
Cold Blooded - My Gf is a Criminal, But So Am I by friedandfruity



Category: Avatar: Legend of Korra


Genre: AU, Action, Angst, Asami - Freeform, Battle, Bloodbending (Avatar), Crime, Enemies to Lovers, F/F, Fanfic, Fights, Firebending & Firebenders, Gangs, Horror, Inappropriate Use of Bending (Avatar), Korrasami - Freeform, LGBT, Triad - Freeform, gxg, korra - Freeform, mafia, tlok - Freeform


Language: English


Characters: Korra (Avatar), Team Avatar (Legend of Korra)


Relationships: Korra & Asami Sato, Korra/Asami Sato, korra asami


Status: In-Progress


Published: 2021-06-26


Updated: 2021-07-14


Packaged: 2026-10-27 20:46:53


Rating: Not Rated


Warnings: Creator Chose Not To Use Archive Warnings


Chapters: 4


Words: 7,983


Publisher: archiveofourown.org


Summary: 
            Raised by her uncle and full time triad leader, Unalaq; Korra now lives in Republic City.  She battles through her demons after she is coerced in to taking a man's life, but finds security in the most unlikely of places.  #korrasami #bloodbending
tw: g0re, death

          











1. The Prologue


    
    Korra glanced at Unalaq, he looked lively for his age. The place between his eyebrows was full of undisguised honor and pride, every word he spoke was laced with intellect and charisma. All eyes were glued to him; his gestures and the creases of his expressions were noted by all in the room.

Unalaq lifts his gaze to the door, nodding, then returns to his audience one last time for dismissal.  Korra shuffles to the side, letting men and women of equal complexion pass by. They all held faces of admiration, jealous envy, and even a shameful sense of inferiority. It was anyone's guess whether they made those faces for The Great Chief Unalaq or his exemplar and highly favored niece, Korra.

"Nuka! You're early," Unalaq's face was all smiles as he conversed with warm words. "I was just giving these men the rundown of our plan... Slight change, I decided that I want you to take the lead." Within moments he had walked from the head of the table to Korra's side, shutting the door.

NOTE: Nuka can mean: Younger sibling of the speaker's sex (younger brother or younger sister) in the Inuit language. 

Korra contorts her brow in confusion. "What exactly do you mean? We planned everything out... Why would you change it now?" She questions, her glowing blue eyes radiate an innate fierceness.

"Korra, dear." Unalaq grabbed his niece's shoulder as he spoke with a smile. "When your parents passed and you had nowhere to go, I took you in. Not only did I raise you as my own, but I taught you many skills. Now I want to see how far you have come, this is a test to see if you are prepared for the Red Monsoon. I know you are capable... it's just a matter of time and I want to know if you truly are ready." He pauses as his authoritative gaze casts down Korra's now submissive one. 

"Are you?"

Everything he had said was the truth. When Korra's parents died, her uncle took her in. Raised along with her two cousins, Korra had perfected the art of Waterbending. Although they were taught by the same man, the orphan had outshined her kin. At the young age of 6 Desna and Eska had mastered the ability to ice bend, but Korra had already passed that milestone at 5, but in addition picked up the ability to heal and to pull moisture from any form of life; a feat most Waterbenders would be unable to master in a lifetime. Like any teacher, Unalaq had spent more time with his more promising student. Although that left the family dynamic in an awkward place, Korra was able to master all aspects of her element. Now was her time to pay him back for all that he has done.

With a set of clear eyes, Korra lifted her face as if she had finally made a decision. 

"Yes, uncle. I am ready."

Unalaq smiles, "I knew I could count on you". His teeth fail to show, but his lips stretch to either side of his face expressing his pleasure. He pulls out a slip of paper and hands it to his niece. "You'll do great. You always do." Before Korra could have a sliver of regret, Unalaq leaves the room, preparing for the night to come.

Outside, the atmosphere was heavy. The full moon partnered with a slight drizzle- soon to be a thunderstorm, was the perfect weather for a Waterbender. He effortlessly waved his hands, redirecting the incoming weather onto the plants in the courtyard.  

Of course he wanted to test Korra's abilities, but that wasn't the primary reason he had them swap roles; he just didn't want to dirty his hands. If some girl, who was a nobody; orphaned, had no friends, no contacts to the outside world, were to be caught tonight, no one would care, but if he; a man of poise and honor- There would be no comeback, he would get stripped of his name, of his achievements and left in a cell to rot. It had to be Korra, this role was meant for her. That's why she was here after all. This is what she was raised to do.

  







2. Chapter 2

Summary for the Chapter:
            pew pew someone dies o.o

          


    
    No more than two hours later, Korra had found herself perched on the ledge of the City Hall. She was dressed black on black. Black cloak, black mask, and even black pants. Her appearance was as noticeable as a shadow in the dark. This clothing, that was provided by her uncle was waterproof; made for this very day, and all the days after.

