lips. She gave the slightest of nods, which Korra didn’t know how to interpret.


   Well, neither of us has much choice in this. 


Summoning her strength, Korra scooped Asami into her arms and rose to her knees. Next, she rolled out of bed, finding her footing as her hands shifted to the omega’s ass. Asami’s legs wrapped around her waist, not eagerly as they had before, but perfunctorily, so as not to fall. The omega was careful to keep space between their chests rather than curling into her, and she turned her face away.

Korra’s heart cracked. This wasn’t what she’d wanted at all. She hadn’t known it was possible to go from such blissful happiness to such anguish and fear in a matter of moments. But there was nothing to be done. She brought Asami over to the door, stopping beside Tenzin. “Okay. Where are we going?”

“The equipment shed has a lock, and there are no windows. With you there to watch her, and a complement of guards, it should be sufficient.”

Korra wanted to protest, but couldn’t think of any better options. Resigned, she carried Asami out of her room and into the night, with Tenzin and the guards flanking her. Her steps were slow, reluctant. Everything about this felt wrong.

 Why would you join the Equalists, anyway?  Korra wondered, stealing another glance at Asami. The omega noted her gaze, and offered an icy glare in return. That only fueled Korra’s determination.  I might not know what else to do, but one way or another, I’m going to find out. 

  







2. Chapter 2

Notes for the Chapter:Virginity is a social construct, much like gender, but *shrug* we're two horny queers turning patriarchal bullshit into kink lemonade, I guess?

The story reads as pretty consensual (two adults being swept away by the primal need to fuck despite knowing they shouldn't), but it's rightfully tagged dubcon, so be mindful.




    
    
  “Do you understand what you’ve done?”



  Korra watched Tenzin pace the room, standing still while he alternated folding his hands behind his back and throwing them in the air to emphasize his statements. “Yes, I understand—”



  “You’ve 
  
    mated
  
   with an equalist! And not just any equalist…”



  “I—”



  Korra didn’t even get to start her sentence. “Asami Sato,” Tenzin barked, pinching his forehead in despair. “Daughter of Hiroshi Sato, one of the wealthiest, most prominent men in Republic City. He single-handedly supplies Amon with the weaponry he needs, and with the city already on the brink of war…”



  Korra tuned out Tenzin’s rambling, something she’d become good at during her time on Air Temple Island. She knew how bad the situation was. The Avatar, mating an equalist omega? It was like firebending in the middle of an oil spill. But Tenzin’s pacing and shouting definitely wasn’t helping.



  “I know. I couldn’t control—”



  “That’s your problem, Korra. You lack control. The Avatar must have discipline.”



  Korra resisted the temptation to roll her eyes. Discipline was all well and good, but what was she 
  
    supposed
  
   to do? She’d awoken in the middle of the night with her cock in a beautiful omega’s mouth. It had been like a wonderful dream. She’d legitimately thought it was a dream far longer than she should have, and when she’d caught the scent of Asami’s heat, she hadn’t cared anymore.



  
    Tenzin’s right,
  
   she admitted, grudgingly, to herself. 
  
    I messed up. I should’ve tried to resist, at least a little… 
  
  But when she’d flipped Asami over and pushed inside the omega’s tight, clenching heat, resisting had been the last thing on her mind.



  “What’s done is done,” Tenzin continued, snapping Korra out of her vivid recollections. “We must turn your mistake into our advantage.” He placed a hand on her shoulder, staring her dead in the eye. “You must use your… relationship… to learn all you can from her. This information could save lives, and possibly prevent war.”



  Korra hated to admit it, but she could see the wisdom in Tenzin’s plan. She'd draw the line at torture, but if she could convince Asami to tell her something—anything—through other means, it might end up being important. 
  
    Plus, I want to know why she became an equalist. She certainly didn’t seem to hate all benders when she was begging for my cock. There has to be more to it. It wasn’t just her heat… was it?
  



  “I’ll do it,” she told Tenzin.



  He didn’t quite smile at her, but he did give a stilted nod of approval. “I’ll post guards around the storage shed to make sure she doesn't escape.”



  “She’d have to get through me first,” Korra pointed out.



  With a long-suffering sigh, Tenzin turned and left, his robes whipping behind him.



  Korra stood alone in his room, unsure whether to kick herself or enjoy the tingle of anticipation building in her belly. Part of her very much wanted to see Asami again, and she couldn’t deny that part of her hoped for a repeat of what had happened early that morning, if Asami was willing.



  Just in case, she decided to grab some blankets and pillows on the way to the storage shed. Mating or no mating, she suspected Asami might be more willing to talk if she was made comfortable.



  ***



  Asami was far from comfortable. 



  She rubbed her wrists against each other, trying to ease the chafe of the leather bindings. Every time she did, it tugged sharply on the strap leading down her belly, which also bound her ankles. They’d even put a demeaning leather collar around her neck, attached by a chain to a short pole some distance away. The White Lotus guards weren’t taking any chances with chi-blocking. 



  They hadn’t clothed her, either. That would have meant touching her, and with the way Korra had snarled during their separation, Asami could only assume none of the White Lotus wanted to risk leaving their scent on her body. Not with Korra looming so closely.  



  Asami’s bare skin prickled with cold. Although the guards had left her with a straw pallet and a threadbare blanket, she couldn’t get herself fully covered with her hands bound. Moonlight trickled in between the gaps in the wood, and with it, the frigid night air. 



  It was more than the cold and her bonds that made her anxious, however. It was Korra’s absence. Her newly mated body craved her captor, even as her mind roiled with self-hatred and indignation. Her skin ached, and a hollowness she’d never experienced before yawned below her rib cage.



  Her thighs were still sticky with the alpha’s come, her lower lips red and swollen. Every time she moved, she was reminded of how roughly and abruptly her innocence had been taken, and sitting on the straw pallet was an exercise in torment. 



  
    This is a mess. I’ve ruined everything. My only hope is that these benders will execute me before my father learns the reason for my capture. 
  
  Asami shuddered to imagine what he would do if he discovered she had given in so easily. He had always warned her not to surrender her prized virginity to an alpha, any alpha, let alone the 
  
    Avatar
  
  . 



  Her nose pricked. 
  
    Korra is coming. 
  
  That instinctive knowledge, combined with the steadily-increasing alpha scent, put her on edge. In spite of her self-loathing, her thighs slackened and her body quivered. She sat upright, every sense alert. 
  
    Korra. My alpha. No—the 
  
  Avatar. 
  
    Not my alpha. My enemy.
  



  The scent grew stronger, dizzyingly so. Asami’s lashes fluttered. There was a knock on the door, but then a throat cleared, as if realizing how foolish that was, and the door opened. 



  Korra poked her head into the storage shed, squinting in the dark. “Asami?” She shouldered her way inside, arms overflowing with puffy fabric that looked warm and cozy. “I brought you some blankets.” 



  Asami wanted to whimper gratefully in response to the plush-looking blankets and to the welcoming bath of alpha pheromones that washed over her. Instead, she bit her lip to stifle the impulse. She shifted, and the chain binding her to the pole clanked with her movements.



  Korra’s eyes landed on her, then narrowed. The Avatar didn’t like the chain. That was clear from the way her lips lifted over her teeth. It took her several seconds to refocus. “Sorry,” Korra muttered. “I told Tenzin they didn’t need to do that.” She looked helplessly at Asami’s collared neck, trying to convey an apology. “Here, let me.”



  She set the blankets aside and approached, fingers outstretched toward the collar. As soon as she did, a wave of want cramped Asami’s insides. Her whole being ached to let the Avatar reclaim the flesh she had been so recently parted from. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, and her heart sped up. 



  
    Takemeclaimmekeepmebreedme
  
  .
  
     You’re mine I'm YOURS. 
  



  Asami shook her head, but the mess of instinctual want kept screaming at her to bend over and submit for Korra’s every desire. She let out a low, helpless growl, but it had the effect of stopping Korra in her tracks. 



  “Asami? I know you must be scared, but believe me, I just want to help.” 



  “Help?” Asami laughed bitterly. She curled in on herself and wrapped her fingers in the chain, leaning against the pole. “I can imagine exactly how you want to 
  
    help
  
  , Avatar.”



  Korra flinched, averting her eyes. If Asami didn’t know better, she’d think the Avatar felt guilty. 
  
    No. She’s a bender. I know exactly how they see non-benders like me.
  



  “You’re not tied up for me,” Korra said. “You’re tied up because you snuck onto Air Temple Island. What were you trying to do?”



  Asami rolled her eyes. “What do you think?”



  “Were you going to kill me?”



  “No.” Asami knew she shouldn’t answer, but the word came out unbidden. Something about Korra’s alpha presence, both demanding and oddly soothing, lowered her defenses in ways she wasn’t prepared for.



  “Capture me, then? For your father? For Amon?”



  Asami pressed her lips tight together.



  Korra sighed. “Look, I don’t mean you any harm, but you obviously see me as a threat. Why? I haven’t done anything to you.”



  “Haven’t 
  
    done
  
   anything?” Rage flared within Asami’s chest, condensing into a hot ball of fire. “You’re a symbol of power to all those who oppress us. My mother died at the hands of power-drunk alpha benders, and she’s far from the only one. You think you can do whatever you want, to whoever you want, just because of your 
  
    bending
  
  .”



  Once she ran out of words, Asami waited, almost expecting Korra to retaliate. She thought the Avatar might slap her, snarl at her, or at least argue the point. Instead, Korra simply looked at her. Sadness shone in the Avatar’s blue eyes. “I’m sorry about your mother.”



  “You’re… sorry?”



  “It must be hard. My parents are alive, but I can’t imagine losing them.”



  Asami remained silent, unsure how to respond.



  “Was she really killed by benders?”



  A lump formed in Asami’s throat. Once more, she answered before she could think better of it. “Yes. By one of the gangs that plague Republic City. It was a break-in. They thought they had the right to steal from us because we couldn’t defend ourselves.”



  Korra’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t condone that. I just want everyone to live in safety and harmony, benders and non-benders.”



  Asami licked her lips. It was a nice sentiment, and the alpha seemed genuine. 
  
    But that doesn’t mean Korra isn’t dangerous. Even if she doesn’t want to hurt me right now, plenty of benders do, and they’ll invoke her name to do it. She’s a symbol of bender superiority, whether she thinks so or not.
  



  “May I have those blankets?” Asami asked.



  Seemingly pleased to have a request she could fulfill, Korra gathered the blankets, wrapping the fluffiest one around Asami’s shoulders. Immediately, Asami felt warmer. A little too warm. Korra’s body heat emanated from behind her, and it sent a shiver down her spine.



  “There. Better?”



  “Yes.” Asami hesitated. “Thank you.”



  “You’re welcome.”



  Asami waited for Korra to step back, but the alpha remained close by her side, unwilling to pull away.



  “Aren’t you worried I might try to hurt you?” Asami tugged at the bindings on her wrists. “Your companions certainly seemed wary.”



  “I’m not worried.” Korra adjusted the blanket draped around Asami’s shoulders, fingertips grazing the skin of her arm.



  “You should be.” Asami knew she should pull away from the alpha’s touch, but she couldn’t find the will. The light graze of Korra’s hand, even in such an innocent place, had her dripping. Fire beat beneath her skin, and the yawning emptiness reasserted itself.



