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Summary: 
            Queen Bee Asami was worshipped by everyone in school. Well, everybody except for one—that nerdy athlete freak named Korra Imaq.
Why was she a freak? Well, she was keeping a secret and was accidentally outed to the whole school.
One day, her friends made a bet if they could make the freak fall for the Queen or not, and Asami indulged them.
But was that the right decision when it could potentially ruin her budding friendship with the other woman?
It wasn’t.
*My summaries suck!*

          







1. Chapter 1

Author's Note:
      Another story (whaaat?)!

This thing just came into me, and I could not get it out of my head, so I wrote it on a whim. Also, this isn't beta'd so there will be mistakes (which I may or may not edit later). I also don't have a timeline for updating this, so sorry about that.

TW: This has a lot of bullying and derogatory language, so if that's not up your alley, please don't read.

Enough of my ramblings. Hope you'll enjoy this enough to give it a try.

    


    
    Asami walked down the halls of her high school while everybody looked in reverence at her. They ought to bow down to her (only if the school had allowed that). She’s the heiress of a multimillion-yuan company and the Queen Bee of the school, after all. Nonetheless, the whole student body still worshipped her like the goddess that she was. Well, everybody except for one—that nerdy athlete freak named Korra Imaq.

“Asami!” she heard someone call to her. She turned around and saw her two bitc-, friends waving at her. “Wait for us!” Ginger yelled.

Her friends, Ginger and Jargala, walked toward her in a rush. Asami’d known them since the first year of high school, and they just clicked.

Ginger was a tall woman with bright red hair bouncing on her head. She wore a tight-fitting blue dress and a 6” stiletto. Jargala, on the other hand, was an average height. She wore a loose bohemian dress that covered her whole body. Black curly hair cascaded her back.

“Hey, you two! You’re a bit late,” Asami said in a high-pitched voice to show her enthusiasm, which was not her normal tone.

Jargala scoffed, “Well, if it wasn’t for this broad,” she pointed at Ginger, “then we wouldn’t be late.”

“Don’t point your finger at me, stupid bitch,” Ginger exclaimed. “Anyway,” she looked at her fingernails for no particular reason and continued, “the reason why we’re late is because I just had to take a look at Tahno and his gang taking turns on that freak!” When no one laughed at her story, she looked up and saw her friends staring wide-eyed at her. That was when she realized her mistake and immediately corrected it, “No! That’s not what I meant! What I mean to say is, they were taking turns pushing her up on the wall to make her confess who she banged the other night.” Ginger then laughed maniacally. “Like, who the hell would sleep with that freak!” She and Jargala laughed while Asami just raised one of her manicured eyebrows at the two and started to walk away.

The (literal) redhead continued to laugh as the trio strutted down the hall and into their classroom. Asami thought that Tahno and his cronies were a bit harsh, not that she would ever defend that nerd! All hell would break loose before she would be seen with her, but bullying someone like that was beneath her grace.

Once they were inside the classroom, they sat on their respective seats. Asami, as always, was in the middle where she could be seen by her subje-, classmates, so they could grovel at her feet.

A few minutes later, the door opened, and the subject of their previous conversation entered the room.

Korra Imaq.

A muscular, dark-skinned girl with long brown hair tied in three wolf tails hailed from the Southern Water Tribe. She transferred to Republic City High when her parents passed away, so now she was staying with Councilman Tenzin’s family. Or so the freak told them on the first day she walked into class. Not that Asami was paying attention. No, not at all. This freak was beneath her.

Why was she called a freak? Long story short, Ginger caught her in the girl’s bathroom, adjusting the bulge in her pants. That was right. The bulge in her pants. The girl had a penis, instead of a vagina, underneath her garments.

Oh, that was a scandalous day for the whole school. Ginger immediately announced it to the whole school, and that was the start of the freak’s nightmare. Honestly, Asami couldn’t care less what was underneath her pants, as long as she didn’t cross the Queen Bee’s way.

Asami was pulled out of her thoughts when she heard the athlete fall down on the floor. One of her classmates tripped the nerd, and the whole class laughed, including her, to show them she was with them.

The freak stood up and dusted her tight blue shirt, and went to sit at one of the empty seats in the back of the room. Asami’s eyes followed the other girl’s movements until she couldn’t anymore. She could swear she saw tears brimming in the other girl’s eyes before turning her gaze back to the blackboard.

The bell rang, and in came their homeroom teacher. “Good morning, class. Today, I will be assigning your partners for the whole year, so get to know them well and get along, okay?”

Everyone groaned except the freak, Asami noticed. Again, not that she was paying attention to the other girl.

Her teacher droned on and on, and she couldn’t care less who she partnered with. That was until she heard her name and the nerd’s name being called in a row.  No! NO FREAKING WAY! Asami’s eyes widened, and her jaw dropped, so she raised her hand.

“Yes, Ms. Sato.” her teacher motioned for her to continue.

“Mr. Chen, did I hear that correctly?”

“Yes. Your partner for the rest of the year is Ms. Imaq. She is a little withdrawn—no offense, Ms. Imaq—so I decided you’re the best person here to help her. Do you have any more questions, Ms. Sato?”

Asami’s heart dropped. Nonetheless, she could do this. Certainly, her reputation wouldn’t be tainted by having the freak as her partner, right? So she shook her head and answered no.

“Excellent. Now, onto our proper lesson.”

But Asami wasn’t listening anymore. She turned her head to look at her new partner and saw that she was already looking out at the window.

 

—

 

The bell rang once more to signal the end of the period. Her two friends started to gather up their things, but Asami stood up and went to the back of the classroom. She decided that she would do this with dignity. That had always been the Sato way.

“Hi,” she greeted.

The tan woman was startled out of gathering her things and let out an undignified yelp. “H-hi?”

“Asami,” she said while holding out her hand.

“Um, Ko-Korra,” the fre-, the other woman introduced herself back as she shook Asami’s hand nervously.

The heiress felt a jolt of electricity go through her body at the feel of the athlete's rough yet soft (how was that possible?) hand. After a moment, Asami let go of the woman’s hand, not minding that she held the other woman’s hand longer than intended. “So, we’re partners in Chemistry class for the whole year. I hope we’d get along,” she said confidently before walking away, her friends following behind her. Asami could feel the entire class’ eyes on them. She could already see the headline on social media later, “The Queen Bee and the Freak: Partners in Class,” but she found herself not caring one bit, unlike earlier. Maybe this could work. Korra was the only student in RCHS who was not treating her like a goddess. Maybe she could find out why.

After that, everything else was a blur. She only realized that it was lunchtime when they got to the cafeteria, and Jargala spoke to her. “So, that was an interesting turn of events.”

Ginger butted in before Asami could even reply. “Yeah. What the hell was our teacher thinking pairing you with that freak!”

“Well-”

Ginger cut her off again. “Ooh, maybe this will be a good thing!”

“Ginger!” Asami whisper-shouted and the redhead was startled. “Stop talking over me.” Her eyes widened at the realization of her grave mistake. No one talked over Asami Fucking Sato.

“I’m sorry, Asami! I didn’t mean to. I was just excited to share my plans with you!” the redhead explained, her hands clasped together in front of her chest, begging for forgiveness.

Asami sighed. She supposed she could let her pass. “Okay.” Her friend sighed in relief. “What were you supposed to say, then?”