To Korra, her uncle was the definition of honor and she prided herself by being his protege. Her eyes would shine and face would be filled with fondness and admiration every time he was brought up; it was as if she had virtually thought of him as a god-like character. Unalaq indeed possessed that kind of gentle, amiable disposition, temperament, and charisma of that of a saint. He was beloved by all and his word was law amongst the Red Monsoon. To think that anyone would make an enemy out of her uncle angered Korra. The loss of her family had made her look up to the only authority figure in her life; since she was a child all she wanted was to please her uncle and tonight she would be doing just that.

She balled her hands into fists as they lightly trembled with adrenaline. Any mistakes on her part would not be tolerated, she had to be perfect, her uncle was counting on her. 

Korra took three deep and consecutive breaths, slowing down her heart and liquifying her thoughts on the last exhale. The rain fall was thick and harsh, perfect for masking any noise, but also deterring anyone from congregating outside. When her eyes closed, her focus sharpened. She felt every rain drop within a 100 meter radius, all the microscopic splashes and even rain drops that have yet to fall from the clouds. Not moving a single muscle, she was able to bend the rain away from her, creating an eye in the storm that centered around her.

As she waited in her zen-like state, she could faintly listen to the conversation happening beneath her.

"Councilman, Chief Unalaq is here to see you."

Silence follows the servant's comment, then seconds later the rustling of papers. "Unalaq? What unconventional timing... Regardless, let him in, and after you may leave. I assume this matter does not require your assistance." A heavy authoritative voice replies.

A gentle pair of feet make their way to the edge of the office, with every step growing quieter than the next. "12 steps", Korra notes. Judging by the slight echo of their voices, the room had to be vast, nearing on the edge of empty with the exception of the desk the Councilman was working on.

A door creaks open. As a pattern of steps enter, another with a quicker gait exits. Silence drapes over the room. Korra furrows her brows in anticipation, 'Is uncle okay? They haven't said a word...Could it be... Is Tarrlok on to us?!'

In terms of power, Unalaq and Tarrlok were evenly matched. They both had similar fighting styles and the same level of experience, but only one thing made Tarrlok reign supreme over Unalaq. Tarrlok possessed an ability that in the past decade only three benders have been known to possess. The unholy pinnacle of bending, an ability that no man dared stand against, a skill that most only ever seen in nightmares and legends, the ability to blood bend.

Although the Red Monsoon had no defined leader, Tarrlok's presence was the closest to it. Naturally those who were the strongest sat on top and within the Triad nothing could pass without Tarrlok's agreement. Unalaq was more than jealous; all the members backed every little thing he did because of his birthright.

Finally someone spoke up, "Chief Unalaq, What are you doing here at this hour? Could it be that perhaps you've had a change of mind regarding our last conversation?"

"Change of mind.. No, sadly. But I did come here because we left our last meeting on bitter terms... It would ease my heart if I could somehow.. change that, dear friend." Korra could tell just by the tone of his voice and the annunciation of his last few words that he was smiling.

Years of flying under his wing led to the observation of her master's antics. Korra knew that Unalaq was resourceful as he was manipulative. Unalaq knew that if it came down to it, one on one Tarrlok could defeat him. Although the two men addressed each other with nobility and grace, a clear power imbalance was present.

Tarrlok was the only known blood bender in Republic City, but it wouldn't be inaccurate to say the entire world. His power was only known by high ranking officials of the Red Monsoon. Even the handful of Master Waterbenders in the City addressed him with the utmost respect, not daring to look him in the eye, much less breathe the same air, but in this moment, Unalaq dared to address him casually as 'dear friend' in a underhanded and mocking way.

Tarrlok stood up from his desk and walked in Unalaq's direction. With every step his face grew a little more sour. "Let's not dance around the subject... Why are you here, dear friend?"

Korra felt the atmosphere drop in temperature. She could feel Tarrlok's subtle movements, readying to bend, but Unalaq had yet to give the signal.

Unalaq's composure was as calm as the moon outside. He thought for a second, arranging the proper words, but all that slipped out was a light chuckle. It was funny actually, he had planned this day for years yet he couldn't find the right words. Every night he went to bed drooling over this opportunity to finally provoke the man that stood atop of him for so many years, yet on this very day his mind was drawing blanks.

"I hope this won't anger you, but you must understand I mean this in the most polite way possible. You're unfit for both The Red Monsoon and City Council, I aim to take your place at this very moment. I should advise you to surrender as a formality, but I doubt that an honorable man such as yourself would go down without a fight."

The air in the room is free from any response. Tarrlok stares at Unalaq dead in the eye before keeling over in laughter. The Councilman laughs with his entire chest. Korra is sure that the entire city could hear his amusement over the heavy rain. Unalaq stands in place, on his face was not a frown, but a smile. If anyone were to come into Tarrlok's office at this very moment, they would believe that these two men were just two close friends sharing laughable pleasantries with one another, but that was far from the case.