  
    Please. Pin me down. Flip me over. Push inside me…
  



  Korra’s warm breath washed over the bite-mark at the crook of Asami’s neck. The bruise throbbed at the indirect attention, echoing Asami’s heartbeat. “Does it hurt?” Korra asked, her voice soft and concerned.



  “No,” Asami moaned. Her face flushed. She hadn’t meant for her voice to sound so needy.



  “I didn’t mean to bite you. I thought I was dreaming.”



  “You… what?”



  Korra chuckled. “I woke up coming down a beautiful omega’s throat, and then I got to mate with her. What was I supposed to think?”



  That cast things in a new light. Asami felt a curious tug on her heart as she ruminated on the fact that Korra hadn’t been trying to humiliate or dominate her. She’d been carried away by instinct and passion. They both had. 
  
    And she let me bite her back. Not every alpha would allow that.
  



  Asami craned her neck as much as the leather rope would allow. Thankfully, she was able to position her nose close to the crook of Korra’s neck. The alpha’s smell was strong there, and she breathed it in, whimpering with relief. Her body relaxed, absorbing the calming pheromones Korra was no doubt releasing to soothe her.



  
    Soothe me, or trick me into letting my guard down? I can’t…
  



  And yet, just like before, Asami felt herself fall under the Avatar’s sway. It was too powerful to resist, only this time, instead of blazing through her like fire, it pulled her along like the ocean’s tide, a deep and inevitable force. Her lips grazed the mark on Korra’s throat without her permission. She kissed it, lips quivering.



  “What are you—ohhh… oh, 
  
    Spirits
  
  .” Korra’s body stiffened. “That feels good.”



  Asami was inclined to agree. A streak of electricity ran from Korra’s thudding pulse below her lips straight to her clit, and it felt 
  
    amazing. 
  
  The closer her nose nudged under the alpha’s jaw, the more contentment settled over Asami’s bones like a blanket of its own. She tried to nuzzle closer, only to be brought short by the chain. 



  Korra heard the clanking, and her eyes darkened. “Hold on.” Her fingers twisted at the nape of Asami’s neck, pinching the leather collar. There was a rush of something warm, the pressure released, and the chain clattered to the floor. 



  Asami blinked. She’d forgotten how strong a bender the Avatar was, and to be reminded brought her up short. Korra brushed away the remnants of leather, lingering on the bite mark at the dip of Asami’s throat. Heat seared everywhere Korra touched. The alpha’s scent was 
  
    right there, 
  
  so close Asami could almost hear her heartbeat. 



  She surrendered to her impulses, crawling into Korra’s lap in her haste to get closer. Her movements were clumsy, hampered by the cuffs and her bound ankles, but she managed to get her lips latched on, and her tongue swept up the sweat there. Korra’s pulse jumped under her touch, and the deep, unbridled groan that rolled from the Avatar’s chest sent resounding shivers down her spine. 



  “Easy.” Korra tried to keep Asami still with strong, broad palms on her back, but Asami only wiggled more insistently. “You’re working us both up, and we shouldn't-we caaan—ahh!” 



  There was a firm, clothed lump against Asami’s pelvis, as she sighed into the mating mark on Korra’s throat. Her efforts to get situated had awoken the alpha’s erection. She was struck by the urge to touch, and her cuffed hands pushed between their bodies. Rubbing and cupping, she moaned into Korra’s neck, thrilled to feel the thickness rise.



  Korra threw both arms back, pulling fistfuls of blanket. “You’ve 
  gotta stop,” she pleaded, but the tone of her voice was anything but convincing. She attempted to lift Asami’s bucking hips from her lap, mustering up a warning growl. “
  
    Asami
  
  , I’m-
  
    mmmm
  
   g-gonna lose control.”



  Asami grazed her lips against Korra’s ear, busy hands still teasing the growing bulge under the homespun fabric of the Avatar’s pants. She knew she should heed Korra’s warning, but she lacked the strength of will to stop.



  “Do it,” she rasped. “I 
  
    need
  
   you, alpha.” 



  Korra froze, clearly caught up in some kind of inner battle. Asami moaned into Korra's neck, frustrated, but the Avatar wouldn't be swayed. It would clearly take more drastic measures to convince this stubborn alpha, and Asami was just the omega for the job, her primitive brain reasoned. 



  She slid off Korra’s lap, shrugging her shoulders so the blanket dropped from her body. Moonlight revealed her breasts to Korra’s view, and the Avatar’s blue eyes widened in appreciation, but Asami ignored it, crawling back on the spilled blanket.



  Asami’s knees protested, and she had to shuffle clumsily thanks to the binding that kept her ankles close together, but it was a blessed relief to her omega instincts as soon as her face hit the fabric and her ass raised in the air. Presenting herself as best she could, she braced on her elbows and dropped her head forward. 



  “Please.” She tried to inject some dignity into it, but the word became a plea before it even slipped from her lips. “
  
    Please
  
  , Korra. I need you.” 



  The use of Korra’s name seemed to do the trick. She snapped from her trance and surged across the blanket, grabbing Asami firmly by the hips. Her still-covered cock pressed against the soaked outer lips of Asami’s pussy, and Asami let out a shameful whine. 



  She closed her eyes, knees widening as much as the straps allowed. She was no longer lost in consequence and guilt, and the freedom from her miserable thoughts into blessed desire was elating. The blissful stretch of alpha cock was all she wanted, and 
  
    her
  
   alpha was poised to deliver it. 



  ***



  Korra’s hands twitched on Asami’s waist, torn between competing desires. She 
  
    loved
  
   holding the omega, digging her fingers into the soft flesh, perhaps hard enough to leave lasting bruises that would make her claim apparent to anyone who looked. And yet, there was still a barrier between her cock and her mate’s slick heat.



  The urge to bury herself won out. She pried her hands away from Asami’s gorgeous hips, grunting in frustration as she rucked her pants down to mid-thigh. Her cock sprang free, its puffy tip already leaking precome. The shaft throbbed, and Korra wasted little time lining herself up.



  Sinking inside Asami wasn’t easy. She was deliciously tight, so tight that Korra’s head slid out of position several times because it was simply too broad. But eventually, she stopped jerking her hips long enough to take herself in one hand and grasp Asami’s rear with the other.



  The urge to rut was almost overpowering, and it spiked when Asami’s entrance twitched against her tip, but Korra knew if she started thrusting, she might not get inside at all. It would be a shame to waste her seed by spilling it all over Asami’s thighs, no matter how lovely they were.



  Asami did little to help the process. She raised her rear as high as she was able, arching her spine in offering. “Please,” she mumbled, just that one word, over and over. “Please please 
  
    please…”
  



  Korra grew dizzy as all the blood in her body rushed down. The base of her cock throbbed under her fist, and she realized she was already on the verge of knotting. She had to get in, and fast. With a frustrated grunt, she lined herself up as best she could and pushed.



  At first, she was caught. Asami whimpered and wiggled, obviously trying to help, and Korra had to hold her hips to keep her still. She picked up shallow thrusts, careful not to slip out of place, and bent forward, nosing at the mark on Asami’s neck. She sucked, sliding her tongue over it.



  That did the trick. Asami’s body blossomed open, and all of a sudden, half of Korra’s length sank forward into tight, shivering silk. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Although she’d fucked Asami only hours before, she hadn’t remembered it feeling this good. Maybe fucking the omega was so amazing that memories, no matter how blissful, couldn’t do it justice.



  
    Or maybe it’s because we’re mates now.
  



  The thought coursed through Korra like a lightning bolt. Mates. Asami was her mate. 
  
    Hers.
  
   She growled into her hold on Asami’s neck, slamming her hips forward. Judging by Asami’s wail, the omega had no objections to roughness. That was good, because Korra doubted she could restrain herself.



  Within seconds, she was off, pounding into Asami as hard as she could. She couldn’t remember why she’d been hesitant. Asami was squeezing the life out of her, fluttering on the verge of orgasm, and Korra knew her own release wasn’t far off. Her heartbeat had dropped between her legs, and each time she withdrew from her mate’s clinging heat was pure torture until she plunged back inside.



  Asami’s mantra changed. No longer did she plead, she 
  
    demanded.
  
   “More,” she groaned, wavy black hair spilling over her unoccupied shoulder to conceal half her face. “More, more, 
  
    more.”
  



  Korra huffed around Asami’s mark. 
  
    I’ll give you more. A lot more. So much you can’t hold it.
  
   She slowed her pace just a little, but angled her hips differently, making sure she bottomed out with every thrust. The apex of each stroke made Asami yelp in the sweetest way, and Korra used the last of her coordination to slide her hand between the omega’s trembling thighs, stroking roughly over her clit.



  Asami came instantly. She went rigid, then released a low, helpless little moan in complete contrast to the high-pitched cries she’d spilled before. Her muscles seized, and Korra forgot how to breathe as they squeezed down on her. “Good,” she mumbled, releasing the mark to drag her tongue along Asami’s neck. “Good omega. Come on my cock.”



  The helpless whimper she earned told her that Asami was obedient to her demands. She shuddered at the praise, and Korra’s inner alpha burned with pride. Every time they were together like this, it felt so 
  
    right
  
  . 



  That gave her pause. She was supposed to be eliciting information from Asami, and now she was rutting again, as heedless as she’d been in her dream-state. Her knot was already inflating, pushing urgently at the omega’s entrance, and Asami rocked back, trying to take it in as she pulsed through her climax. 



  Korra looked between their bodies, past the pale curve of Asami’s perfect ass, to where the shaft of her cock stretched Asami’s inner lips. Sweet moans filled her ears, and Asami shifted again, trying to take her deeper. 
  She couldn’t fight her urges, but her logical brain gave her sinister inspiration. 
  
    It isn’t exactly torture if she’s begging for it, right?
  



  “That’s it,” she growled, pressing down on the back of Asami’s neck. She jogged her hips faster, striking Asami’s upraised ass with her other hand. “Be a 
  
    good
  
   girl. You wanna be good, omega? You wanna take this knot?”



  Asami’s agonized writhing was so frenzied that, for a second, Korra feared she’d hurt her new mate. But Asami was moaning breathless little ‘
  
    yes yes yese
  
  s’ into the blanket, and her eyes were half-closed in ecstasy. There was no way she would deny Korra anything.



  “Louder.”



  “
  
    Yesss
  
  !” Asami yelped. “I—I want to be a good girl. Your good girl. 
  
    Please
  
   Korra, oh please just
  
    —”
  



  Korra grunted in acknowledgment, allowing her knot to stretch the omega’s entrance. Judging by Asami’s greedy sounds, the omega was more than ready for her, but what she was about to say next would truly test the waters. 



  Korra leaned forward, letting her lips brush the mark, with the extra benefit of sinking a little bit deeper inside Asami’s grasping pussy. “Then be a good girl and tell me why you came to the island. Did you come to capture me?”



  Immediately, Asami stilled. Korra sensed an internal battle, judging by the warring smells of arousal and fury, and she could tell by the vibration of her reluctant mate’s shoulders that she was upset at being tricked. Korra felt a flash of guilt, but she justified herself: she 
  
    needed
  
   to know, mate or no mate. 



  “Answer me,” she demanded, and rolled her hips back, threatening to withdraw. 
  
    Oh Spirits, let her answer, because I don’t know if I have the strength to stop now.
  