The redhead squealed and jumped excitedly. “I was thinking, what if, your Grace,” she said with an exaggerated bow, “get close to her and make her fall for you!”

Asami gasped in shock while Jargala smiled evilly. The heiress, knowing her friend, had something wicked planned out already.

“Ginger, you’re a genius! An evil genius!” Jargala said.

“What are you planning?” Asami asked cautiously. She didn’t like where this was going.

The redhead cleared her throat, grinning. “As I’ve said. Our Queen Bee gets close to the freak, then makes her fall madly in love. After Asami gets a confession, then boom! She’ll break her heart! That’s what the loser deserves.” She laughed before continuing, “So, what do you say, Asami?” When she saw the heiress’ skeptical look, she raised her left eyebrow. “Don’t tell me you’re chickening out?”

At the challenge, Asami straightened her posture—because Asami Sato never backed down from a challenge—and said, “Of course not! What do you think of me?”

At her answer, her two friends clapped and planned their attack. They even placed bets on how long it would take Korra to fall in love with her. She smiled and laughed with them, but internally, her stomach was in knots. For the first time in her life, she was unsure if this was the right thing to do. Her consciousness told her that, of course, it was not. But the pressure to keep up appearances was heavy, so she went along with them.

However, there was one problem that Asami was sure would throw a wrench into this plan that she just now acknowledged—her secret crush on Korra.

 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thanks for reading. Your kudos, comments, and suggestions are highly appreciated.

        




2. Chapter 2

Notes for the Chapter:Hi everyone! Thank you for the support from chapter 1. I really appreciate all of you. 💙❤️

The only warning I'll give is that this is not beta'd, and I wrote this near midnight, so writing might be meh.

So, with that, here's chapter 2.




    
    
  The next morning was mostly the same for the heiress. Her life was routine, after all. She woke up at 7, got ready by 7:45, and arrived at RCHS five minutes before 8. Like clockwork, her friends would greet her and walk with her toward class, then sit through everything. She was a genius, so she didn’t need to study that much, unlike her subj-, classmates.



  Except, there was one thing not on her routine today, their devious plan to make Korra fall for her. It was Day 1 of Operation: Freak In Love. It was a lame title, but what could Asami do? Ginger was the one who came up with the plan, so she got to get the honor of what to call it.



  Nevertheless, as soon as the bell for the first period rang, it was a go. Asami went to sit on her usual seat, waiting for Korra to sit beside her, but the athlete didn’t budge from where she was. The heiress frowned at the fre-, other woman’s actions. No one makes Asami Sato adjust in this school, so why was she defying the norm? 
  
    Ugh, why did she have to be like this? 
  
  Asami rose to her feet and strutted into the back of the classroom.



  When Korra didn’t as much look up at her, Asami cleared her throat. The athlete looked up and flinched. 
  
    Finally. 
  
  “Korra, the teacher said to take a seat beside your partner.”



  “Oh, o-okay,” was all the tan woman said.



  When Korra didn’t move to get up, the heiress frowned. “I was waiting for you to take a seat beside me.”



  Korra was a bit shocked at what Asami said. She could tell by the way her blue eyes widened slightly. Not that Asami was looking at her mesme-, at her blue eyes.



  “Um, I didn’t know. I’m sorry.” Korra looked down and gathered her things.



  
    Good
  
  , Asami thought as she walked back to her proper seat. She glanced beside her and saw Ginger and Jargala giggle as they gave her a thumbs up.



  After an awkward moment, Asami decided to break the tension by talking to her cr-crush (oh, alright! Fuck. Asami will admit, at least to herself, that she really had a crush on Korra.) She sighed at her thoughts.



  “So…” 
  
    Oh, Spirits, this is so awkward, 
  
  but before she could speak, their teacher entered the room. 
  
    Thank you, Spirits!
  



  “Alright, class. Are you all seated beside your partner? Yes? Good. I want you all to think of a project that you’ll present at the end of the year. Then discuss it with your partner, okay?” When everyone nodded their agreement, the teacher continued with the class properly.



  Asami looked to her right and saw Korra writing seriously in her notebook. 
  
    I hope this goes well. Project and other things.
  
   At that thought, her stomach turned queasy. Inside, she was on the fence about this whole operation thingy, but outside, she exuded confidence that she’ll make the other woman fall for her easily.



  Letting out a deep breath, she turned her head toward the front and listened to their teacher.


 


  —


 


  Forty minutes later, the bell rang, and everybody got up and packed their things for the second period. Before Korra could escape, Asami tapped her shoulders. “Hey, K-Korra,” 
  
    Dammit! Why did she stutter? 
  
  Clearing her throat, she tried again, “Um, would you happen to be free this lunch?” 
  
    And why am I asking? This is so out of character for me!
  
   She glanced beside her and saw that her two friends were giving her a weird look.



  “Oh, um. Yeah. I’m free this lunch. Where do you want to talk?” Korra answered, not making eye contact. Asami smiled. She took it as a sign that the other woman was slightly uncomfortable talking to her because of her beauty and grace and whatever her other classmates told her.



  “In the library. Good for you?”



  “Y-yeah. Okay. See you later.” Korra said hastily. And without so much as a goodbye, she ran toward the door.



  Asami could’ve sworn that she saw her tan cheeks tinged pink a little. 
  
    1 point to Sato,
  
   she thought with a smirk.



  “What’s up with that?” Jargala asked.



  “Yeah? What’s with you asking where to meet? That’s not very Asami-like.” Ginger supplemented.



  
    I know.
  
   “Well, you two were the ones who wanted her to fall for me, so I was doing the right thing to do like how a normal person would,” she said with finality in her tone, so her friends would know she meant business.



  “Ooohh, I didn’t think about that,” Ginger exclaimed as they walked the hall toward their next class.



  The heiress scoffed, “That’s why I’m the genius, Ginger.” Jargala cackled at Asami’s proclamation.



  “Oh, she got you good, Ginger!” Jargala continued to laugh at the redhead’s expense while Asami just smirked.



  “Hmmp! So, anyway, aside from acting like a normal person, what’s your plan?” Ginger asked.



  “It’s a secret,” the Queen Bee said with a wink, then strutted ahead of her friends. She didn’t want them to see her face because for the first time in her life, Asami Sato didn’t have a plan. 
  
    But dammit, I will find a way!
  


 


  —


 


  By lunchtime, Asami still hadn’t formed any plan. She thought she would just go with the flow and wing it as she walked through the halls toward the library. Every step she took made her nervous. This prank was really a bad idea, but she couldn’t back down now. The heiress sighed before pushing the glass door of the library.



  Asami was greeted by the sight of the cheeky library assistant—a guy named Wu. The heiress didn’t know how he got the library job considering that you had to be a silent type of person to be inside the library, while he was the 
  
    exact
  
   opposite. Loud and obnoxious, not to mention flirty.



  “Hey, Asami!” Wu greeted with his obnoxious flirty voice while waggling his brows and leaning on the counter. As if that would make the heiress would entertain him.



  “Have you seen Korra? Is she here yet?” Asami asked, straight up ignoring his flirtatious greeting. 
  
    Ugh, why do I have to deal with him?
  



  The impudent person had the audacity to gasp and act hurt at her actions. “Ouch! Not even a hello for me. And why are you looking for that freak anyway?”