In a split second Tarrlok lifts his arms, grabbing the very blood in Unalaq's veins. Although he possessed the power to stop his heart, he kept him writhing in mid air for his own amusement. He wanted to make an example out of Unalaq, so that no one would dare to defy him ever again.

"You have guts, Unalaq, but sadly if you don't have the power to back it you're just a fool. Such a shame you decided to spite me like this, I knew you were going to attack, but I never thought you had it in you to come one on one. I had overestimated you, it seems."

Tarrlok's grip tenses, but Unalaq's smile never wavers. "That's where you're wrong."

In an instant, Tarrlok felt an ice-cold aura flood into his spines and spread throughout his entire body. The bloody grip on Unalaq had released and latched itself onto Councilman Tarrlok. The gaze that once looked down upon Unalaq changed; from an egotistical smile, to an expression that one would make once in a lifetime; when up against the sudden temperament of death.

"Blood Bending!? How-!" Tarrlok gurgles out. His eyes nearly bulge out of his head as he attempts to question the man in front of him. Unalaq raises his wrist and along with it, Tarrlok's body. The councilman's veins double in size as he squirms in the air like a butterfly, to Unalaq it was a beautiful sight. "Yes, it is blood bending, however it's not mine." He gives his dear friend a cold laugh. "Show yourself, Nuka."

Korra steps out of the shadows and into the light. When Unalaq looked at her he had a face filled with delight. His satisfaction deepened as he realized after today, his power will go uncontested. After years of raising this child he was finally reaping the harvest.

As Tarrlok's innards were being twisted against him he still gave Unalaq an ice cold expression. He fought to keep the last bit of strength to maintain a reputable composure. "You're making a kid do your dirty work? I guess I underestimated you." He spat out.

Unalaq grew antsy, and his smile dissolved within seconds. "You know, I was planning on just crippling you, but now it seems like you don't deserve my empathy." He walks over to Tarrlok's suspended body. His joints were millimeters from becoming dislocated and his face was riddled with pain, but his expression never showed any signs of weakness. He would never give Unalaq the satisfaction to see him suffer.

Councilman Tarrlok was one of the few Master Waterbenders in the City. In his teens he was able to rise in ranks within the Red Monsoon and cultivated the triad to the powerhouse it was today. He was not only a leader, but a god to some. To criticize his work was like insulting the Moon Spirit during the Winter Solstice.

"Exellect, Korra. Make his passing brutal." Korra takes two steps forward as she slowly waves her wrists in opposing directions. At this moment all that was playing in her head was her uncle's demands, the full extent of the situation had yet to set in for her.

With a strained voice he warns, "Kill me and you will earn yourself a debt that will take lifetimes to repay." After his last exhale, his expression darkened with a purple complexion and the veins on his arms and legs stretched to a size that wouldn't be humanly possible to survive with. Tarrlok was using what little power he had left to make sure all his major organs received the proper amount of blood, at the cost of his limbs.

Unalaq was fully aware of all of this, but what amazed him the most was that the toddler that he had raised, was able to put the man who none dared to offend in such a sorry state.

Unalaq grinned from ear to ear, his pearly whites clearly visible. "At the end of the day, those who sacrifice more make it further, maybe in the next life you will learn that. Now, niece.. Kill him."

When Tarrlok was speaking prior, his eyes were not set on Unalaq, but Korra. His words were actually directed to her! But, regardless she pulled and jerked her arms violently in opposite directions without a second thought. The blood ran out from his heart and his purple complexion whitened before his heavy corpse fell to the floor.

After the thud of Tarrlok's body, silence assumed control of the room. Korra stood in place, her arms out and wrists pointed, although there was nothing left to bend; she had stayed still as a statue, not daring to move. Her face was plastered with indifference and not a speck of emotion.

Unalaq arrogantly stood over the spiritless councilman. He smiled to himself, taking in the joints of both the arms and legs that have been mercilessly twisted 90 degrees, then to the pupils that have been swiveled to witness its own brain, and then lastly the wayward pose he rested in. Not a single speck of blood had been spilled yet this scene could make a grown man dry heave from the gore. After basking in his marvelous feat, he glanced up to his niece. His niece who had bloodied her hands for him, his niece who was now the strongest in the city and now the only one who dared to use this unlawful type of bending, but only to help him claim his rightful throne on this city. Raising Korra was one of his best decisions, if not the best decision he had ever made.

"You did good, Nuka. I'll call the clean up crew immediately and then we can go home." Unalaq steps over the corpse like it were a mere pebble in his path. Korra finally wakes from her trance, her arms and defense lowered as Unalaq grabbed her shoulder, guiding her out of the room.

Before the door could close, Korra glances over her shoulder looking at Tarrlok one final time, but this time truly taking in the weight of her actions. Just seconds ago he was living, breathing, speaking, but now the water behind his desk held more life. This man had a family, he had goals, wishes, and a future, but she had snatched all of that away....For what exactly?