  Korra feared she might have gone too far, but then Asami’s shoulders slumped, and a helpless whimper escaped her lips. “
  
    Yes
  
  .”



  Korra’s heart gave an unwelcome lurch, but she calmed herself, keeping her hips still. “For Amon?”



  “Y-yes. Korra… 
  
    alpha
  
  … please
  
    …”
  



  “Why?” Korra demanded. Her heart was in her throat, and she no longer felt the strength of her arousal tearing through everything else. Her knot even began to shrink a little. Asami gave a miserable cry, but Korra caught and held her down. “Why, Asami? Before you came here, 
  
    I hadn’t done a thing to you!
  
  ”



  Asami dropped her head, making a despondent noise somewhere between a moan and a sob. Korra sniffed. The omega’s unhappy scent was unpleasant to her nose, and it tempered her lust. 



  She softened her approach, allowing her hand to uncurl from Asami’s neck. The omega cast a tear-streaked gaze over her shoulder. Her face was damp, and her hair stuck to her cheeks, but she looked as lovely as if she’d planned it. 



  
    “
    I don’t know!
  
  ” Asami admitted. “I just do what I’m told because—because I trust my father, and he 
  
    said
  
   you were the enemy. But now I’ve ruined everything, and I have all these 
  
    feelings
  
  —”



  Korra didn’t know how Asami intended to end her sentence, because as soon as she heard the word ‘
  
    feelings
  
  ’, the electric surge returned, running straight to her cock. She hunched over Asami’s spine, rumbling her pleasure, and bit lightly on the ridge of bone there. Her knot regained its earlier size, and blood rushed through her veins. 



  “Good girl.” She 
  
    pushed. 
  
  The pressure made her feel like she was about to burst, but finally, her knot popped inside. 



  Asami cried out in mingled pleasure and pain. Her fingers scrabbled for purchase on the blanket, and without thinking, Korra released her grip on Asami’s ass and wound their hands together instead, kissing a trail along the omega’s spine. 



  “Oh, Korra. So… full… 
  
    Korra!”
  



  “You’re taking my knot so well,” Korra said. A haze descended over her, and she barely remembered why she’d paused in the first place. Being fully inside like this was 
  
    amazing.
  



  She gave a slow, experimental thrust, and was greeted with a resounding moan. “Keep—keep taking me, that’s it.” Korra bit back a choked noise. “Asami, you look so… 
  
    fuck
  
  … so 
  
    beautiful
  
   like this.” 



  Asami’s cries rose through each rutting jerk as the knot moved within her grasping walls. Their shudders told Korra that the omega was close, and she wasn’t far behind. Her instincts screamed for her to spend, and spend deeply, while her knot held her seed safe inside. 



  Grunting, she slipped an impatient hand around Asami’s hip. Her new mate’s clit was so slick that it was almost hard to capture with her fingers. She rubbed, graceless and slippery, but it did the trick. 



  Asami lurched, still bound by her restraints, and howled Korra’s name. Sharp contractions gripped Korra’s cock, demanding her release, even as the omega struggled through her own. Korra couldn’t possibly hold out under such an onslaught. She jerked one last time against Asami’s ass, groaning as intense pressure spurted from her cock. 



  It kept coming. Each pulse of Asami’s pussy drained her, pulling every ounce of seed her knot could hold. And still, more. Asami continued climaxing, and so did she. 



  Korra panted, slumping onto Asami’s shoulders. Her cock spilled and spilled, twitching within the omega’s heat, until there was more come around her shaft than squeezing muscle. And still, the pulses continued. 



  Asami moaned below her, exhausted and spent, and Korra released her hand with a kiss. She cupped the swell of the omega’s belly, gently, and found it round and taut. Korra was in awe. She’d never come this much before. Then again, she’d never 
  
    wanted
  
   this much before, or this wildly. 



  ***



  Asami whined as Korra massaged her belly, applying gentle, possessive pressure. She didn’t need reminding, as full as she was, but the pride the alpha took in the proof of their mating made Asami feel strangely proud herself.



  
    I’m so full. Full of her.
  



  The knowledge was intensely arousing, but also unexpectedly soothing. She had done well. She had pleased her alpha, and now had the privilege of holding Korra’s seed safe inside her womb.



  
    And you didn’t tell her everything…
  



  The traitorous thought hissed in Asami’s ear like a spider snake. Despite her desperation, she had held some information back. Information about Amon’s unique abilities, and the threat he posed to all benders. Concealing it made her feel oddly guilty, even though this form of interrogation was exceedingly unfair—albeit undeniably pleasurable.



  Asami forgot her worries as Korra smeared kisses along the back of her shoulder, nearing her mating mark. “Beautiful omega,” Korra murmured. “Full of my come. Wish I could fill you with pups, too.” She pressed her hand to emphasize the point, and Asami shivered as several powerful aftershocks took hold.



  
    Wait, am I coming again? I can’t possibly…
  



  “Ohh…”



  Korra leapt on the opportunity. She latched onto Asami’s mating mark, sucking happily as her fingers went to work on Asami’s clit, massaging in slow circles. “You like that, huh? You wanna carry my litter, omega?”



  Asami didn’t bother denying it. Logically, the thought of being bred by the Avatar, of potentially bearing 
  
    bender
  
   pups, should have horrified her. Instead, the thought was electric. It coursed through her, lighting up every nerve. 
  
    “Yes!”
  



  Korra gave a pleased huff, increasing the speed of her hips. It was a slow, thorough rut, which was all the alpha could manage while tied, but that made no difference to Asami. She savored every thrust as Korra’s knot and come shifted inside her.



  “Hnff… good—good girl… tell me. Tell me you want it…”



  Asami chewed her lip, eyes watering. Coming was one thing. It was a base, physical reaction she didn’t have full control over. But 
  
    begging
  
   to be bred
  ?
   Surely she had more control than that.



  
    No. I really don’t. I’ve already debased myself. Why fight it?
  



  “I—I want it.” It was difficult to speak while Korra was fucking her and playing with her clit. The alpha didn’t make it easy on her, rolling her fingers with increasing roughness. Asami clenched with each pass, rippling around Korra’s knot. “Want… to be pregnant for you…”



  That was, apparently, too much for Korra. She grunted, hips stuttering, and spilled another thick stream of come into Asami’s core. Although she was already full, the hot rush of fluid caused Asami to sob with relief. She wanted more. Always more.



  Her pleasure peaked again, matching time with Korra’s spurts. Although her walls didn’t have much room to contract, they twitched as best they could, struggling to hold Korra’s seed. Her belly swelled further, and Korra’s forearm pressed into it, flexing as her fingers continued rubbing.



  “Fuck, so good,” Korra panted, her breath hot against Asami’s neck. She dragged her tongue along it, gathering up sweat. “Take it. Take it all.”



  Asami did, her eyes rolling back in her head. She lost track of how long their twined peaks lasted, because it existed somewhere outside of time. All she knew was Korra’s short, choppy thrusts and throbbing cock. Finally, she collapsed, a bundle of limp, sore satisfaction.



  Korra stretched out on top of her, still suckling her neck off and on. Asami felt warmth on her arms, and managed a weak gasp of surprise as her bindings came away. Korra had burned them off.



  “What—?”



  “I doubt you’re going anywhere while we’re tied,” Korra said. “And I don’t want your arms to hurt.”



  
    She doesn’t want me to hurt, and yet she interrogated me while mating me. I’m her prisoner. What’s her agenda?
  



  Asami fully meant to investigate this idea further, she really did, but Korra’s weight was surprisingly comforting. The alpha’s warmth soothed the chill in her bones, and a sense of calm drifted over her body, even though she had every reason in the world to be angry and terrified.



  Grateful for the new freedom in her wrists, she stretched out beneath Korra, feeling a strange urge to purr. She restrained herself, but it was a near thing, especially with Korra licking her neck and stroking her hair. The Avatar seemed just a little obsessed with it, lifting strands to inhale close to Asami’s scalp. Every time she leaned forward, her knot shifted inside Asami’s walls, so she found it hard to complain. 



  Very little in her wanted to move or escape. It was the furthest thing from her mind. Yes, she was mad at Korra for getting answers this way, but that anger seemed far away. Unimportant. She sighed, lashes fluttering, eyes on the verge of closing.



  “Korra?” The shed door shook and rattled, and Asami’s eyes snapped open. 
  
    Oh, please not again—
  



  Her plea was in vain. 



  “Korra? Tenzin sent us because you’ve been gone so long.” The first voice was a quavering male one, belonging — she thought — to the stocky earth bender she’d observed during her reconnaissance on Air Temple Island. He and his tall, dark-haired brother were often in the Avatar’s company, when she wasn’t busy training. “Uh, you need to come out now. Tenzin says.”



  “Bolin, stand back. I’m gonna blast it open.” This voice had all the grim authority of the surly firebender, and Asami closed her eyes, readying herself.



  Korra stiffened, crouching protectively over her once more. “Mako, don’t—” But it was too late. A blast decimated the lock, and the door swung open, revealing the two bender brothers peering past the smoke. Asami closed her eyes as the earth bender batted away the charred remains of the door and poked his head inside.



  “Mako, I don’t know if she’s—
  
    oh
  
  . Oh my.” A gulping sound followed. Asami could only thank her lucky stars that this time the blanket and Korra concealed her body.



  
    Oh, I am definitely never going to be able to look any of these people in the eye, 
  
  Asami reflected miserably.



  Korra was equally displeased. She growled, and the low, pleasant vibrations did nothing to assuage Asami’s humiliation. As Korra arched, every inch the protective alpha, Asami opened her eyes again. She had to admit, the sight of all-powerful Avatar was somewhat arousing… 



  “Damn it,” Korra swore. “Tenzin knew exactly what we’d be, and he sent 
  
    you guys
  
  ?”



  The one called Bolin nodded, but his eyes never left them. He didn’t seem able to look away, or close his mouth either. “Tenzin said… he said you’d been gone too long and we should check….” 



  “Come 
  
    on,
  
   Bolin! At least look away.” 



  Bolin’s gaze darted away at the snarl in Korra’s voice. He swallowed, and Asami smelled omega apology coming off him in waves. She bristled, drawing back her upper lip and baring her teeth. To her surprise, she had a very strong negative reaction to the thought that another omega was staring at Korra.



  Korra glanced down at her, and for a moment, a flash of what seemed to be appreciation appeared in her eyes. Then she lifted her head again, fixating on the intruders. “Well?”



  The firebender, Mako, had his hand clapped firmly over his own eyes with rigid determination. His knuckles looked pretty white, however. “You’re obviously fine. Bolin, we need to go.”



  “Good idea,” Korra said, with plenty of alpha insistence. “And tell Tenzin I’m bringing Asami inside with me. She can stay in my room. This place is much too cold, even for a prisoner. Plus, you know, you kind of destroyed the door.” 



  Bolin swallowed, jerking his head up and down as if on a string. Mako sighed deeply and grabbed his brother’s elbow, tugging him back through the ruined door. They backed out of the shed, and Asami heard them bickering the moment they disappeared from view. 



  “Not It for telling Tenzin what happened.”



  “Me? But—”



  “You’re the one who blew the door off the shed.”



  “Because I thought Korra was in 
  
    danger.
    ”
  



  “Did she 
  
    look
  
   like she was in danger to you, Mako? Because she sure didn’t seem in trouble to me.”