  The Queen Bee just raised her left brow, looked at him sharply, and waited for him to answer her. Asami Sato never repeats a question. Thankfully, Wu got the message and pointed at the back of the library while pouting like a kicked puppy. Asami only nodded, not giving a thank you because Wu didn’t deserve her gratitude, and strutted toward the back. She immediately saw familiar brown hair raised up in a wolf tail, and walked faster toward her destination.



  “Hey,” she greeted.



  Korra flinched as she was startled out of her reading. “Oh, h-hey. I didn’t notice you. Sorry.”



  “No worries.” Asami laughed softly to hide her nervousness while taking a seat beside Korra. 
  
    Damn, this woman. 
  
  “So,” she started. “Are you ready to discuss our science project?” the heiress continued with a smile.



  With that, Korra totally changed her demeanor, like she did a 180, and became a completely different person. Her crush straightened up, and her eyes lit up in a split second. Asami was sure she saw enthusiasm behind those usually downcast blues.



  The hour passed by in a blur. They fell into a comfortable discussion on what they were going to do for the year-end project. Asami found herself more and more engrossed in Korra’s intelligence. The way she talked, the way her eyes conveyed her every emotion. And the way her body moved whenever she got excited about an idea. It was different from her own’s genius, but it easily complemented Asami.



  Most of all, Asami found herself more and more deeply infatuated with the other woman with every second that passed. She never knew that this was what lay beneath the recluse woman, and she hoped to see more.



  “Wow. I think we have a great project in our hands!” Asami said excitedly.



  “Yeah. I think so, too. I think we’ll blow away Mr. Chen’s mind!” Korra answered just as excitedly.



  “Mr. Chen’s only? I think, no. I 
  
    know 
  
  that we’ll blow away the whole class!”



  “Oh,” Korra said, her shoulders slumping and her eyes turned downcast again.



  
    Oh, no. What did I do? 
  
  “Hey, are you okay?” Asami asked as she tried to place her hand on Korra’s shoulder, but she pulled it back at the last second, not wanting to overstep her boundaries.



  “Oh, it’s just..” the other woman shook her head. “Nevermind. Yeah, yeah. I’m good. Thanks for taking the time to meet here and discuss the project. It was nice. I’ll see you tomorrow.” Korra said rapidly as she hastily packed her things. Then without warning, her crush stood up and walked toward the exit.



  Asami was shocked by the turn of events. She couldn’t let the wonderful time she had with the woman end like that, so she, too, packed her things and rushed to follow the athlete outside. “Korra, wait!” Thankfully, the woman stopped and turned around to face her. Asami breathed once before asking, “Did I do or say something wrong?”



  “Well…” Korra lifted her right arm and rubbed the back of her neck—the action distracted Asami for a bit, and she gulped. How could she not when those biceps were on display in front of her. Those strong biceps that she couldn’t help but now think of what it would feel like wrapped around her. The heiress was pulled out of her thoughts when the subject of her daydreaming answered her.



  “I guess it finally sank in that you’re my partner,” Korra said.



  “So? What about it?” Asami was genuinely confused as to why Korra would panic.



  “Well, you’re you. You’re Asami Sato. Everybody respects you, straight up worship you even! And I’m just me, the freak. The “chick with a dick.” And I’m afraid I’ll ruin your reputation or, or drag you down with me,” Korra explained.



  Asami noticed that the other woman was really distraught about their situation, and yes. All of her concerns were right, but who cared? Everybody, but not Asami. No. Because she wouldn’t let that happen. So, she reassured Korra that it was okay. “Don’t worry about them, Korra. I know that our classmates hadn’t been kind to you, but I assure you that I wouldn’t let that happen and that they’ll treat you with respect.”



  The heiress expected Korra to agree or something, but instead, she scoffed. “Like you care about others. You clearly didn’t do anything while they bullied me or treated me like dirt!” Korra yelled at her. But her glare turned into shock when she realized what she had just said. Or who she just talked back to. “Oh, no. I didn’t mean any of that. I’m sorry. Please don’t hurt me.” Korra docked her head and her shoulders bunched, expecting some retaliation from Asami.



  But the heiress was just as shocked as her. Korra was right. She didn’t particularly care for other people, but she also didn’t try to use her power and privilege to stop students from bullying the other woman. She was complicit, and now she was participating in a cruel prank to save face.



  Guilty.



  However, Asami didn’t want to think of that right now. What was important was to assure Korra that she wouldn’t hurt her. She would think of the rest later. “Korra, it’s okay. I won’t hurt you. And you’re right. I have been complicit in the bullying. Thank you for opening my eyes.” She took a step toward the athlete, but Korra flinched. 
  
    How serious was this bullying that she flinches so much? 
  
  Asami took a step back, “I’m sorry. I promise I won’t hurt you.”



  Korra looked up at her with fear, but it soon turned into relief when she realized that Asami was being truthful. That she wouldn’t hurt her as promised. “Are you…you are…I mean, you truly promise that? You’re not joking or playing me?”



  The heiress nodded genuinely After talking with her for only an hour, Asami found herself wanting to be this woman’s friend. “Of course. I promise. And also, I want to be your friend, Korra. Can we be friends? I mean, only if you want to.” She reared back a little, realizing that demanding to be friends with Korra could be a bit too forward right now.



  The athlete looked at her suspiciously at first but eventually relented. She held out her hand reluctantly for Asami to shake. “Okay. Friends.” 



  “Friends,” Asami said as she reached out and shook Korra’s hand. That touch alone sent her entire being tingly from the contact. But the true prize Asami got was finally getting a real smile from Korra, albeit it was a small one. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Korra!”



  “Okay. See you tomorrow.”



  Asami waved goodbye, walked toward her own class, and did something that she hadn’t done in a long time. Smiling a real smile of her own.


 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thank you for reading. I know nothing much happened here, but I hope it's as enjoyable as the last one.

As always, your kudos, comments, and suggestions are highly appreciated.

See you next chapter (hopefully).😊
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Thank you for reading this block of text before the chapter.
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I tried my best to recover what I originally wrote before editing, so this re-upload is not on par with the first one I uploaded. Also, that chapter 3 was the first and only time I've ever used an AI.

Hope you'll still enjoy this version.




    
    Day 10 of Operation: Frea-, no, no. Asami wasn’t going to call it that anymore. It was day 10 of their budding friendship. During these ten days, Asami started spending more and more time with Korra, even outside of Chemistry class and lunch, which they dedicated to discussing their project.

So, the heiress’ routine changed a little. She woke up at 7, got ready by 7:45, and arrived at RCHS five minutes before 8 AM. Then, as usual, Ginger and Jargala greeted her and walked with her to class. The only difference was that it was now Korra sitting beside her during Chemistry class.

Asami would like to think that they were genuinely friends now. Korra even bought her a to-go cup of tea one time and made up an excuse that she got a buy 1 get 1 promo from the RC branch of The Jasmine Dragon (her favorite tea shop). The heiress relentlessly teased her all day. She  loved  seeing Korra getting flustered.

The heiress chuckled at the memory. Although she teased the athlete that time, inside, she, too, was a flustered mess. Every time they talked, Asami’s heart fluttered, then it started racing.  Ten days.  Ten days, and she felt like a high schooler having her first crush talk to you. Oh, wait! She was a  high schooler  having her first crush talk to her.

The heiress felt giddy, happy, elated, and whatever synonyms she could think of.