Korra was now a cold-blooded killer and she could never take it back. Her conscious would never be the same. Every day after she would have to live with her actions. Could her life ever be the same, knowing that she had taken one? She personally didn't even have a reason for the bloodshed, she could give two shits about Councilman Tarrlok and his antics. Did she not think this through? Was this the test? ...If she could carry the weight of a killer?

"Korra. I want to know that tonight... You made me proud. Don't tell your cousins Eskna and Desna this, but you're the best thing that happened to me and don't you forget it... Okay, Nuka?" Unalaq interrupts Korra's buzzing thoughts with a light chuckle.

Black figures rushed in and out of the door next to them. The sound of water twisting in the air and the rearrangement of furniture echoed through the empty halls.

Unalaq's warm smile greeted Korra like a sunrise after a long rainy night. Korra knew that at this very moment, she had made the correct decision. Unalaq was both a father and a mentor to Korra. This man was the only one there for her after her parents died, she would make sure his kindness was repaid ten-fold.

"Thanks, Uncle."

  







3. Chapter 3

Summary for the Chapter:
            a new character joins the game

          


    
    Korra flashed open her eyes. Her head ached with pain, but she managed to roll off the sofa and onto the floor, where it was much cooler. Her clothes stuck to her skin from the immense amount of sweat. It had been two months since she had murdered Councilman Tarrlok, but every night she would find herself reliving the exact moment in her dreams.

For this reason Korra had decided to move into her own space. She had believed that a bit of distance might help her recover from her vivid dreams; away from her uncle and her fellow Red Monsoon members. If they were to see her like this, they would surely worry.

With a grim stare, Korra gazed up to her kitchen. On her counter sat a large bottle of booze. She had heard somewhere that drinking could help prevent night sweats. Korra wasn't all that into drinking even though she was of age. She had seen alcoholics before. It was sad seeing their life crumble from an addiction, but it was hard to help and nearly impossible to stop. Korra didn't want to end up like any of those addicts, but if her problem didn't fix itself soon then maybe she would have to take a gamble.

The waterbender curled up off the floor, dragging her feet to the bathroom. In the mirror her eyes looked grey and lifeless. Since joining the triad, her uncle had given her many days of on the job training partnered with her regular training. On the flip side the muscles on her back, arms, and legs gained more definition, even her abs started to surface. Korra shrugged off her clothes and hopped into a quick cold shower.

She was exhausted. For days on end she had been avoiding sleep while simultaneously juggling her duties for the Red Monsoon. Luckily her Uncle had granted her some time off, but only until he had returned from the Northern Water Tribe. Unalaq had told Korra that he had important business there.

"Important business...." It was as if he didn't trust Korra with the truth.

"What's there not to trust? I trained under him my entire life! I even killed Tarrlok, his number one enemy! No questions asked!" The waterbender threw her fist in frustration. On impact, the tiled wall shattered like glass and broke into even more shards once they hit the floor. She could feel warm blood drip from her fist.

Korra took a deep breath, feeling the water slide down the contours of her back. With a bit of bending she was able to stop the bleeding and close the wound. She calmly exhaled then resumed her shower like nothing had happened.

After a few hours, Korra had found herself back in her kitchen, staring at the only thing inside, the booze. She reached out and popped off the cap, raising the bottle to her lips, daring to drink straight from the glass. She could hear the angry voice of the drink telling her to down it all. She could smell the bitterness of the decision, but at the same time she could feel the appeal of its liquid bliss.

"Just one sip"

_

Korra flashed open her eyes. Her headached with pain. The noise, the colors, the smell, everything was buzzing. All her senses were trashed. She managed to roll by twisting her entire body, but she wasn't greeted by the floor. In fact, she wasn't even laying on her sofa. Korra squirted her eyes. "When did I paint my walls?"

"You didn't. I did"

Korra looked up at the voice, but instead of a face, she was met with a blur of light. "Why did you paint my walls?"

"I'm right here, you're talking to a lamp."

A dark figure walks into Korra's line of sight. With all her focus and two heavily squinted eyes, Korra is able to make out the major features of this figure. Red shirt, black hair, condescending smile. "Do I know you?"

"No"

"Well why did you paint my walls? Red is an ugly color. Blue would be much better!" Korra shifted her body to the push-up position, attempting to stand, but ultimately failing and falling flat on her face.

"I didn't paint YOUR walls. I painted MY walls. You are in my apartment." The figure says with a laugh. "But I disagree, I think red is a powerful and fierce color. Blue just conveys sadness. Tell me, are you a sad person?" The voice asks.

"What? Why would I be sad? What about me is sad? I'm-" Although Korra had an immense amount of alcohol running through her blood, she knew better than to say anything about herself.