  “Oh, she’s in 
  
    plenty
  
   of trouble. This just went from bad to worse.”



  Eventually, their voices faded. Asami waited a beat, half-expecting more White Lotus guards to show up, but none did. It was just her and Korra. Alone, tied, stuck in a very confusing and awkward situation.



  “I shouldn’t have done that,” Korra sighed.



  Asami turned her head, looking back over her shoulder at Korra. “Which part?”



  “Mating with you here. Like this. Questioning you. This was wrong.”



  Asami didn’t respond. How could she? It had been wrong, in so many ways. But for some inexplicable reason, the way Korra had said, 
  
    ‘Here. Like this,’
  
   stuck in her brain. It sounded like Korra wished the situation had been different.



  
    Me too.
  



  Despite all the horrible things the Avatar stood for, Asami found herself almost 
  
    liking
  
   Korra, in a strange way. Maybe if she hadn’t been the Avatar, or a bender, or her captor…



  Asami turned away from Korra, facing forward and biting down hard on her lip. It was just hormones. Had to be. There was no other explanation for why her heart and mind were at such odds. 



  
    So, what do I do now?
  



  She considered her situation, but surprisingly little had changed. She’d revealed she was on a mission from Amon to abduct the Avatar, but hadn’t revealed the why. As long as she held that back, the plan could potentially proceed, if someone else were tapped to correct her mistakes. She tried to ignore the way her stomach churned at the thought.



  “Asami?”



  A small, “Hmm?” slipped from Asami’s lips without her permission. She hadn’t meant to respond.



  “This is probably a terrible time, but I’m sorry about what happened your mother. The benders who did that, they were wrong. I consider it part of my job to stop people like that, whether they’re benders or not.”



  Asami flinched. She hadn’t expected Korra to bring up her mother again, let alone apologize for the behavior of criminals she didn't even know. 
  
    If that’s true, if she has no influence over what individual benders do, why am I even here?
  



  ***



  Korra waited, her heart slowly sinking as the silence stretched on. She’d hoped Asami might respond, but the omega had retreated into stony silence.



  
    Not that I can blame her. 
  



  As warm and cozy as being inside Asami was, Korra wished her knot would shrink faster. She wanted to pull out. Being tied this way was a reminder that Tenzin’s annoying lectures about her lack of control had some merit. Although he’d encouraged her to press Asami for information, she doubted he’d meant for her to go this far.



  
    I can’t do this again,
  
   she decided. It didn’t matter what her hormones wanted, how good Asami smelled, or how amazing it felt to fuck her. It didn’t matter that, in the heat of the moment, Asami begged and pleaded for more rather than rejecting her.



  
    From now on, we just talk. I’ll keep trying to get her to open up, but she’ll never trust me if I keep taking advantage of her like this. I won’t be able to help her or figure out the Equalists’ plan.
  



  Eventually, Korra's knot shrank, and she started to withdraw. It was uncomfortable, however, and drew a hitched breath from the omega below her, even though Korra did her best to move slowly.



  She wanted to stay inside until her knot was fully deflated, and even longer, lying content across her mate’s back until they both fell asleep. Korra could see it in her mind’s eye. It was a pretty picture, but that wasn’t the situation at hand.



  With a twinge of regret, she realized it would never be. Asami would probably never be that loving toward her. They were mates, but they could be unwilling ones, shackled by an unfortunate bond. Korra rubbed the scar on her neck, remorse swirling in her guilty thoughts, and finally managed to pull out.



  Asami let out a small breath at the release of their joined bodies, and shifted, even as a silky white pool of Korra’s seed slipped from her to trickle along one pale thigh. Korra’s fingers swept it up before she could stop herself, pushing as much back inside Asami as she could, but guilt caught up to her and she stopped as Asami began to sit up.



  Black hair spilled over one shoulder, and the omega gathered it into a simple twist with her long, dexterous fingers. She didn’t look at Korra, but Korra couldn’t stop staring at the omega. Her heart thudded slowly in her chest. 
  
    She’s so beautiful. 
  



  Finally, Asami sighed. “So, I suppose you’ll want to put the collar back on to take me to your quarters.” Her limbs clinked as her fingers twined through her hair, and Korra blinked, remembering the cuffs. 



  “No.” She answered, before she really thought about it. “And I’ll ask Tenzin for the keys to those, too.” She motioned at the metallic bracelets. “I don’t know metal bending yet or I’d—well, I’ll ask him, anyway.”



  
    Shouldn’t have told her I don’t know metal-bending, 
  
  Korra chided herself as Asami raised a brow. 
  
    At this rate, she’ll get as much information out of me as I get from her. Won’t Tenzin be pleased. 
  



  “You don’t think I’ll try to run?” Asami cocked her head, giving Korra a liquid-green, unreadable stare. “Your guards aren’t near. Even with these cuffs, I could escape.”



  “That’s true,” Korra admitted. She pinched the bridge of her nose. 
  
    What are you doing? You’re the all mighty Avatar. Just force her to—no. No, that would just make me the monster she thinks I am.
  



  “Look. You can try to escape, and I can try to stop you. But we’re mates now, like it or not. That means we have to 
  
    talk
  
   about… this, us, all of it.” She shrugged, giving Asami her best attempt at a lopsided smile. “May as well just talk now, right? Get it over with? If you want to, grab that blanket and come with me.”



  Without waiting for a response, she got to her feet, and ducked out of the ruined doorway. She didn’t look back to see if Asami would follow, but her heart stayed in her chest, beating with wild uncertainty. 
  
    Tenzin’s going to be so mad at me if this doesn’t work…
  



  She’d gone a few short strides from the storage shed when she finally heard the slow shuffling noise of the cuffs, clinking with Asami’s movement. To her immediate and surprising relief, the omega made no hesitations and simply followed her along the path. When she drew level, Asami tugged the damp blanket tighter around her shoulders, regarding Korra with a cool, slow blink. 



  “All right, Avatar. Lead on. I’ll hear what you have to say.”


  







3. Chapter 3
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  Asami stifled a laugh as she watched the novice airbenders blast their way through a maze of revolving doors. She had to admit, it was quite the spectacle. Several cried out in dismay as they flailed to avoid getting smacked, falling flat onto their rear ends if they were particularly unlucky. 



  She and Korra were seated on the grass some distance away, observing the acolytes as they trained. Though Korra was never more than a few feet away, and the Avatar’s two companions—the surly firebender known as Mako, and his brother, a chatty earthbender named Bolin—were her constant shadows, Asami had been allowed outside every day since her capture. And she was… actually starting to enjoy herself?



  It had been two weeks since she’d botched her mission to abduct the Avatar and wound up a prisoner herself. During that time, she had constantly revisited a single question. It haunted her every waking moment, nearly all of which were spent by Korra’s side.



  
    Am I going insane?
  



  She certainly felt like it sometimes. Though Korra had kept her word (and her cock in her pants) since that first night, her mere presence was enough to light Asami’s body aflame. Even now, glancing over at Korra, who smiled and laughed at the novice’s efforts, set her heart racing and threatened to ruin her underwear. The alpha didn’t even have to touch her to cause a reaction. Asami remained hyper-aware of the short distance between their pinkies, only a few inches apart on the blanket.



  “I was even worse the first time I tried that exercise, if you can believe it.” Korra gestured at the next acolyte to run the gauntlet, a slouching boy with shaggy hair. He didn’t look anything like Asami might have pictured an evil bender. Nothing more than a slightly unkempt teenager, he blew through the revolving doors before face-planting into one and falling backwards.



  “Really?” Asami asked. It was difficult to picture Korra struggling through what Bolin had informed her were beginner exercises. She’d never paused to consider the fact that bending took significant practice to master, much like martial arts. Apparently, this held true for every bender from the youngest acolyte to the all-powerful Avatar. Being born a bender was only the beginning of honing the power and control she’d assumed all benders took for granted.



  “Really,” Bolin said from his place on Asami’s other side. “Trust me, Korra isn’t as cool as she pretends. I’ve seen her make a tiger monkey’s butt of herself plenty of times.”



  Mako cleared his throat from Korra’s opposite side. “You probably shouldn’t call the Avatar a tiger monkey’s butt in front of an Equalist, Bolin. Or anybody, really.”



  Korra grinned and nudged him. “C’mon, Mako. Learn to take a joke. This one wasn’t even at your expense.”



  As they squabbled like the old friends they were, Asami retreated into her own head, as she’d done plenty of times since her capture. All in all, she hadn’t been treated poorly on Air Temple Island. They’d given her food and simple but comfortable clothes, and even though she was kept locked in Korra’s room at night, with guards at every door and window, the Avatar often escorted her out of the building to show her other parts of the island. 



  She suspected most of her privileges were a direct result of Korra’s advocacy. She’d overheard a few of the Avatar’s whispered conversations with Tenzin, too. From what little she’d gleaned, he was wary about allowing her to venture beyond Korra’s room, but had reluctantly allowed it.



  Asami couldn’t help but wonder why. Did Tenzin and Korra hope if she saw the way the airbenders lived, working and learning together in peace, she would change her mind about them and the dangers they posed to non-benders? That by allowing her to see what life on the island was really like, she’d revise her previous opinions?



  The scary part was, their plan seemed to be working. Asami struggled to see anything dangerous about the young acolytes. They laughed and played and ate together, and although they gave her odd looks, they had adjusted to her presence. Some had even started to smile and wave when they saw her, though that might have been Korra’s influence again.



  Sometimes, Asami was permitted to take the evening meal with the acolytes as well. Though she was kept in an isolated corner, with Korra never more than a foot away, she received the same food they did. She watched them eat and talk, increasingly intrigued by the warm community atmosphere. The airbenders certainly seemed to have a lot more fun than she did at her dinner table, sitting opposite her father in complete silence on the rare occasions he bothered to show up.



  Often, Asami wondered if Hiroshi had sent anyone to retrieve her. Had he attempted to launch a rescue mission, or did he consider her a failure? It wouldn’t have surprised her to learn that, if one of his spies had found out about the mark she now wore—the 
  
    Avatar’s
  
   mark—he’d disowned her in shame and left her here to rot. 



  She was troubled, more often, by just how little she missed her home. 



  Asami had told herself on the first night that it would never do—this strange, loose lifestyle and its lack of luxury and hedonistic comforts. It was so far removed from how she’d been raised. Every corner of the palatial home in which she’d grown up was dripping in gold. Her mother had died for it. It was expected to be important. 



  But the bed in her home had always been cold. Asami had never fully slept through the night. Sometimes she’d dream of someone in the house, someone coming to kill her, and she’d wake in a cold sweat, panting and panicked. But there was no one to call to her bedside. Her father’s bedroom was in the other wing, all the way across the mansion, and the servants slept three floors below. She was alone, always alone. 



  She’d thought she would never get used to sleeping in the broad circle of Korra’s arms. She’d thought, that first night, laying stiffly with her back against the alpha’s front, that she would spend her nights restless, as usual. 



  But she slept more deeply here, in the warm embrace of her inadvertent mate, than she had since her mother was alive. And that fact unsettled her. Made her look twice at Korra, sometimes, over her shoulder. And she didn’t like treading on such unsteady ground. No, not at all. 