Alas, her happiness was cut short when Ginger intruded on her thoughts with her irritatingly high-pitched voice.

“Hey, Asami! Long time no talk, eh?”

“Hi, Ginger. Yes, it has been a long time.” Asami replied disinterestedly.

“So, how’s it going with our plan? I noticed you’ve been spending a lot of time with that freak. And I do mean a lot  of time  , ” Ginger said. That irritated the heiress more, as she didn’t want to deal with the redhead’s roundabout way.

Asami raised her left brow and looked down at her friend. “Yes, I’ve been spending a lot of time with Korra. So, what? You’re the one who planned this? Isn’t the point of it to get her to fall for me?” Even as the heiress said these words with conviction, she knew in her heart that she was having second thoughts about this. She just didn’t know how to back out. But she was Asami Sato, and she would find a way to get out of this mess.

Before Ginger could answer, Jargala butted in their conversation. “I told you, Ginger. She’s playing the long game here. Get that into your tiny head,” she said with a laugh.

Realization seemed to dawn on the redhead. “Oh. Oohh. That’s smart. I get it now. Sorry for doubting you, Asami.”

“That’s okay, but next time, don’t say anything that you’re not sure of. Are we clear? Yes? Good. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll have to go to the library. After all, we have a science project to discuss.”

She walked away from the duo, still hearing them bicker in the hall.  What did I see in those two? Korra’s a better company than them, Asami thought.

She rounded the corner but stopped when she saw a commotion up ahead. Asami peeked by the wall and saw Tahno and his gang surrounding someone.  They’re at it again. Wait! There are only a few people they like to bully, and only one they like to bully a lot. Her hunches were correct when she saw the familiar high wolf tail of her crush.

Tahno was looming over Korra. His right hand was propped on the wall, and his left hand was on his hip. Asami’s blood boiled at his intimidation tactics. She was about to step in when she heard Tahno speak.

“Do you think Asami is hanging out with you because you’re friends? You must be dreaming,” he said with his slimy signature drawl. His cronies laughed.

Asami stopped dead in her tracks.  What if they knew? What if Ginger and Jargala talked to them about it? The heiress panicked internally. She didn’t know what to do if Korra found out, and it didn’t come from her.

The athlete didn’t engage, so Tahno continued, “You know what I think? I think she’s just hanging out with you because your Chemistry teacher forced her to be your partner. Or worse, she hangs out with you out of pity. We all know Asami Sato is way out of your league.” Once again, his cronies spoke their agreement and laughed.

Korra just kept her head down, but the once defiant look in her eyes turned into defeat. Asami couldn’t take it anymore, so she stepped out of the shadows.

“Hey!” she called out. “What do you think you’re doing?”

The bunch of guys turned their heads toward her. Their eyes widened at her sudden appearance, clearly surprised that she stopped them. No one has stopped Tahno’s group before…until now.

“Speaking of the Queen. We’re not doing anything, Your Grace,” he said with a bow, his goons following suit. “We were just passing through,” Tahno said to Asami before turning back to Korra. “See you around, freak.” Tahno nodded in Asami’s direction before walking away, his goons following him.

Asami crossed her arms and glared at them until they were out of sight. Then she turned around and approached Korra, who was still hunched against the wall. “Hey,” the heiress said softly, afraid to scare the girl away. During these ten days, she noticed that the athlete would so much as flinch when she was startled.

“Are you okay?” As soon as those words left the heiress’ lips, she regretted them. Of course, Korra wasn’t okay. She just got bullied! So Asami quickly rectified her question, “That’s…I mean…I’m sorry. I know it’s inappropriate to ask that question after what just happ-”

“Is it true?” Korra cut her off.

“What?”

Korra looked up and stared at her with her gorgeous blue eyes, and Asami was taken aback by the intensity of her gaze. “Is it true about what they said? That you only hang out with me because you’re forced to or out of pity?”

“N-no!” she stuttered. “That’s not true, Korra. You know it. These past ten days had been the happiest of my life. I promise.” Asami poured her heart out, hoping that it’ll convince the other woman that her intention to be her friend was real. Apparently, that was enough when Korra relaxed.

“I know. I trust you.”

Trust. Asami felt like she was struck with a sharp knife to the heart with that word, so she looked down. Not wanting Korra to see the guilt in her eyes. Taking a second to compose herself, she cleared her throat and looked back up again. “Okay. I’m glad. Thank you for your trust, Korra. I won’t let you down.”  Liar!  She thought to herself.

“Thank you, Asami, for being my friend,” Korra said, giving her a small smile before taking her hand. Then she led Asami to Spirit knows where.

“Where are we going?” the heiress asked.

“Somewhere the other students wouldn’t know.”

Without a word, Korra dragged her out of the hall and into the courtyard. Then they headed toward the library, but instead of going inside like Asami had expected, Korra led her around toward the back of the building.

Asami noticed that the back of the library was deserted. Like it wasn’t being taken care of by the school. She looked around and saw bushes and tall trees, green grass and wildflowers covered the yard with its unruly appearance. She stopped to look at it. It was beautiful. But then Korra tugged her hand and walked them up toward a small hill behind an oak tree. Asami took back what she said about the yard. The scene before her was even more beautiful.

The scene from the top of the hill was breathtaking. They stood side by side, overlooking the green grass below, mixed with yellows and pinks and oranges of the wildflowers that littered it took up most of the space below.

“It’s beautiful,” Asami said.

“It is,” Korra answered.

When the heiress glanced at her side, she saw that the athlete was not looking at the view but at her. Asami’s face immediately flushed at the thought of Korra thinking of her as beautiful, so she snapped her head back to the front, hoping that the other woman wouldn’t see her blushing face.

Asami turned her head back to the other woman when she heard Korra plop down on the grass. The athlete patted the space beside her. The heiress hesitated. She didn’t want her designer skirt dirtied by grass stains. Clothes were one of her few vices, but she didn’t know how to tell Korra without offending her. Fortunately, the other woman seemed to understand her hesitation and quickly took off her blue flannel shirt without so much as a fuss and laid it on the ground for Asami to sit on. The heiress said a small thanks before sheepishly sitting on it. She felt bad. Maybe she could buy Korra a new one during the weekend.

“This is where I usually go when people start bothering me,” Korra explained when she saw the heiress was comfortable. “No one ever goes to this place except for me, so it kinda became a special spot for me.” She turned to Asami with a warm smile. “And now it’s somewhere only we know.”

Asami felt her cheeks heat up as she blushed furiously at the athlete’s words. She couldn’t help but read between the lines at Korra’s words.  It could only mean one thing, right? That I’m special to her, too, if she let me in this place? 

Asami reigned her emotions in as they sat in comfortable silence. You don’t deserve Korra’s trust! At least, not yet. A little voice inside her head screamed at her. As much as she wanted to tell the other woman about the bet, she couldn’t. Not right now. She was still thinking about how to broach the subject. And hopefully soon if she wanted anything deeper than friendship with Korra.

Suddenly, Korra broke the silence. “Do you really not get weirded out by me?”

Asami didn’t know how to answer that without offending Korra, so she hesitated, “No…well…” but she decided that she would be honest about this. She would start being honest with Korra, so she continued, “At first, I have to admit that I was a bit taken aback—shocked even,” she said. “But I quickly realized that it didn’t matter to me as long as you didn’t get in my way.” Asami noticed Korra’s blue eyes widen at her words, so she quickly added, “At least that’s what I thought at first.