"Your what? Please finish your sentence. Did you mean to say, 'so intoxicated that you ended up in a stranger's apartment?' I honestly did not expect this. A normal person would have been out for only a couple of minutes and they would've been gone by now. You didn't even ask who I am. Is it possible that you don't care?"

"Okay, fine..." Lying on the floor, she gained what little focus she had. Korra had never attempted this before, but what's the harm in trying? She closed her eyes and felt her consciousness flow through her veins, after what felt like minutes she had identified an unknown substance in her blood stream. She had never bent alcohol before, but she was a master waterbender. With her expertise, any liquid was practically the same as water. She had guided the alcohol to her liver and instantly felt herself sober up. Although her performance was far from perfect and she was unable to get all the alcohol in her bloodstream out, it was enough function.

Korra rose to her feet, smiling at how easy it was compared to the first time. "Then what is your name?"

The girl in front of her looked surprised. For a moment Korra had believed that she had royally fucked up. 'Does she know what I did? Fuck, I forgot she was watching... If she knows I can bend alcohol inside my body then it wouldn't be much of a stretch to assume that I'm a blood bender.'

"Wow, you recovered quickly." The girl smiled, her shocked expression was replaced with a touch of amusement. "I'm Asami, your next door neighbor. You passed out in the hallway around two hours ago. For some reason you had locked your own door before losing consciousness, maybe you were going somewhere, but I don't know. What I do know is that you are a lightweight at drinking. If you do black out again, don't count on me to save you, this is a one time thing. I'm not one to judge someone's life choices, but if I were you, I'd try to quit or at least hide your keys when you drink." Asami said.

Korra took in every word that left Asami's mouth. It pissed Korra off that she had ended up in such a pathetic state. Now some random girl had to look after her. She was even patronizing her and judging her life choices. 'Is this the person that uncle raised?' Korra asked herself.

The waterbender furrowed her brows in aggression, "I appreciate what you did, but I didn't ask for your help. Next time just leave me to rot and mind your own damn business." Korra pushed past Asami and headed for the door. "Don't worry about me, I won't need your help ever again!"

"Wait." Asami called out, her sincere tone garnered Korra's attention.

Korra's hand squeezed the knob of the front door. She glanced over her shoulder and looked at Asami one final time. Korra hadn't noticed her appearance earlier, but spirits she felt like a blind fool. Her skin glowed like white jade, her eyes were a shade of light green that only plants in the spirit world could imitate, her lips were like the world's most delicate petals, and her nose was sculpted in such a way that she gleamed with elegance and a hint of innate nobility. Not even the world's most brilliant painter could accurately portray her beauty.

Asami took a slow yet graceful step forward. "Usually in an introduction you give your name. Unless you want a nickname? Hmm... How about, doggy? You sleep just like one, not to mention your manners... are that of an animal" Asami chuckles. Her elegant demeanor that Korra had once observed shattered within a couple seconds. As quick as a katana, Asami's face contorted into a patronizing smirk.

"I knew it! You are a weirdo!" Korra twisted the knob, practically pulling the metal off the door, but it did not budge.

"Hey name calling is hurtful." Asami said.

"Open this or I will water-smack you across the mouth!" Korra raised her fist.

"Calm down, doggy. Can't we be civil? Unless you really are a dog." Asami mocked. Her hand rested on her hip with nonchalance. "Plus there isn't any water here you can bend."

"Stop calling me that!" Unless she wanted to kill another person with her blood bending, Korra had to comply. Only Unalaq knew of her forbidden power. "My name is Korra!"

"Korra? That's a cute name. Korra, Korra, Korra. " Asami repeats Korra's name as if she were casting a curse.

"Now open the door." Korra demanded.

"You know... drinking is actually not allowed at this apartment complex? It's in the contract." Asami mused.

Korra sighed. "Why the sudden change in subject?"

"Well, before I was just gonna let you off the hook, but now that you upset me... You owe me." Asami took one step closer to Korra.

"You planned this from the start? Didn't you?" Korra said with pointed brows.

"No. How would I? Only a mastermind could predict this outcome." Asami dismissed with her hands.

Korra clicks her tongue. "Whatever, just tell me what you want."

"You see... My contract for this apartment is expiring and I'm running a bit low on money... For a few nights I could stay at your place-"

"The answer is no." Korra said, full of indifference.

Asami chuckled. "Funny, but I wasn't asking. If the manager happened to find out what you did, you would be out of a home, not to mention, who in their right mind would let an alcoholic burglar into their building?"

"Burglar?" Korra asked. "Are we making up lies now? I could accuse you of being a kidnapper!"

"And who would they believe? Me, a two year resident of this apartment or you? Did I mention that I'm friends with the manager?" Asami continued forward.

"Why don't you just ask your friend for a discount or someshit? I don't need a roommate. Are you even sure that I won't kill you in your sleep? We don't even know each other!" Korra was fuming. Who was this lady? And what did she really want?