  Even now, as the acolytes ceased battle with the maze and scurried back to the main building for dinner, Asami felt a strange sense of longing. Their joyful voices carried through the air, and a bit of her heart tried to follow as she watched them leave.



  Then Korra touched her hand, and Asami was brought screeching back to her immediate surroundings. A jolt of electricity shot through her, and she suppressed a shudder. She turned, only to be stunned all over again by Korra’s broad smile.



  “Looks like it’s dinner time,” she said, lacing their fingers together. “Let’s go eat.”



  “Yes! I’m starving.” Bolin hopped up immediately, while Mako began to gather the blanket.



  Heart still lodged in her throat, Asami allowed Korra to help her to her feet. As they headed back to the main building, with Bolin in the lead and Mako bringing up the rear, Korra kept hold of her hand. Asami waged an internal battle, as she had countless times since her capture, but in the end, she didn’t pull away until they arrived at dinner.



  ***



  “Do you know how to swim?” Korra asked her later that evening. 



  They were seated in the acolytes’ study area. Korra had been tasked with reading something about her Avatar past lives, contained within a weighty old scroll, and while Asami half-listened to the alpha’s whines about its dense verbiage, she had found herself wandering the aisles. She’d picked out a book on water tribe healing and, despite her best attempts, had found herself hooked. It had given her lots of ideas for new inventions… should she ever see her lab again. 



  But Korra’s question threw the whole train off track for a second. She blinked, considering. “Yes?” Her voice hitched in a suspicious tone. “Why?”



  Korra shrugged. “Kinda felt like taking a midnight swim. And I’m supposed to watch you, so you’d have to come too.” Her hopeful eyes locked pleadingly with Asami’s narrowed ones. “Please? C’mon, I bet you’d like to meet Naga.”



  “Naga?” Asami’s interest got the better of her. “Who is that?”



  Korra set the scroll she was supposed to be studying aside. “Oh, you’ll see. I’ve been waiting for the right time to introduce you… plus, I haven’t been able to see her much since you came around, so I feel guilty.”



  ‘Came around’ was a rather tame way of referring to the kidnapping attempt, but that was neither here nor there. Asami still found herself curious. In a pathetic attempt to justify herself, she wondered whether meeting this Naga might give her more insight into Korra’s, or Air Temple Island’s, potential weaknesses.



  
    Besides, if Mako and Bolin aren’t coming, and we aren’t locked in Korra’s room, I might find an opportunity to escape.
  



  ***



  Disappointingly, ‘Naga’ was not a master bender, an Avatar-related item of interest, or something Asami could spin as potential information—should her father ever reclaim her first. No. Naga, as it turned out, was an enormous white dog. 



  “A polar-bear dog,” Korra informed her as the giant white beast whined and did its best to cover Asami’s shirt in slobber. “They’re rare, even in the South Pole. She likes you, see?”



  “I see.” Asami spoke through her teeth, grimly doing her best to keep the massive snout from invading her mouth. “Can she sit?”



  As if on cue, the frantically wagging haunches plopped solidly down on the ground outside the bison stable. Naga tilted her head, eagerly awaiting another command. 



  “Oh wow.” Korra whistled, looking at Asami with pride. “She 
  
    really
  
   likes you.” 



  “Shh.” Asami tugged on Korra’s sleeve, looking around. “The guards will hear you.” 



  “And do what?” Korra laughed. “The White Lotus are here for my protection, not to be my prison guards. C’mon. Let me show you my favorite beach.”



  Naga led the way down a winding dune trail as they left the perimeter of the guard tower’s purview. Asami felt more anxious the further they went. She had longed for a moment when Korra was away from the White Lotus and distracted enough to make good her escape. But now, that moment had arrived and her gut was twisted, looping like a pair of mating dragon-eels. She could only follow, stumbling in the sand as Korra tugged her wrist. 



  
    What am I doing? 
  
  she wondered as Korra laughed and called to her polar-bear dog, who was already barking and sprinting beyond the crest of the nearest dune. 
  
    I don’t even know who I am anymore. Sometimes I think I’ve gone insane. 
  
  But her thoughts fell away on a gasp as Korra stopped, and she got her first look at the beach. 



  The moon was low, heavy and big-bellied, almost touching the surface of the shiny black water. The waves were calm, but the dull roar filled Asami’s ears as Naga raced along the sand, barking and snapping at the foam. Dunes rose all around them, encircling, and there were no lights from Republic City. They faced the opposite direction, away from the bay and toward the ocean. The lack of light combined with the giant moon, benevolent and bright, made the whole beach glow. The sand looked milky white. 



  “Isn’t it perfect?” Korra breathed. Asami could only nod in agreement. It was. Then, Korra dropped her hand and danced a few steps ahead, teasingly. “Race you down there?”



  “You’re on, Avatar.”



  Korra started sprinting, kicking up  a spray of sand in her wake.



  Asami should have run the other way, of course. She should have abandoned Korra to her silly, perfect beach and disappeared into the night. Maybe she could have beat Korra to the air bison stables and wrangled one of the mischievous creatures to make good her escape. It was the perfect opportunity… 



  But she didn’t. 



  She chased Korra all the way down, hair streaming behind her, yelling at the alpha for her unfair start. The sand was cool and damp under her feet, and salty air stung her lips. Everything felt good and hot in her lungs—freeing. Improbably, she found herself laughing. 
  
    Laughing
  
  . She couldn’t remember the last time she’d laughed so hard, so genuinely. So unafraid of who would hear or call her un-omega-like for snorting. It was glorious. 



  Perhaps that was why she let Korra tackle her to the sand, breathless and giggling in her face. Because it felt like a natural conclusion. A childish, perfect delight. Just like the beach. 



  “Got you.” Korra grinned, triumphant. “I win.”



  Asami shifted, and the alpha appeared to realize she was—playfully or not—pinning her to the sand with her hips and hands.



  “Oh. Um. Sorry.” Korra got up, brushing sand from her pants, and guiltily offered Asami her hand.



  Asami took it, trying not to feel so… 
  
    disappointed
  
  . Heat throbbed within her, clearly trying to tell her something, but she didn’t want to acknowledge it. At the same time, she couldn’t ignore it. The electricity coursing through her was all-consuming, and the longer she held Korra’s hand, the longer they stared at each other, the stronger it became.



  “It’s okay,” Asami said to break the silence.



  Korra swallowed. Clearly nervous, she slid her hand from Asami’s grasp and rubbed the back of her neck. “Got a bit carried away. Uh, you’ve got sand on your…” She gestured awkwardly, and Asami didn’t miss the way Korra’s eyes darted to her chest before flicking away again.



  Despite the warmth of the night, she shuddered.


A wicked thought whispered in Asami’s brain. Her fingers twitched, uncertain, but something of a haze came over her, and what little remained of her resolve weakened. She was on a moonlit beach with the most beautiful alpha she’d ever seen. Why was she still wearing clothes?


  
    Why indeed? You have no innocence left to guard. Korra has been nothing but patient and kind. Would it be so wrong to mate with her again?
  



  Yes, of course it was wrong. It went against everything she believed…or 
  
    had
  
   believed. Everything her father had taught her, at any rate. But he wasn’t here. Korra was, and Asami realized, with unshakable certainty, that she liked being here with Korra, racing and wrestling in the sand, much more than any of the moments she’d spent at home with her father since childhood.



  Confidence shored, she shot Korra a sly smile. “Sand?” she asked, trailing her fingers over the front of her robe. “Oh, you’re right.”



  It wasn’t an innocent gesture. Korra didn’t think so either, judging by the way her eyes widened. She made a choked sound, and her feet shifted in the sand, as though she wasn’t sure whether to step forward or back. “Sorry, I—oh, Spirits…”



  Asami removed the yellow sash around her waist, trying not to laugh as Korra stammered. She dropped it onto the sand, taking off her sandals and placing them on top to keep it from blowing away with the breeze. Next came the robe, which she unwrapped slowly, mostly because she wanted to observe Korra’s reaction.



  She wasn’t disappointed. 



  Korra’s nostrils flared. She made a rumbling, confused noise, which Asami might have found adorable under other circumstances. It lit fire to her blood now, as the alpha’s heated gaze locked onto every inch of bare skin she exposed.



  “These will need washing anyway,” Asami said as she peeled the robe off, letting it fall on top of the sash and sandals. Her underwear followed, and the shivered again as the full weight of what she’d done settled over her. Here she was, naked and vulnerable before the Avatar, just as she’d been that first night when…



  
    No. Not ‘the Avatar’. Korra.
  



  This time, Asami wasn’t afraid. Nervous, maybe, but not frightened. Korra’s scent, all alpha and power, grew stronger with every moment, but it wasn’t intimidating at all. It called to her, as it had from the moment she’d crept into Korra’s room, only this time, it soothed her as well. It 
  
    excited
  
   her. She hadn’t known so many different things could be present in someone’s scent before, and it was the only thing she wanted to breathe.



  Korra remained frozen except for some confused, hopeful blinking and a little uncomfortable squirming. Her muscles tensed visibly, as though she were a wire about to snap. The pleading rumble came again, lower and more insistent, but she stayed still. Asami could tell she was 
  
    desperately
  
   fighting the urge to move. To do… something. Sweep her up in an embrace and kiss her, hopefully.



  But Korra didn’t, and Asami felt a prickle of annoyance. 



  
    Spirits, how much more of a hint does she need?
  



  Impatience got the best of her, and she closed the short distance between them, trailing her fingertips along Korra’s stomach. Heat blossomed between her legs as she felt the firm plane of Korra’s abdomen through her shirt, and they both trembled as she found the hem and lifted.



  At last, Korra moved. She raised her arms to help, and Asami stripped the shirt off, tossing it onto the growing pile of clothes. “Korra,” she murmured, splaying her hands across the alpha’s stomach and sliding them around to the equally well-developed muscles of her back. “You can touch me, too. I want you to touch me.”



  With a growl, Korra took her by the waist, pulling their bodies flush. Asami melted as the pressure of Korra’s fingers, the warmth of Korra’s bare skin against hers, sank in. She curled her hands up and around Korra’s shoulders, grasping as she tilted her head down the slightest bit. Their mouths were only a breath apart.



  “Spirits, I 
  
    want
  
   you,” Korra said. Each word gripped Asami’s insides, 
  
    pulling
  
   in the most incredible way. “I’ve wanted you every day since you came here. Please, tell me you want me too, because I—”



  Asami kissed her.



  It was warm. Gentle. A kiss meant to reassure. But, gradually, it deepened, and when Korra pressed forward, grazing Asami’s bottom lip, she opened. She whimpered, tightening her hold on Korra’s broad shoulders, and met the alpha’s tongue with her own, relieved to finally taste what she’d so longed for.



  Kissing Korra was like an awakening. Like the rumble of a satomobile engine when the key turned in the ignition. Like stepping outside and taking a deep breath. Like diving underwater and feeling more than hearing her heart pound in the quiet roar. It made her feel alive in a completely new way, and Asami wondered if she’d truly been living at all before this moment.



  They dragged each other down onto the pile of discarded clothes, stirring up small puffs of sand with their hands and feet, but far too distracted to care. They wound up kneeling, still trading kisses, with Korra straddling Asami’s lap, calves pressed against her outer thighs.