“But getting to know you now, I realized, it doesn’t bother me. It doesn’t matter whatever is in your pants. You’re still a person that deserves respect,” Asami explained.

Glancing to the side, she noticed a small smile forming on the athlete’s face.

“Thanks for being honest,” Korra said. “So, now I’m going to be honest with you, too. The first time I saw you, I thought you were a stuck-up, prissy, elegant, beautiful rich girl.”

Asami blushed once again at the athlete’s words.  Did I hear that right? Korra called me elegant and beautiful! She thought to herself, not minding one bit about the other insulting words. Of course, everybody called her those things, but it hit different when it came from her crush/friend.

“But now I think you’re pretty cool,” Korra added with a lopsided grin.

The heiress scoffed, but internally, she was screaming with glee. “Cool?! That’s all you have to say?” Asami said incredulously, but mirth coated her tone.

“Well, yeah!” Korra laughed out loud.

Oh, wow! This was the first time she heard Korra’s full-on belly laugh. And what a beautiful sound it was. The heiress hoped she could hear it more often, so she vowed to make the other woman laugh as much as possible.

However, there was one thing that kept bugging Asami’s mind ever since they got to be friends. And since they decided to be honest with each other, she grabbed the opportunity to ask, “Hey, Korra,” the heiress turned to face her friend. “Can I ask you a question?”

“You already did,” Korra gave her another hearty chuckle.

Asami playfully slapped the athlete’s shoulder. She winced at the slight pain she felt when her hand hit the other woman’s hard muscles. The heiress couldn’t help but bite her lip as the realization of how muscular Korra was hit her. Clearing her throat, she asked her question, “How come you don’t fight back? When those bullies pick on you, I mean. You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to, of course!”

Korra’s smile dropped a little bit at that, and her eyes glazed over, likely lost in thoughts. Before Asami could take back her question, Korra answered, “I don’t fight back because I don’t want to hurt them.” Then the athlete turned to her, “I know it’s weird, but my teacher, Katara, said that I must not use martial arts to harm other people, and ever since…” Korra paused as if remembering something before she continued, “e-ever since then, I vowed not to fight back if they’re not worth the fight.”

Asami was surprised at Korra’s answer but still nodded understandingly, “I get it. But, isn’t that the point of martial arts? To defend yourself when someone tries to hurt you?”

“Oh. Yeah, I guess…” Korra trailed off. Her bright blue eyes turned a bit dull as if she was lost in some dark thoughts. And Asami could tell that there was more to the athlete’s response, but she didn’t pry—at least, not yet. She would wait for the other woman to open up to her when she was ready.

Instead, Asami opted to answer in a more lighter tone, “Well, I bet they’d go running if you fight back with all the muscles you’re packing. And I’m sure you have a bigger dick than most of the men here,” she said nonchalantly, but as soon as those words left her mouth, she realized her mistake and how inappropriate that was. So she blushed in embarrassment and stumbled over her words, trying to take back her words, “I mean…Wh-what I was trying to say was… it’s-,” she was speechless and the only sound that came out of her mouth was an embarrassed grunt. She turned away from Korra and covered her face with her hands to try and hide.

Suddenly, she heard a deep, hearty laugh from the other woman. “I never imagine hearing such crass language from you, Miss Queen Bee.”

The heiress sighed in relief. She thought Korra would be offended and wouldn’t be her friend anymore. So she retorted with an eye roll, “Oh, ha-ha. Very funny.” Then she turned around to tease Korra back some more, only to find her much closer than before.

Her breath hitched at their sudden closeness. Asami looked up, and their eyes met. The heiress could hear the thundering sound of her heartbeat at the intensity of the athlete’s gaze on her. And before she knew it, they were leaning into each other. Asami turned her gaze down at Korra’s slightly open lips, feeling the other woman’s minty breaths on her own.

Closing her eyes, Asami’s heart beat louder and faster at the anticipation.  Is this really happening?  The heiress couldn’t believe it. She would have her first kiss with her crush/friend! She leaned a little bit close until their lips were just a hair’s width away when the bell rang and interrupted their moment. Startled, the girls pulled away from each other, both sporting deep blushes on their cheeks.

“I-I’m sorry,” Korra stuttered as she got up on her feet, dusting her pants of grass and dirt.

“No, it’s o-okay. We should get going anyway,” Asami answered with a stutter of her own. She tried to stand up properly, but her legs were a bit weak from what just  almost happened, so Korra offered her hand and helped the heiress up.

Taking her flannel off the ground and hanging it on her shoulder, Korra offered a small smile and a “let’s go” before striding ahead. As she stared at her friend’s retreating form, only one thought crossed Asami’s mind.


   I’m fucked. 


 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          If you're still here reading this. Thank you so much for the support.

All the comments from the first upload of this chapter, I will forever treasure.

Hope to still see you in the next one.

        




4. Chapter 4
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    Asami found herself staring at Korra. They were at her house, or the Sato Estate, as the heiress liked to call it, doing their Chemistry project. The school lab was full at the time, so Asami offered her personal garage to work on their project.
  



  
    “Okay, now we need to place this conductor over on this plate, aaaaand…we’re done!” Asami exclaimed.
  



  
    “We did it!” Korra yelled enthusiastically, throwing her hands into the air before running toward the heiress. The athlete wrapped her strong, muscular arms around her waist, lifted her up, and twirled her into the air.
  



  
    “Hey! Be careful! We might knock the project down!” Asami warned Korra while laughing at the athlete’s antics at the same time.
  



  
    “Sorry! I’m sorry. I just…it’s incredible! I can’t believe we’re done!” Korra gave another hearty laugh while putting Asami down, but not letting her go yet. Asami wished she wouldn’t.
  



  
    “I know. It is,” the heiress answered. As soon as her feet hit the ground, she instinctively put her hands on the athlete’s broad shoulders. Her breath hitched when Korra looked up at her. Her partner’s blue eyes shone like the sea when the sunlight hit its surface. She took a deep breath and built up the courage to confess her feelings. “Korra…” she started. “Korra, I like you. So much,” she said, holding her breath.
  



  
    The athlete swallowed audibly, still holding her gaze. “Asami, I like you, too.”
  



  
    The heiress let out a sigh of relief. 
  
  Thank the Spirits!
  
     She finally let out what she’d been holding on to for so long. 
  
  But wait! That was not all I wanted to say. There’s something else. I know there’s something else!
  
     She thought. That something else bothered her. But then she felt soft, chapped lips on hers. Her green eyes widened at the sudden kiss. The thing she needed to say was wiped out of her mind. Asami reciprocated the kiss and deepened it, desperate for the athlete’s taste.
  



  
    After a few minutes of kissing, Korra pushed Asami away from the project and into the wall across the table, effectively pinning the heiress onto it. She couldn’t help the whimper that came out of her mouth at the athlete’s show of strength, and her right hand that was nestled at Korra’s shoulder was now trailing down the athlete’s toned back, going around to her hard abs, then down toward her her prize. The heiress zipped down Korra’s pants and put her hand at the helm of the athlete’s boxers. When she was just about to reach for her partner’s member, an alarm sounded in the garage.
  



  
    They were both startled and looked behind to see their project on fire. “Oh, no no no no!” they both said in a panic. But Asami stopped. There’s something wrong with the alarm. It was ringing above them but sounded distant at the same time. Suddenly, the athlete shouted, “ASAMI!”
  