"Oh, but that's the fun part! Plus Korra, you should understand that I AM as smart as I look." Asami giggled.

"You don't look smart! You just look pretty- ...fucking annouying!" Korra now spoke decibels above the normal speaking level. Clearly Asami was getting under her skin.

"I don't know if I should be offended by that." Asami took one final step towards the door. She reached both her hands under Korra's arms, trapping her to the door. The once confident and loud Korra was as quiet as a fly. All of her attention seemed to have redirected itself. Possibly to Asami's hands, her hot breath, or maybe even her body that was mere centimeters away. Most likely a mix of them all.

With a click, the door unlocked and Korra was free to go. "Meet me downstairs in the lobby tomorrow morning. I trust you'll make the right decision." Asami said with a smile.

Korra would give anything to understand what this woman was plotting... but then again, did she really want to know? She pushed Asami back and quickly ran out the door. 'I'm never drinking again!' Korra internally screamed as she scurried home.

  







4. Chapter 4

Summary for the Chapter:
            CH 4-5

          


    
    Korra tapped her foot against the carpet flooring. She regretted every bit of yesterday. A poor split second decision had led to an even bigger mess. 

Who would've guessed that deciding to drink away your problems, would result in even more problems than what you started with.  She should've been smarter, more careful and decisive, like her uncle taught her, but instead she had wound up in such a predicament that even a child would laugh at. 

Korra gripped the edge of her seat. 'She's late… How can she be late when she arranged this meeting?!' As Asami had advised, Korra had been waiting in the downstairs lobby since the crack of dawn.

In her heart, Korra felt as if she were making another grave mistake. For all she knew, Asami could be a hired assassin, waiting for the perfect moment to take her out. But the waterbender had no choice other than to go along with Asami’s plan. It would be pointless to fight against an enemy she does not know, so she'd have to wait for the perfect chance to strike. 

"Sorry, for the wait. I had a couple of phone calls to make." The chime of the elevator door, followed by the clicking of heels rung throughout the room; corrupting the once quiet ambiance. 

Without turning, Korra could easily tell who it was. She gritted her teeth in both frustration and excitement. “I hope you know what you're doing, Asami. It would be a shame if you regretted all of this later on.” Korra tapped her foot twice before abruptly stomping on the third tap. Leaning back with confidence, Korra spoke in a deep and chilling tone. “But I am a forgiving person, if you back out now you could walk away without any consequences. Whatever you are planning... You're in over your head!” 

Asami had picked the wrong person to fuck with. Korra was the student and niece of the most powerful leader in the Red Monsoon. Not only that, but Korra had unrivaled and unmeasurable strength. If any bender knew her capabilities, they would crown her the strongest in the city without an ounce of doubt. Anyone with her level of strength would naturally have a big ego, but Korra was good at keeping those thoughts to herself… most of the time. 

‘I wonder how her elegant face will crumble with both shock and fear after she realizes who she has messed with’ Korra smiled to herself. 

“Cute, but do you think I'm scared by your hollow threats?” Asami spoke with the same level of confidence as Unalaq. It was as if she knew the future was in her favor. Her confidence easily outmatched Korra's, throwing the waterbender off her game with only a couple of words. 

Asami took the seat next to Korra, crossing her smooth legs with the elegance of a princess. “Remember that I didn't force you here, you walked here with your own two feet. You are free to leave."

Korra bit back her urge to yell in a fit of rage. She bawled her fists with the grip of a metal bender. The veins on her arms and hands were as loud as fire on her tan skin. 

It was as if the Asami had her hands probing inside Korra’s head. Her condescending smirks, her flirtatious voice, and confident posture all put Korra on edge. Korra was trained in fighting. She could sink ships in her sleep, but this kind of work was out of her element. Korra was not a people person, she had a difficult time talking, much less striking up deals, and coercing people into doing what she wanted. If Korra could punch her way through this problem, she would've already. 

Asami took Korra's exaggerated silence and failure to leave as affirmation. She reached over and rang the bell in front of her. The old man who sat at the front desk finally woke up. His tired eyes matched his grey goatee. 

"Pardon me, it seems that I have dozed off!" He gives Korra and Asami each a long and individual squint. "Oh! You're the couple that wants to room with one another? I have your files right here, I just need two signatures and we'll be as good as gold!" As he dug through his messy drawer for a pen, he was unable to catch the nasty scowl plastered on Korra's face. 

"Everyone here is getting on my nerves," Korra mumbled to herself. 

Asami chuckled, over hearing what Korra had said, "Are you offended at the thought of dating me?"

Korra froze. The question had caught her off guard.  She casually turned to the side, getting a good glance at Asami. She was dressed in a casual red dress, paired with her tall black boots. Her curly raven hair rested on her shoulders, accenting her plump red lips and piercing green eyes.

"Yes," Korra spat out. 