  Asami released her grip on Korra’s shoulders and ran a hand through her hair, desperate to bring her closer. Always closer. Her other hand slid down, toward Korra’s waist wrap and leggings, which were very much in her way. They would definitely have to go.



  
    “Fuck.”
  



  The curse, panted against her tingling lips, was a surprise—but what Asami felt next wasn’t. Korra was already hard, straining beneath her leggings, so swollen that Asami felt the outline of the shaft against her palm. She couldn’t help herself. She squeezed, and Korra groaned, burying her face in the crook of Asami’s throat.



  “You’re all I want,” Korra confessed, rough and hot into Asami’s skin. She tugged the leggings down and away, brushing Asami’s hand aside in her impatience. 



  “Korra…” Tears stung in Asami’s eyes, but she didn’t know what to do with them, so she blinked them away. She shut her mind to the insidious whispers of what her father would say or do, and for once, threw caution to the wind. 



  Her fingers laced with Korra’s, bringing them between her legs, and she gasped as their twined hands found her wet and wanting. There was never a moment around Korra that she wasn’t 
  
    ready
  
   in some capacity, and this was no exception. The alpha just had that effect on her. Always had and probably always would, now that they were mated. Asami could have been rueful, reflecting on that, but she wasn’t. 



  It felt...
  
    natural
  
  . 



  Korra’s calloused fingertips slid through Asami’s pussy, gathering and spreading her wetness. When the roughened pads bumped Asami’s clit, she dropped her head and moaned. She rolled her hips to meet Korra’s questing touch, and the alpha looked down between their bodies with something like awe. 



  “Does that feel good?” Korra pressed again, slipping against the side of Asami’s clit in a blunt caress. “I want you to feel good. You made me—
  
    make me
  
  —feel so good.”



  The earnestness in Korra’s eyes was Asami’s undoing. She kissed the alpha, mostly to make her stop talking, but when Korra made an impatient noise and rolled the hood of her clit back, she couldn’t help but cry out. “I—
  
    yes! 
  
  It feels good.”



  “Good.” Korra kissed her again, and Asami let her move closer, shivering as the alpha’s hard cock nudged her stomach. 



  Asami spread her legs and whined. As good as Korra’s fingers felt, sliding against and around her clit, she wanted the alpha’s cock. Korra was being deliberately obtuse about it, though, so Asami decided to offer some direction.



  “
  
    Korra
  
  . I want you inside me.”



  It felt absurdly good just to say it. To admit her needs and trust that Korra would take care of them. It would have been impossible to contemplate mere weeks before, but now, it was a given that Korra would grin and kiss her, hips settling against hers. 



  “Don’t worry,” Korra said into Asami’s lips. Her free hand traced Asami’s jaw while the other worked between their bodies, lining herself up. “I’ve got you.”



  Asami almost wanted to cry then, at how amazing Korra’s reassurance felt, but then the alpha was pushing inside, heavy and urgent. Her emotions were swallowed by a sharp cry, which she spilled into Korra’s mouth.



  Oh, she’d forgotten how 
  
    thick 
  
  Korra’s cock was. Forgotten the delicious way it stretched her, almost to the point of pain, but not quite. Instead, it kindled a sweet ache deep within. Asami kissed Korra fiercely as the shaft split her open, clinging to her shoulders like a lifeline. She feared the stirring waves of pleasure Korra was causing inside her might carry her away if she didn’t.



  Korra was similarly disoriented. “‘Sami,” she muttered, panting into Asami’s mouth between still more kisses. “So good. You feel so good around me.”



  Asami could tell, because Korra’s length twitched inside her as the alpha established a rhythm, rocking with enough desperation to leave her dizzy and trembling. It reminded her of the first time they’d mated, but the memory didn’t frighten her the way it once had. She’d completely lost control of her body then, and it was happening all over again now.



  The rush of irresistible instinct should have terrified her, only it didn’t. This time, the loss of control was exhilarating. She knew with a certainty she couldn’t explain that Korra wouldn’t hurt her. Korra only wanted to please her, to bring them both closer—to release and to each other. 



  Korra’s lips broke apart from hers, trailing down her neck. “Tell me if it’s too much. Don’t wanna hurt you.”



  Pain was the last thing on Asami’s mind. She wrapped her legs around Korra’s waist, locking her heels at the base of the alpha’s spine. They both shook at the new angle, enjoying the extra depth it offered. “Doesn’t hurt,” Asami gasped. “Feels good. Korra. Please. More.”



  Those were the only words she could muster, but they were enough. Korra pinned her to the sand with a snap of teeth, biting over the mark on Asami’s shoulder and pumping her hips harder. Her body quivered, tense with barely-restrained need, but her strokes maintained a sort of slow deliberation, as though she were trying to concentrate.



  Asami melted when she realized why. Korra wasn’t just rutting into her like an animal. She was angling her thrusts, trying to pace herself. Trying to make sure she came, too.



  
    Don’t worry, 
  
  Asami would have said, if she’d been capable of speech. 
  
    I’m going to come for you no matter what. 
  
  But she was more than willing to enjoy Korra’s efforts anyway, especially when the alpha’s cock nudged her front wall. She gasped to show her appreciation, rolling her hips to meet each stroke.



  Korra whined around the mouthful of flesh she’d seized in her teeth, biting down harder. Her next thrust was shallower than the others, and Asami stiffened as something wide and blunt nudged her entrance. The base of Korra’s cock had flared into a knot, at least twice as thick as the rest of her shaft. 



  
    Spirits. She’s so big. How did I even take her knot before? 
  
  But Asami had never been the type of omega to shy away from a challenge. Korra’s knot had filled her in the most wonderful way twice before. Surely now, with this new and fragile bond of trust between them, it would fit even more easily. She pressed her heels harder into Korra’s back, nuzzling the alpha’s neck.



  “It’s okay.”‌ Though her voice shook, she remained absolutely certain of her decision. “I want it. Want your knot.”



  Korra needed no further encouragement. She growled around her hold and rocked forward, rubbing her knot against Asami’s pussy. The back and forth motion bumped Asami’s clit with each pass, and she latched onto Korra’s mark in return, whimpering at the taste of sweat-slick flesh on her tongue. Reaffirming their bites felt indescribably right, and she dug her teeth deeper, just as she wanted Korra’s knot deeper.



  Korra’s reaction to Asami’s worshipful suckling at the mark was immediate and intense. She let out a noise that was part whimper, part snarl, and her hips dropped forward. The force of her thrust pushed the knot against Asami’s entrance. She gasped at the stretch, but it slipped in without any further warning.



  Just like that, she was full again. Whole again. Korra was so warm, stretching her in just the right way, and earth-shaking pleasure made her toes curl and her breath catch. 



  “Are you o-okay?” Korra asked through gritted teeth. She held herself so still that her arms trembled, her knot pulsing heavily. Asami could tell she was on the razor’s edge, holding back only to make sure she was all right, and the realization brought with it a sudden surge of warmth and affection.



  No. 
  
    Love. 
  



  
    I love you, 
  
  she thought, staring into Korra’s moon-drunk blue eyes. 
  
    I shouldn’t. My father would kill me for it. But… I do. You’re my 
  
  mate
  
    , and you’re kinder and lovelier than any mate I could ever hope for. 
  
  So when her lips parted to tell Korra that yes, she was fine, and to keep going, her heart seized hold of her words and rewrote them.



  “I—yes, I 
  
    love
  
   you.”



  Korra’s reaction was immediate, and so genuine that Asami sensed she’d been ready to say the same for a while. She shuddered, and a rumbling groan of pleasure interrupted whatever response she might have given. But Asami saw the truth in Korra’s eyes. She 
  
    knew
  
  . And that knowing was more than enough to push her over the edge.



  She stiffened, crying out as her climax took hold. Korra panted into her neck, mouthing at the mark there, and she dug her nails into the alpha’s smooth bronze back, trembling from head to toe. Her pussy pulled at Korra’s knot, begging it to spill, begging for the release they both craved. 



  Korra was only too happy to oblige. She rocked forward one final time before her cock gave a mighty throb, spilling a torrent of seed. Asami latched onto Korra’s neck, sinking her teeth in deep as the flood massaged her inner walls. The rush of warmth sent her reeling. She came harder, milking Korra’s cock for everything it had.



  The steady pulses continued for a long time. Asami was, as always, astounded by how well Korra filled her, and the knot’s ability to keep it all in place. Her greedy instincts were thankful for both. She kept one hand on the back of Korra’s neck and the other on her spine, rubbing in mindless circles. Her brain felt far away, untethered, floating in a blissful ether. 



  
    I love you, 
  
  she thought again, still amazed. 
  
    Whatever the consequences, at least I know that to be real. 
  



  At last, Korra let go of Asami’s throat, placing a tender kiss over the fresh mark there. The heat of her breath soothed any lingering pain, and Asami relaxed, enjoying the warm weight of Korra’s body atop her own. She sighed, kissing Korra’s mark in return. “Love you,” she murmured against it, inhaling the alpha’s scent.



  “Love you, too.”



  Though she’d known the truth already, hearing the words filled Asami with a wave of joy. She took Korra’s lips, kissing the alpha slowly and deeply. Korra kissed her back, sucking briefly at her lower lip. When they parted for air, they stared into each other’s eyes, suspended in a moment that was all theirs and 
  
    only
  
   theirs.



  “So, what does this mean?” Korra asked, hesitant but hopeful.



  Asami wasn’t sure. There were many things she wasn’t sure of anymore, but one thing she did know: Korra was no monster. If that was true, it meant not all benders were evil. And if 
  
    that
  
   was true, it meant her father was wrong. It was a simple but powerful realization. Her father was 
  
    wrong.
  



  “I don’t know,” she admitted, still stroking patterns on Korra’s muscular back. “But I don’t want to go back home. I don’t belong there anymore.” 
  
    Could I belong here? With you?
  



  “You don’t have to go back,” Korra promised. “I’ll fight anyone who tries to make you.”



  Asami doubted anyone would try. If no one had come to ‘liberate’ her yet, they probably wouldn’t at all. Surely her father considered her a lost cause by now. But that was probably a good thing. He was the one who would have had her believe that Korra—kind, gentle, funny Korra, who kept a polar bear dog and ran on moonlit beaches to get out of reading history books—was evil. After everything that had happened, she couldn’t think that way any longer.



  “I’m sorry,” she said, blinking away a few stray tears. With all she’d learned, she couldn’t help feeling guilty for… well, everything.



  Korra kissed the corner of her jaw, tilting to nuzzle her neck. “You have 
  
    nothing
  
   to be sorry for,” she whispered in Asami’s ear. “Nothing at all. I’m just glad to have you. Glad to be yours.”


Mine. Korra’s mine as much as I am hers.


  Asami relaxed, letting go of pressure she’d stewed in for her entire life. Pressure she hadn’t known it was possible to exist without. Instead of crying, she laughed, breathing in Korra’s scent mixed with the crisp smell of the ocean at night. She still had questions, and some complicated decisions to make, but she was certain of one thing. She was glad she’d been captured instead of succeeding in her mission. Here, with Korra, was where she was meant to be.


  







4. Chapter 4

Summary for the Chapter:
            The grand finale! Lots of action! Whoo!