 


  Asami woke up to the sound of her alarm ringing beside her. “Uggh.” she groaned, frustration seeping through her voice. 
  
    I was just getting to the best part!
  
   Ever since their almost kiss two months ago, the heiress had been dreaming about Korra almost every night. And every time they would get to do more than kiss, she would wake up. Frustrated and horny. So, every morning after a “Korra” dream (which consisted of her fantasies), there was only one solution to her dilemma: to bury her fingers between her legs.



  However, there was one vivid dream - more like a nightmare - that shocked her to her core. That happened 3 weeks ago. When she got home that day after eating a quick noodle snack with Korra at Narook’s, she listed down several possible outcomes after telling the athlete the truth. She ruminated about it until she fell asleep. So that night, she dreamt that she had confessed about the plan, and her worst nightmare had come true. Korra ended up resenting her and eventually leaving her alone. 



  After waking up in cold sweat, Asami decided 
  
    not 
  
  to tell Korra. She thought that if she prolonged their farce of a plan until graduation, she wouldn’t need to tell the athlete, she would be free from Ginger and Jargala, and it would be all over. Problem solved! And she could bury that secret. Forever if she had to. 



  Slamming her hand onto the alarm, Asami took care of her business in bed before getting ready for the day. She took a hot shower and put on her casual clothes—a black halter top with a red leather jacket, skinny jeans, and her red designer sneakers. Then she put on her makeup, brushed her hair until their shiny, and double-checked in the mirror to make sure she looked good. She opted for a more comfortable wear for that day because it was the first day of basketball season. Asami wouldn’t normally attend sports events as they didn’t interest her, but Korra was playing, so even though it was so out of character for her, the heiress would show her support by watching from the sidelines.



  Asami made her way to the dining room and froze. She saw her dad sitting at the head of the dining table and reading the morning paper with a cup of tea in his right hand. “Good morning, Dad,” Asami greeted with a slight shock in her voice. She wasn’t used to having him with her during breakfast, so it was always a pleasant surprise they got to eat together.



  Dad glanced at her and greeted her back. “Good morning, sweetie. You look better today than most days. Going out with your friends?” Hiroshi asked, turning his attention back to the papers.



  Asami sighed as she took a seat on his right side. “Yes, Dad,” she replied curtly. Even though he was there with her, it felt like he wasn’t. He was still in business mode, even if it was his only daughter talking to him. 
  
    What would he be like if Mom was still here? 
  
  She hadn’t gotten a chance to think about it when their butler came in with their breakfast. Steamed rice, cured meat, fried eggs, and a small kettle of jasmine tea.



  “Thank you, Lee,” Hiroshi said as he put the newspaper down.



  They started eating in silence for a few minutes until Hiroshi spoke. “So, where are you going today?”



  Asami was a bit startled, but she only took a fraction of a second to compose herself. “Um, today is the start of basketball season, so I’m going to watch.” She hoped that would be enough answer for her dad. But knowing Hiroshi, it wasn’t.



  “Hmm. Interesting. Since when did you start liking basketball?” Hiroshi followed up.



  
    Damnit! Why can’t he just let it go? 
  
  “Just recently. I think the physics aspect of the sport is fascinating, so I will try to watch how the players play.” Asami answered confidently.



  Hiroshi stared at her for what felt like a long time before he sighed. “Alright. I believe you.” Asami let out a sigh of relief, but then his father spoke again. “Oh, before I forget. Future Industries' anniversary gala is coming up. I already booked you for your dress measurement schedule with Huli. That’s later tomorrow. And I also want you to take that Fire Nation prince as your date, so tell him as soon as you’re able. Don’t let me down, Asami. See you tomorrow.”



  With that, her dad stood up as he dabbed his mouth delicately with the napkin and rose from the table, leaving Asami alone with her thoughts. She pushed her half-finished plate of food, her appetite gone with the way their conversation took an unpleasant turn. The heiress stood up, wiped her mouth roughly with the napkin, and reapplied her lipstick in the powder room before she headed out for the day.



  Ever since her mother left, Hiroshi became a different man. Cold and controlling, as opposed to the warm and caring father Asami used to have, that Asami now craved. That was why she put her walls up and learned to be cold and controlling of other people, too. Although, she did not blame all of those things on him. Part of her let herself be consumed by hatred and questions. Why had her mom left them? Why didn’t she stay? And most of all, why didn’t she take Asami with her?



  With a sigh, she filed those thoughts inside an imaginary box and buried it, hoping to keep it locked away forever.


 


  —


 


  As she walked into the school’s gymnasium, every student in the gym turned their heads to her. Asami could hear the murmurs around her. Mostly because it was the norm (people really did clamor over her), but partly because they were shocked at her attendance.


 


  
    Is the Queen really at a basketball game?
  


 


  
    Isn’t basketball beneath her?
  


 


  
    Then why is she here?
  


 


  The heiress ignored the students gossiping and just walked straight to the bottom of the bleachers. As she waited for the game to start, she noticed the energy of the crowd was a bit lackluster, maybe because their school was known for not winning that many games. RCHS had not qualified for the Final 8, as far as Asami knew. Well, she didn’t care for it as long as she’d get to see Korra play.



  Finally, their principal announced the beginning of basketball season and introduced the team. First, the new head coach: Lin Beifong. A tall, middle-aged stoic woman with sharp striking facial features. Korra said she was strict in her training regime and mostly a terror on the court, but what she was most famous - or infamous - for was because of the twin scars that marred her right cheek. There were a lot of rumors surrounding how she got those, but all of them were so ridiculous Asami didn’t care to know.



  The next one their principal introduced was the starting line-up. Kuvira, the team captain. Also a tall, muscular woman with tan skin. She had a beauty mark just below her right eye that had boys and girls fawning over her. Then there were four other people who Asami didn’t care about.



  
    Where’s Korra? Why isn’t she starting?
  
   Then the heiress saw the bench players trickle in from the locker room, and she smiled. 
  
    There she is!
  
   Asami was about to cheer for her friend when someone tapped her shoulder.



  “Hey, Asami! What are you doing watching basketball? I thought you said this sport was beneath you?” Ginger asked.



  Asami rolled her eyes at the unwanted interruption. “I’m here because I want to. Do I need any other reason to watch?”



  “Well, yeah. You’re Asami Sato. You don’t do anything just because,” Ginger insisted. Asami could see genuine confusion from the redhead, but whatever.



  
    Tch. 
  
  “I’m here to support my ‘friend.’ Is that a good reason enough?” Asami said, emphasizing the word friend with a quick air quotes gesture.



  “Oh. That’s right. I completely forgot.” Ginger facepalmed herself, and that gesture irritated the heiress some more. “Speaking of which, how’s it going? Do you feel the freak’s gonna confess soon? It’s been what? Two and a half months?”



  “Patience, Ginger,” Asami said while crossing her arms over her chest. She wanted their conversation to end, so she opted to change the subject. “Where’s Jargala?”



  “She’s getting snacks. That’s probably the only thing exciting that’s gonna happen in this game.” Ginger cackled at her own joke. The redhead was about to add something, but then the sound of the buzzer interrupted her.



  
    Finally! 
  
  Asami thought, exasperated. Then the game started. And as she predicted, Asami was bored out of her mind. What was the point of these people dribbling and shooting a ball into a basket, anyway? She didn’t even notice Jargala sitting beside her at some point during the game.