"Ah, here we go!" The old man interrupted, running around his desk with a paper and pen in hand. "All set, now we just need both of your signatures.” He sat in front of the pair, setting the pen and paper on the table. 

When Korra failed to move, Asami took the pen. Her grip was relaxed and elegant, just like her handwriting. She was quick yet precise with her lettering. The name 'Asami Sato' was read in perfect cursive letters. 

“Now, it’s your turn, Korra.” Asami smiled with her stunning pearly white teeth. Her glow was on par with that of a goddess. Her beauty was worthy of worship. Her perfect face, her honey coated voice, her striking posture, all made Korra even more bitter than before. 

With a frown Korra swiped the pen from Asami and scribbled on her own name. “There, happy now?” Korra replied with immense bitterness. 

“Very much, roommate,” Asami smirked. 

Side by side, the two names on the same paper made one want to scream from the conflict. One name appeared as if a busy monk, from the ancient air temples, who had spent years training and studying the way of the calligraphy made time in their graceful life to etch a masterpiece on this lucky page and the other looked like the first attempts at teaching a newborn child how to hold a pencil correctly. The paper looked like a battlefield. Elegance and nobility clashed with unnerving and disgrace. It hurt to look at, but it was a perfect example of how each party felt about the agreement. 

“Very quick! Did you even read the terms?” The apartment manager asked. “You two must be really good friends!  I wish I had friends like you two!” 

Korra suddenly realized her mistake, “Wai-”

“Well, I have plans. See ya upstairs.” Before Korra could even stand, Asami had taken the page from his wrinkled hands and left the lobby. 

‘I’m really stupid aren’t I? Why didn't I read any of it?! I was too focused on Asami! Damn her! She knows exactly what she’s doing! I swear I'm gonna get her back!’ 

Korra rose to her feet, but before she could leave, something struck her. “Wait! Manager! Is Asami your friend?”

‘Yesterday Asami had said she was buddies with the manager, but they didn't seem to be acquainted at all!’ Korra thought. 

The manager replied, “Asami? This is our first time meeting.” 

Korra gasped in shock, “Hold on, how long has she been living here?” 

“She never lived here.. Are you okay?” The manager asked with furry brown brows. 

“I changed my mind,” Korra yelled. She looked around the lobby, but had no clue where Asami had run off to. The old man raised his shoulders in confusion. 

‘She was lying about everything! Holy shit did I just get scammed!’ Korra rose to her feet. 

“Where is she?”

The old man stroked his beard, “All I know is that I take back what I said earlier. I don't want friends like you two...Get your life sorted out.” He rubbed his bald head before returning to his desk for sleep. 

Korra ran back to her room, not bothering to reply. She took the stairs, not trusting the speed of the elevator. Her blood raced with adrenaline as she slammed open her own door. 'It's unlocked?!' 

"Empty and tasteless" Asami slid a delicate hand across the kitchen counter. "A few decorations couldn't hurt. If i'm being honest, I can't tell the difference between this place and a prison cell!" She giggled with a knowing smirk on her face. 

"You have my keys... I knew something was off when I came home yesterday. The door was unlocked and my keys were gone! You planned everything! From yesterday all the way to now!" Korra said with a fury of emotion. "Who are you really?"

"Korra, dear. I would ask you to take a seat, because this is gonna be a long one, but I see that there are no chairs. You never planned on having guests over?" Asami mused, circling around the apartment as if she owned the place. "That's the difference between you and me. I plan THEN take action, you just take action. Have you ever heard the phase measure twice, cut once? You just like to cut without thinking." 

Korra balled her fists, "What the hell do you know! Have you ever heard the phrase actions speak louder than words! If you don't explain yourself I will force it out of you!" Korra raised her arms and pointed her palms, taking up an offensive stance. 

Asami hopped on top of Korra's kitchen counter. Her pale, bare thighs against the dark tile. Her voice was as calm as the morning tide. "I don't think you'd want to hurt me, Korra. I may not be a bender, but I happen to be one of the most influential women in Republic City..."

"Influential my ass! I will crush you!" Korra spoke bitterly as she stepped forward. She was only a couple of meters away from Asami. From this distance she could land a multitude of attacks. 

Asami's green gaze wandered as she hummed to herself. She thought for a bit then smirked. Her eyes shone with greed as her gaze landed on Korra once again. "Is that what you told Tarrlok?" 

Korra’s heart dropped and her feet came to a stop, she didn’t fully react for a short period of time. She fiercely choked down a mouthful of saliva as she answered with difficulty: "H-how do you know that?"

"The real question is what don't I know." Asami crossed her legs and subsequently rubbed her chin as if she were recalling a distant memory. "Hmm let's see.. When your parents died, your uncle took you in. He trained you, but you were already a prodigy waterbender. You recently joined the Red Monsoon. The triad that your uncle practically leads. And oh yeah… How could I forget! You're a blood bender!" Asami's eyes glistened with ecstasy. Blood bending is the strongest form of bending, yet Korra, who possessed the god-like power was at her mercy with only a single sentence. 