          


    
    
  Korra blinked, lifting her tousled head from the pillow and squinting around the dark bedroom. Silver moonbeams spilled through the window and onto the floor, but only made the surrounding shadows longer. The peaceful sound of nighttime crickets and the distant hiss of the waves should have soothed her, but she found herself distracted by a strange prickling sensation along her spine.



  Something wasn’t right. She couldn’t put her finger on it, but her instincts rarely steered her wrong.



  She rolled over to check on Asami, who slumbered peacefully beside her. The omega had been the big spoon tonight, but it seemed Korra’s movements hadn’t yet disturbed her. In sleep, without makeup, she looked younger than usual. Softer. Korra’s heart swelled with such love that she almost forgot her feelings of worry. Almost.



  Gently, she caressed Asami’s cheek, tucking a lock of glossy black hair behind her ear. Asami’s closed eyelids fluttered slightly, but she didn’t wake up. It was an adorable sight, but Korra also found it confusing. Something told her she should do a quick patrol around the temple, to scratch the persistent itch at the back of her mind. Another, primal part of her hated the thought of leaving Asami asleep and vulnerable.



  Korra took a few deep breaths in through her nose, calming herself as Tenzin had taught her. She pushed her fears aside, emptying her mind of all emotion as she tried to view the situation logically.



  
    It’s probably one of the kids sneaking a midnight snack or a hungry animal rooting through the compost pile.
  



  Besides, Asami was no slouch in combat. In the extremely unlikely event that someone 
  
    was
  
   out to get them, she could more than hold her own. They had become training partners as well as mates, and Korra had received more than a few minor bruises and injuries to show for it. She had to admit she was getting better at fighting chi blockers, though, thanks to Asami’s help.



  In the end, she decided to put her mind at ease with a quick peek in the kitchen and out the front door. She slipped out of bed and tip-toed from the room, opening the door as quietly as possible. Before she left the bedroom, she stole one last glance over her shoulder. Asami slept on. Moonlight cast silver streaks upon her raven hair and a peaceful smile rested upon her face.



  Korra’s heart clenched at the sight. 
  
    Love you,
  
   she mouthed, leaving the room without bothering to close the door behind her. She didn’t want to disturb Asami with any unnecessary noise.



  The kitchen was quiet, with no signs of tiny airbenders having raided the pantries. Despite that, Korra’s unease grew. She wasn’t used to seeing the kitchen so empty. Usually, it was filled with warmth, laughter, and the smell of delicious food. To see it stripped bare was strangely eerie. Frowning, she crept down the hall to the front door, opening it just enough to peek her head through.



  The crickets and waves were slightly louder, but otherwise, nothing caught her attention. She slipped outside anyway, crossing the front porch, taking the steps, and turning the corner to check the compost pile. A pair of glowing eyes caught her attention, and the knot of tension in her chest loosened a little.



  It was a lizard crow, its scaly body blending into the nighttime shadows. Upon seeing Korra, it tilted its head, staring her down as though daring her to approach.



  “Shoo,” Korra said, taking a step forward and sending a gentle puff of air toward the lizard crow. “Come back in the morning, when you won’t wake anyone up.”



  The lizard crow let out a raspy caw, then opened its wings, flying away from the compost pile and disappearing into the starry sky. Korra breathed a sigh of relief.
  
     At least that’s over.
  
   She smiled, already looking forward to climbing back in bed with her mate. Asami’s scent and the warmth of the omega’s body always comforted her…



  Two sharp jabs between her shoulder blades sent her stumbling forward, almost falling into the compost pile. Korra whirled, limp arms flopping at the motion. She realized in an instant that bending with them would be useless. She stomped her foot, causing a slab of earth to erupt from the ground.



  A shadowy figure leapt aside just in time. As soon as Korra saw them, she opened her mouth, spewing a stream of red-hot fire that lit up the night. Her throat screamed. Anger burned in the pit of her stomach. She didn’t care which kind of enemy this was—she wouldn’t let anyone attack her, Asami, or the Airbenders in her own home!



  The enemy ducked beneath the fire-breath, coming in low. Korra swept her foot sideways, blasting them off balance with a gust of wind. The enemy fell, sprawling upon the ground. Korra smirked, placing her foot on the shadowy figure’s chest. “Seriously? Whoever your boss is, haven’t they figured out sending chi blocker assassins doesn’t work?”



  Something hard and cold struck the back of Korra’s head. Her vision went black as she fell to her knees, then face-planted on the ground, unable to catch herself with her arms. The last thing she thought before her mind shut down was, 
  
    Well, shit. Asami’s gonna be so mad.
  



  ***



  Asami 
  
    was
  
   mad. 



  She was furious. As soon as she woke, she knew where she was and why she was there. There were silken sheets under her head instead of soft cotton, smelling of the perfume she’d once favored. Her bed at the Sato mansion. When she rolled over, a manacle clinked at her ankle, chaining her to the bedpost. But it wasn’t fear Asami felt, a prisoner in her childhood home.



  No, not fear. Nor guilt at her failed mission 



  What she felt was 
  
    rage
  
  .



  Hiroshi had come to collect her as if she were no more than a stray pet, and in doing so, he expected her to submit. 



  But Asami had gone to bed with the warmth of Korra’s body in her arms and the sweet soreness of love between her legs, and she was not inclined to kowtow easily. Not anymore. Not after what Korra had shown her. 



  She tested the manacle as familiar footsteps sounded in the hall outside her room—Hiroshi’s expensive leather shoes. The chain was slightly loose around her ankle, as if her father never expected her to run. Good. She filed the information away for later and sat up, adjusting her robe as the doors swung open. 



  “Well, Daughter.” Hiroshi clearly had a speech planned, his expression practiced and ineffably smug. Asami 
  
    hated
  
   it. “Have you forgotten your duty?”



  Asami said nothing. No denial or defense would matter. She narrowed her eyes at him, remaining silent.



  Hiroshi’s brow furrowed. Clearly, he had expected some kind of response. A plea for mercy, perhaps. Eventually, he cleared his throat. “You have disobeyed me, Asami.”



  
    You have disobeyed me. 
  
  When Asami was little, those words always shook her to her core, trembling with grass-stained knees after climbing a forbidden apple tree. Hiroshi’s disappointed look would spell the end of her playtime for a week or more. She would be dragged, screaming if necessary, to a dark, windowless room on the mansion grounds and kept for days on end until she was…more 
  
    obedient
  
  . It always worked. 



  Even as she grew, the sting of those words was a heavy lash upon her back. A painful reminder. 
  
    Do not disappoint. Do not disobey. You know what awaits you. Nothing but cold and dark and misery. 
  



  During her first weeks at Air Temple Island, her nightmares were always of dark rooms and cold floors. Swishing, imperious footsteps. But when she woke, sometimes screaming, Korra was always there. Korra’s alpha scent comforted her, even in her dreams. Over time, the fear of what her disobedience would bring had faded. 



  Now, here stood her father, threatening her with the old lash again. The old terror. But it was like a childhood boogeyman, nothing more than a shadow of a coat trailing from a dresser drawer by the light of day—she 
  
    saw
  
   him, now. 



  And his faults made her angry. 



  “You have disobeyed me,” Hiroshi repeated, seemingly unaware of her building fury. “I had to go to great expense to retrieve you, for which you shall pay 
  
    dearly
  
  . Your little vacation on Air Temple Island was a poorly-timed tantrum, and I intend to show you how disappointed I am in your foolish omega games. But first, we must talk about the Avatar.”



  Asami did something even she didn’t expect, then—she laughed. 



  It was a high, unpleasant noise, and it barked out of her like a warning. Hiroshi’s eyes widened before the usual mask of annoyance returned to his aristocratic features. But Asami only laughed and laughed, unheeding. She felt like the pillar foundations of her world were crumbling, one by one, and the only emotion left in her was mad laughter. 



  “Stop that,” Hiroshi said after a time, his voice edged sharply in confused irritation. “You’re being hysterical. Omega folly. I should have known that filthy bender would break you. When I get my hands on her—



  “You won’t touch Korra.” Asami interrupted both her father and her own laughter midstream, without a second thought. Her eyes burned as Hiroshi swung to look at her. “No one can match her.”



  Hiroshi smiled unpleasantly, his mustache curling up. “We already have. She was only slightly less difficult than you. And to think, I wasted my time sending 
  
    you
  
   in to fail, when I could have just had a team deployed. Oh well. Amon is on his way shortly and he’s 
  
    very
  
   pleased.” 



  
    Korra. 
  
  Asami’s heart clenched. She no longer had a concern for her own safety, but Korra was another matter. She did not want to see her mate in the hands of Amon. Not after what he’d threatened to do. All along her spine, resolve sent fingers of lightning to collect in the base of her skull. She sat more fully upright, slowly so as not to draw too much attention. 



  Her father was preoccupied with his ranting, anyway. “All this time and you’ve been—what? Mating with her? Ridiculous. Never send an omega to do an alpha’s job, I should have kno—“



  
    Crack!
  



  With a carefully timed kick with well-trained legs, Asami snapped the bedpost in half, sending the heavy knob at the end flying into her father’s midsection. He huffed with pain and stumbled, gasping as Asami dragged the wooden heft by her chain, still attached to the splintered end. She swung again as Hiroshi shouted for the guards. 



  “
  
    Guards! He—“
  



  The wood connected squarely with Hiroshi’s head. His eyes rolled up white and his face went a sickly grey color. He tumbled to the floor, landing with a heavy wheeze. The other manacled end of the chain slid free from the wood and landed with a muffled thump on the dense carpet. Asami held her breath, but Hiroshi did not get up. She could see he was still breathing, though, which meant there was little time to lose. 



  Carefully, Asami picked her way around Hiroshi’s unconscious form and found the keys in his waistcoat pocket. Praying to any Spirits kind enough to take pity on a reformed Equalist, she moved silently into the hallway, sneaking around a corner just as a guard passed on patrol. 
  
    I’m coming Korra,
  
   she thought, moving swiftly on bare feet. 
  
    Hang on, love. 
  



  ***



  Korra opened her eyes to darkness. She blinked, struggling to focus her vision beneath heavy eyelids, but there was little to see. The Equalists—her best guess, since they employed chi blockers and wanted her dead—had tied her to an uncomfortable wooden chair in a cold, windowless room. There didn’t appear to be any other furniture, and the only hint of light came from a crack beneath the heavily bolted door. 



  Twin shadows passed over the crack of light. Someone’s shoes, Korra assumed. She strained to hear something, the sound of footsteps perhaps, but there was nothing. The shadows disappeared, leaving only darkness and silence.



  Satisfied she was alone, Korra began testing her bonds. It would have been easy to burn the ropes away with firebending, but when she attempted to move her hands, nothing happened. Her shoulders wouldn’t move either. Her mouth refused to open all the way and her tongue was like lead in her mouth. Her heart raced as she realized that, in addition to being bound to the chair, she was completely paralyzed.



  
    Fucking chi blockers…
  



  She closed her eyes, the only type of movement she could still manage, and tried to remember what she’d learned while training with Asami. Most of those sparring sessions had been about avoiding chi blocker strikes in the first place, but it was far too late for that now. The paralysis would eventually wear off, but until then, she couldn’t use her bending to escape.



  
    What about Tenzin’s lessons? He’s always rambling about that old airbending master who could levitate with just his mind…
  



  If she’d had any control over her facial expressions, Korra would have frowned. Her tendency to doze off and daydream during Tenzin’s lectures was seriously backfiring now.