  At least Asami was able to watch Korra on the bench. The athlete’s changing expression on her handsome face was entertaining to watch, and she found herself smiling from time to time. Her friends noticed this, so she quickly turned it into a frown.



  “Don’t worry,” Jargala suddenly said.



  “About what?” Asami asked, confused at her statement.



  “You can pretend to be her friend and smile at her all you want. The whole school knows now,” Ginger answered for Jargala, smirking like a witch.



  “WHAT!? HOW??” Asami asked loudly. Students around them looked in shock but quickly turned away when they saw it was the Queen Bee yelling. Panic set in, her eyes widening like saucers, and her heart dropping to her stomach at this news. 
  
    This can’t be happening!
  
   Her friends laughed at her reaction, and that angered her. She wanted answers, and them mocking her of her cluelessness made her blood boil even more. “Don’t laugh at me. I want answers, and you better tell me right now!” she yelled again, her eyes filled with rage.



  That scared the two. “I-I slipped up! I was talking to Tahno, and he asked me what’s the deal with you and the freak, so I told him about our bet,” Ginger answered nervously. Typical of her spilling secrets with her loose tongue. When she heard the heiress tsk, she quickly added, “But don’t worry! I told him not to let the freak get a whiff of the plan. Yes, everybody knew, but they all agreed to keep it to themselves. In fact, they even placed a bet themselves!”



  Asami could feel a headache forming. The whole school knowing was definitely not part of her plan. This could spell trouble moving forward. Sighing deeply, she reluctantly accepted her fate. She couldn’t do anything about it anymore and hoped that she’d get through until graduation. “Fine. If I get an inkling that Korra knew, I will end you, Ginger. Got it?” Asami threatened.



  The redhead nodded like her life depended on it. “Yes, I swear on my life!”



  “Good.”


With that, Asami turned her head back to the ball game just as the whistle blew. Coach Beifong had called a timeout because RCHS Fire Ferrets were losing. Big time. And it was only the 2nd quarter. After the timeout, Asami let out a huge grin as she saw Korra enter the court, but her smile instantly turned into a frown once she heard the booing that ensued. These jerks! I hope Korra will show them she’s not someone they can underestimate.


  But that didn’t happen. Her own teammates wouldn’t pass her the ball. How could she prove she’s a good basketball player? Asami knew this tidbit because she watched Korra practice sometimes.



  After a few more minutes, a miracle happened. Korra stole the ball from the opponent and ran as fast as she could to the basket. Asami leaped up from her seat and cheered when her friend made the shot. The gym went quiet for a second, then the murmurs started again.


 


  
    Woah.
  


 


  
    The freak could do that?
  


 


  
    It must be a lucky shot.
  


 


  The heiress smirked. 
  
    That’s what you get for underestimating Korra! 
  
  She thought smugly. Bit by bit, RCHS Fire Ferrets chipped away the lead thanks to Korra’s pesky and relentless defense, stealing the ball left and right. She managed to acquire 4 steals and 4 made baskets off of turnovers in just 8 minutes of playing time. At least, that was what Asami heard Jargala say. The Ba Sing Se Badgermoles’ coach called a timeout.



  “Go, Korra!” Asami cheered from her seat. The whole gym looked at her. Before the heiress could think it was a mistake, Korra turned her head toward her. The athlete managed to find her amidst the large crowd, gave her a lopsided smile, and waved at her before turning back to Coach Beifong.



  Even after the timeout, the Badgermoles didn’t have an answer for Korra. Her friend’s rock-solid defense prevented them from scoring freely like they did in the first half, and took the lead. After 2 more quarters, the game was over. Fire Ferrets won, 80 to 65! The sound in the gym was deafening. Everyone couldn’t believe that they’d won! Asami noticed that even Coach Beifong was smiling, although discreetly.



  Asami’s smile, however, turned into a frown. Instead of hoisting Korra into the air, it was Kuvira they were cheering on and congratulating for the win. 
  
    That’s not fair. 
  
  Asami thought ruefully. She scanned the bench for any signs of her friend, but she was nowhere to be seen, so Asami excused herself and went to the locker rooms. That’s where Korra likely was.



  She needed to see her friend and congratulate her on a hard-fought win.


 


  —


 


  A few minutes later, she entered the gym’s locker room and found it empty. 
  
    Where is she? 
  
  “Korra?” she asked, her voice echoing back at her. She rounded the corner and called again, “Ko-” but her voice caught in her throat when she saw her friend coming out of the shower.



  Korra’s back was to her, clad only in a sports bra and a towel wrapped around her waist. Her wet hair was already up in their usual wolf tails. Suddenly, Asami couldn’t breathe at the sight in front of her. She bit her lower lip while her gaze slowly trailed down the athlete’s gorgeous back muscles. The heiress gulped audibly when Korra turned, and she saw the “V” of her stomach and the slight bulge just below the hem of the towel.



  She was pulled out of her blatant staring when she heard Korra yelp in surprise.



  “Asami?” Korra asked, quickly covering herself with her arms.



  Asami cleared her throat and closed her eyes, trying to hide her blush with her fist. Then she turned around before saying, “I was looking for you at the court, but you weren’t there, so I figured you would be here,” she explained, her voice a little shaky.



  The heiress heard the sound of rustling. Korra was probably putting on some clothes before clearing her throat. “Y-yeah. I figured they didn’t want me there, so I  bolted out of there as soon as I could,” the athlete explained.



  Asami turned around and opened her eyes. She was relieved to see her friend already dressed in a snug white t-shirt that accentuated her muscular frame. Her heart wouldn’t make it if she saw Korra almost topless again. “Well, that’s not fair. You were the reason our team even won. They should celebrate you, not Kuvira.”



  Korra smiled at her softly, “It’s okay, Asami.” Then she walked toward the heiress and put a hand on her shoulder. “Thank you, though, for appreciating me. That means a lot.”



  The heiress felt herself melt internally as she heard those words. Her heart swelled with admiration for her friend, but before she could confess her feelings, she took Korra’s hand and tried to drag her out of the locker room. “C’mon. We’re celebrating at Kwong’s!” Asami silenced any protest that she knew Korra would say with a raise of her hand, “ My treat.” She smirked when she saw her friend’s jaw drop in surprise before strutting away toward the door.



  “Wait! My bag!” Korra shouted suddenly just as they were exiting the room. She turned back and rushed to get her things before running back over to Asami. “Okay, let’s go!”



  Asami felt Korra stumble a bit behind her, trying to keep up with her long strides. Thanks to their brisk pace, they got to her car in under five minutes. She unlocked her car with the key fob and opened the door to the driver’s seat while Korra did the same to the passenger’s seat. But before they could enter the car, they heard someone yell.



  “Korra!”



  Korra and Asami turned their heads toward the source of the scream and saw a petite young woman about their age running over to them while waving her arm. Asami was about to ask Korra if she knew the woman, but her question died in her throat when the athlete spoke.



  “Opal?!”


 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
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    “Opal!” Korra exclaimed in surprise. She immediately opened her arms, and the petite woman threw herself at her friend, Korra wrapping her arms around the smaller woman tightly. “Oh, my Spirits! Opal, you’re here!”