'A blood bender… at the mercy of a non-bender? How exciting!' Asami thought. 

Korra turned pale in fright. She quietly stared for a while, before suddenly leaping forward with her right fist. "You knew all this and yet you still chased after me… Do you have a death wish?!" She yelled. Cutting the air on her forward strike, she landed a punch directly connected to Asami's face, the sound of cement crunched beneath her fist, but when Korra blinked, Asami was gone. 

"If you were just a tad bit less predictable, I would've lost my head!" Asami laughed from the far side of the kitchen. 

In a moment, Korra recollected herself. "Just tell me what you want!" She brushed the shards of tile off her fist, ignoring the mess.

"I was getting to that right before you tried to punch me!"Asami raised her hands in defense, she was taking this entire situation all too easily. "I am here to strike a deal. You know how deals work, right? You give me something and I give you something of equal value."

"I'm not a kid! I know the definition!" Korra yelled. 

"With your temper tantrums, you could've fooled me!" Asami retorted. "I want you to kill someone. Take him out and I will handle the rest. Simple and straightforward." Asami talked about murder as if it were a simple transaction, like buying groceries from the market. She was crazier than Korra, but acted completely normal. 

‘Who is she?’ Korra thought.  ‘And who does she want killed?’ Usually a human life, regardless if the person was an asshole or not, would be cherished. It is the most valuable thing in the world and yet she spoke about killing so casually. ‘Where did she come from? Perhaps she is from a triad too?!... But she’s a non-bender, that  would be impossible.. Only benders can join triads.'

Korra glared at Asami with question in her eyes.  "What's stopping me from killing you and erasing everything that you know?" 

Asami was surprised, she thought she'd have to dodge another punch this time around. "Well, what I'm offering is something only I can give you." Asami said. 

"What is it?" Korra asked. 

"You'll find out when you complete your end of the deal." Asami answered.

"How do I know this is not another one of your scams?" Korra's question brings a coy smirk to Asami's face. 

"I guess you won't! It's blind trust, but I'm sure you'd like to know something about the death of your parents! Even if it's just a slim chance."

"No way! They died ages ago, before you could even talk. Not even my uncle knows! You're bluffing, just like before!" Korra frowned. 

Asami burst out in laughter. "If you don't trust me, let me assure you that you're free to kill me if I don't provide my end of the bargain...There's no way I could talk myself out of that." Asami twirled a stand of raven black hair around her index finger. She looked dead-serious. 

Korra took a breath, thinking for a moment. 'I killed once before, I can do it again. Maybe this will help me get over my dreams and I can finally be of use to the Red Monsoon again. Plus something about this girl makes me believe her, even if she tricked me the first time, I feel like she's telling the truth. Or maybe I'm just really gullible…. Spirits, decision making is hard.'

With a heavy heart, Korra looked to Asami. "Fine, I accept your deal. But I will not hesitate to kill you if you try to double cross me OR lie to me again. Who do you want killed? Give me a date and a place and they’re good as dead."

Asami looked down at Korra, but with a more sinister expression and a heavier tone. "We'll talk more tomorrow, I gotta go now. See ya." She hopped off the counter and made her way to the door.

Korra took a step to the door. "Wait! Just like that? You're not staying?!" She asked.

Asami turned around and cooed. "Aww, did you want me to?"

Korra raised her voice. "No! I mean, you went through all that work and you're not even gonna.. you know what, nevermind." 

Asami smirked. "I'll tell you this much since you decided to trust me; I'm a scam artist. It's what I do for a living. That was just a simple trap to lure you in. Although I didn't put that much work into it" 

Asami grabbed the knob, setting one boot out the door. "I just spiked your drink with concentrated shir-shu powder to immobilize you, waited for you to take a sip next door, then cooked up some steamy lies and voulla. It's not hard work if you think about it."

"YOU WHAT?!" Korra yelled in both shock and betrayal. "What kind of scam artist uses drugs?! Wait… how did you even-"

"It's all about the mindset, hate the game, not the player. Night!" Asami darted out of the room without another word. It was as if she knew the exact second a person's doubt would set in, and made sure to leave moments before. 

Korra suddenly felt the weight of her decision set in.'Not only did she trick and poison, but she knows every detail of my life.' If Korra were any other person, they'd say no with a hearty laugh. What kind of idiot falls for the same trick twice? More importantly, what level of stupidity does one have to possess to trust a proud and experienced scam artist?

Korra ran to the door, scanning the hallway. Asami was nowhere to be seen.

Korra's mind was tumbling. ‘Hold on.. if she doesn't live here.. how was she next door? Wait a minute…’ Korra patted the sides of her pants. ‘She still has my keys AND the contract!'

"DAMMIT!  I screwed up… Again!"
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