  Before she could recall anything useful, another shadow passed across the pale crack of light. This time, she heard the rattle of a key being inserted before the door swung open. The sudden brightness forced her to squint, but she made out the silhouette of a hooded figure and caught the sour, aggressive scent of an unfamiliar beta.



  “Avatar Korra. I’ve waited a long time for this.”



  Korra recognized the smooth baritone instantly. She’d never been to any of Amon’s anti-bending rallies in person, for obvious reasons, but she’d listened to news clips on Tenzin’s old radio while he wasn’t paying attention.



  
    Amon.
  
   She wanted to shout at him. Tell him he was an idiot for capturing her, and as soon as she got her bending back, she would… but she couldn’t speak. She couldn’t even recoil as Amon approached with measured footsteps, a looming shadow that blocked out most of the light in the doorway.



  “Do you want to know the real reason I despise you, Avatar Korra?” Amon bent down, pressing his thumb to the center of Korra’s forehead and leaning in to whisper beside her ear. “Avatar Aang took my father’s bending away. He was a cruel, broken man after that. But 
  
    I
  
   am not weak like my father. 
  
    I
  
   am strong. 
  
    I
  
   will conquer the Avatar instead of being conquered. Once you’re stripped of your bending, no one can touch me. Not you or anyone else.”



  Korra’s throat closed up. Her pulse hammered at double speed. 
  
    Take my bending? No! That isn’t possible…
  



  But it was. She knew it was. She’d seen the results of Amon’s handiwork before, when Tenzin brought some of Amon’s victims—all former benders—to Air Temple Island for healing. Nothing had worked. They’d all left the island as nonbenders, irrevocably changed.



  
    If it works on other benders, why wouldn’t it work on me?
  



  Amon’s finger dug into Korra’s forehead. Pain shot up her spine, causing every frozen muscle to clench. It was an ice pick digging into her forehead, past her skull, boring into her brain. Tears leaked from her eyes, but try as she might, she couldn’t scream. There was only agonizing silence as all the energy in her body drew toward the point of Amon’s thumb…



  “Korra!”



  The cry was warped, distant, but Korra’s nose knew the truth. 
  
    Asami!
  
   The scent of moonflowers and 
  
    mate
  
   was unmistakable. Despite her terror, a small part of her couldn’t help but relax. Asami was here. Her mate had come to save her. That meant things would be all right.



  ***



  Asami jabbed two fingers between Amon’s shoulderblades, then into the base of his skull. He crumpled to the floor with a quiet grunt, but Asami spared him no further attention. She stepped over his limp form and rushed to Korra. First, she unblocked Korra’s pathways, pressing the same points the chi blockers had used to paralyze her. Then she went to work on the ropes with trembling fingers, breathing heavily with a mixture of fear and anger.



  “I came as fast as I could. Korra, I’m so sorry—”



  Korra gave a lopsided grin, the same one that always melted her heart. “Asami. You came.”



  Asami blinked. “Of course I did. I love you.”



  Just as they finished removing the ropes from Korra’s ankles, a cold, irresistible pressure took hold of Asami’s limbs. She shot off her knees, standing on tip-toe as her throat squeezed shut. She couldn’t move. Couldn’t escape. Her eyes darted wildly toward Korra as Amon extended his hand, fingers twitching with strange movements.



  “Hiroshi’s brat,” he rasped, suppressing a cough. “I knew you would continue to cause trouble.”



  Asami tried to struggle free, but it was useless. She might as well have been a marble statue. Suddenly, she hurtled backwards through the air, colliding with the wall. It felt like a spectral hand was wrapped around her throat, pinning her there. Her head spun, but she couldn’t even take in a startled gasp of air. Amon had control of her lungs, too.



  A swirling column of fire lit up the room. The bright flash blinded her, but a moment later she fell to her knees, miraculously able to move again. She hopped to her feet despite her injuries, only to see Korra standing over Amon. Her eyes burned with white light, and her entire body was wreathed in an otherworldly glow.



  “I know what you are now, Amon.” Korra’s voice rang out with strange resonance, so deep and full that Asami almost didn’t recognize it. “There is no room for bloodbenders in a peaceful world. You disrupt the balance of the body itself, and balance must be maintained at all costs.”



  She ended it quickly. A bolt of blue lightning directly to the chest, before Amon could raise his hands. Faint grey wisps of smoke rose from his shirt. His head rolled to one side, causing his eerie white mask to slide out of place. Korra knelt, slow and unhurried, to remove Amon’s mask, revealing his face. It was the perfectly ordinary face of a man in his forties, which only left Asami feeling more unsettled.



  “May your soul learn peace on its next journey,” Korra murmured. Then the glow dimmed, and she opened her eyes to reveal the familiar blue irises Asami had come to love. Those eyes widened as she looked down at Amon, fully comprehending what she had done. “Whoa. I killed him.”



  Asami nodded. “It needed to be done. Your Avatar Spirit was right. There’s no place for bloodbenders in a peaceful world.”



  Korra bit her lip, setting Amon’s mask back upon his body. “I knew what I was doing. I agreed to kill him, inside myself. But I didn’t feel bad about it until now.”



  “You shouldn’t.” Asami stepped over, legs only a little wobbly, and offered Korra her hand. Korra took it, accepting the offer of help and standing up once more.



  “Stop right there!”



  Hiroshi’s voice was as familiar to Asami as her own. Hearing it now was a mixed bag of emotions—fear, anger, worry, and beneath it all, still the flinching of a child in trouble. But she did not bow her head. Asami moved closer to Korra, meeting her father’s advance with her head high. 



  Hitoshi was not in good shape. He staggered across the floor, bleeding from the wounds Asami had dealt him earlier. His eyes looked half-mad and bloodshot. Beside her, Asami felt Korra stiffen with protective fury. 



  But this was not Korra’s fight. 



  She had been sent to kill Korra, many moons ago, by this alpha before her—this very same man, heaving for breath, footsteps leaving bloody smears on his fine Earth Kingdom carpet. He had planned and plotted and kept Asami under his hand for that singular, selfish purpose, and Asami could see now had he succeeded, he would have never attained anything anyway. Hiroshi was blind. Not just by greed, but vengeance. 



  Asami was determined to not live the same way. Not anymore. Not ever again. 



  “You stupid girl.” Hiroshi coughed and spattered blood across his robes, veering crazily to the left as he circled closer. “You chose the wrong side. And now you’ve ruined 
  
    everything
  
  .”



  Korra growled, low and angry in her throat, and Asami was surprised by the answering thrill in her body, tiny hairs prickling on the back of her neck. But she stilled Korra with a hand on her forearm and a slow shake of her head. 



  “You don’t know what the right side is, Father,” Asami said, 
  her shoulders straight and tall. “I don’t think you have since Mother died.”



  “Don’t you dare talk about her while you stand there 
  
    befouling
  
   her memory.” Hiroshi gestured wildly at Korra, whose hand squeezed tightly around Asami’s own. “Your mother died because of benders like 
  
    her
  
  . You chose a bender over your own—“



  
    “She
  
   is not our enemy.” Asami’s voice was louder than she intended, and more strident, but her tone was firm. “You brought the enemy here, to Republic City. Amon has been terrorizing the people here, benders and non-benders alike, for far too long. It ends now, Father. You can choose to let go.” She hesitated, but offered her hand one final time. “You can choose to be a family instead.”



  For a moment, she actually thought Hiroshi would consider it. He looked at her hand for a long, still second, then up at her again. And when his hand landed in her palm, his eyes narrowed. 



  The glove, crackling with electricity, raised on his other fist, headed directly towards her throat. 


“Look out!” Korra shouted, but Asami was already moving. She had, after all, trained for this her whole life. It was just strange to use her lessons against her teacher. 


  Then again, maybe not so strange after all. 



  Asami ducked under Hiroshi’s punch with ease. She popped up behind him and brought her hand—still wrapped around his own—down across his body, while the other grabbed the wrist with the glove. Electricity screamed up her fingers, but she ignored the smoking pain as she carried the momentum of his fist around to its natural conclusion. 



  Directly into her father’s face. 



  The shock of the glove was too much for the wounded alpha. He screamed—a long, thin note that would haunt Asami’s dreams for years to come—and then fell silent. While electric energy pulsed around his face in singing waves of blue, Asami dropped his hand, and let her father fall, eyes still open in shock that his plain, his mastery, had failed. 



  He dropped like a stone, and Asami sank to her knees. 
  
    I’m sorry. 
  
  She thought, almost blankly, watching the smoke rise from Hiroshi’s corpse. 
  
    But you wanted to use me as a pawn. And I won’t be anyone’s weapon. Not ever again. 
  



  Her shoulders began to shake with sobs she didn’t realize she was releasing, but they were quickly warmed by the weight of Korra’s arms around her. Her mate clutched her close, pulling Asami’s head underneath her chin as they clung to each other on the floor. 



  “I’m here.” Korra whispered into her hair. “I love you. It’s going to be okay.”



  And, eventually, it would be.



  ***



  Some months later, Asami left Katara’s room on the temple grounds, heading toward the Avatar’s quarters with a determined stride. Her heart skipped along, and her legs would have too if she hadn’t been heavily pregnant. The elder omega—who had traveled a great distance in order to tend to her—had given Asami news that she knew would please her mate, and it was hard not to dance along the hallways to their room. 



  Hands on the taut curve of her belly, Asami waltzed instead, humming to herself the whole way. 



  Korra was waiting, nearly on the balls of her feet, as Asami entered, pulling the screen shut behind her and slipping off her shoes. “Well? Everything okay?”



  “Hello to you too,” Asami teased, leaning in to accept a flurry of kisses from her mate. The mark on her neck tingled pleasantly and she felt the answering thrum in her lower body. Korra’s protective alpha presence always kept her at a low hum of arousal lately, and today seemed no exception. “Yes. Katara said everything looks great. The pups are developing very well.”



  Korra hadn’t caught onto the plural there yet. She was nodding, inhaling next to Asami’s neck, stroking her often-sore lower back. “Mmhm. That’s good, did she say—”



  The hand stopped stroking. Asami stifled a giggle with her palm as Korra drew back, blue eyes wide. “Wait. You said ‘
  
    pups’.”
  



  “Pups.” Asami grinned around her hand as Korra’s eyes got impossibly wider. “At least two, but Katara said maybe three.”



  “Pups?” Korra knelt and cupped Asami’s belly, looking down as if she could see right through the stretched skin. “You mean it? We’re going to have a litter?”



  Asami chuckled indulgently as Korra dropped her ear to the surface of her belly. She pushed back an errant hair over her mate’s ear and felt her heart burn hotter than a furnace. “Yes, love. Who knew the Avatar was such a softie?”



  “If you had, you might not have tried to kill me when we first met.” Korra kissed Asami’s belly, then rose to kiss her lips, soft and sweet. “Then again, if you hadn’t, we wouldn’t have this.”



  “Would you trade it?” Asami asked, quietly, though she knew the answer in her heart as firmly as anything else. 



  “Not for the world.” Korra swept Asami into her arms, heavy belly and all, laughing as she spun them around. “Not for the Spirit World, either.”



  “Good,” Asami murmured, resting her head on Korra’s shoulder. “Because you and our pups 
  
    are 
  
  my world now.”
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