“Yes, I’m really here and I missed you so much, Korra! How have you been?” the woman, Opal, asked excitedly, pulling back but not letting go of the larger woman, her arms resting on Korra’s broad shoulders.

“I’m good, I’m good. How about you? Oh, gosh! We hadn’t seen each other since we were, what? Fifteen?” the athlete asked, her face beaming with happiness. “But also, what are you doing here? Not that I don’t want you here…just that I…I mean, I-Why didn’t you text me you were coming?” Korra stuttered over her words, blushing in embarrassment.

Opal laughed wholeheartedly, her eyes crinkling in delight. “It’s okay, you dork! I’m here on vacation. Mom told me to visit you here, and also because there’s an important gala coming up that I had to attend. And because I wanted to surprise you!” Then her face turned solemn. “I’m sorry about your parents. And I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you.”

Korra sighed and rested her forehead on the petite woman’s. Closing her eyes, she answered in a somber voice. “It’s alright. I know you’re half the world away, and had your own life.”

Asami suddenly felt out of place. She felt like she was intruding on an intimate reunion between lovers. At that thought, Asami felt a pang of jealousy rise up within her. She wanted that kind of affection from the athlete, too. The heiress furrowed her brows. She didn’t know whether to interrupt or let Korra and her friend be. Ultimately, her possessive nature won. She was an only child, after all. Asami Sato didn’t share!

The heiress cleared her throat, and the  “couple” (  Asami cringed at the word, she hoped they were not really a couple  )  abruptly turned their heads toward her, and they finally -  FINALLY - let go of each other, both sporting blushes on their faces. From embarrassment or from the closeness they had just shared, Asami didn’t know.

“Oh, um. Sorry about that, Asami.” Korra apologized. Then with her left hand, she pushed Opal forward and walked around the hood of the car. “This is Opal. My best friend! We’d known each other since we were kids.” Korra beamed.

This was the first time Asami had seen Korra smile in pure joy like that.  I wish I was the one who could make her smile like that, too.  The little green monster in her head told her. Asami was pulled out of her musings when the petite woman spoke.

“Hi. It’s nice to meet you…”

“Asami. Asami Sato,” the heiress simply said while holding out her hand for the other woman to shake. As Opal shook it, Asami eyed her up and down, sizing the other woman up. She noticed a flash of recognition in the other woman’s green eyes, but it was replaced with her usual bubbly personality in a snap. Asami had to come back to that thought later.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Korra’s eyes filled with confusion at her subtle hostility, so Asami smiled at Opal fakely. “It’s nice to meet you, too. I’m glad to meet one of Korra’s friends,” she said sweetly. 

After the introduction, Opal turned back to Korra and asked, “So, where are you two going?” 

Korra was about to answer, but Asami butted in, “We’re going to celebrate at Kwong’s. Korra here was the reason RCHS even won the basketball game.” 

It seemed like Asami’s hostility didn’t deter the petite woman. She beamed at the athlete and said, “Wow! I knew you’d be a big-time player! I told you so, didn’t I? And you just laughed at me.” Opal exclaimed.

Korra rubbed the back of her neck, embarrassed by her friend’s enthusiasm. “Y-yeah, you did. But I’m not a starter! And I was just, you know, doing my role for the team,” the athlete said humbly.

“Oh, don’t put yourself down, Korra. You did great!” Asami contradicted her, compelled to lift her friend’s ego up and not be so humble all the time.

And this time, Asami got her wish. Korra’s face lit up with glee from her compliments. “Really? Thanks, Asami,” the athlete answered, giving Asami her favorite lopsided smile.

“Really. So…Kwong’s?”

“Yeah!”

Asami was about to get in the car when Korra spoke, “Hey, Opal. Would you like to join us? Since you’re already here. That is if you want to, of course.”

 Dammit, Korra!  Asami seethed internally, but she put on her best smile and agreed. “Oh, yeah. Why don’t you join us, Opal? I’d like to get to know you.”

“Really?” Opal asked incredulously.

“Yes. Really. C’mon. It’ll be fun!” Korra said with an adorable pout.

“Okay. If you two insist.”

 

—

 

And that was how Asami found herself seated across Korra and Opal on a booth inside Kwong’s Cuisine. They talked, well, it was mostly Opal doing the talking, about what Korra was like when she was a kid. How rambunctious she was at just four years old, and how the athlete would go home with scrapes every time.

Asami let herself feel happy and smiled at hearing these stories despite the pang of jealousy in her heart.

But then Opal had to open her mouth again, shattering what little happiness she had at that moment. “Korra, tell Asami how we met!”

“Oh, yeah! That was fun. So, Opal’s parents were expanding their company, so they moved their entire family south when she was nine. And Opal enrolled in Master Katara’s taichi class. She bumped into me and fell on her butt! I apologized, but then I saw her eyes brimming with tears, so I did everything to make her laugh again. We became best friends ever since.” Korra told the story with enthusiasm, acting out every word with her arms and body. Opal laughed with her, bumping her shoulder with Korra’s.

Asami let out a laugh, and smiled the whole way through, though deep down inside, she was seething in jealousy.  Stop it, Sato. You don’t have the right to be jealous. At least not yet. Wait until you’ve graduated and confess your feelings!  “That’s so sweet,” she simply said, trying not to let her jealousy show through her voice.

Their talk went on until Korra excused herself to go to the bathroom. That left Asami with Opal. There was an air of awkwardness that hung between them until Opal cleared her throat and looked at her with a steely gaze. “So, what do you want with Korra?” Her demeanor suddenly changed from bubbly to fierce in a snap.

“Excuse me?” Asami asked, incredulous.

“You heard me.”

“I don’t want anything from her other than her friendship.”

“Really? ‘Cos I’ve heard about you, Asami Sato of Future Industries. And those were not good things. Korra had been through a lot. From the bullying, her parents dying, and her Uncle treating her like dirt. And now she’s going through the same bullying she’d escaped from the South. I’m only looking out for her. She’s my best friend, so if you do anything, and I mean  anything , I will hunt you down.” Opal said with fire in her eyes.

Asami scoffed. “You don’t have to worry about a thing, Opal. I am Korra’s friend.” She tried not to show the guilt she was feeling. Then something piqued her interest. “Who are you, and where did you even hear about those rumors? If I may know?”

Opal smirked. She was about to answer when they heard Korra come back from the bathroom, and she became her normal bubbly self.

“By the way, where are you staying?” Korra asked Opal as she sat back in her seat.

“My whole family is staying at the Four Seasons Hotel downtown. You wanna come with me later?”

Asami saw Korra hesitate and then glance at her. The heiress perked up at the thought that Korra considered her feelings, so she nodded.

“Asami, are you sure? I know we hadn’t talked about our plans after this, but-”

Asami cut her off with a small smile, “It’s okay, Korra. Go spend time with your friend. Besides, I have something to do later.”

“O-okay. If you’re sure.”

The heiress nodded her assurance once more. She called the waiter and paid their bill before standing up. “See you on Monday, Korra.” Then she turned to Opal with a firm gaze. “Nice to meet you, Opal.” With that, the heiress grabbed her purse, and left the two at the restaurant.

Before she could open the door to her car, she heard shuffling behind her. Asami turned to look and saw Korra running toward her.

“Asami, wait!” Korra stopped in front of her, slightly panting from catching up to her. “I…” the athlete rubbed the back of her neck, which Asami knew to be a sign of nervousness.

“Korra, what is it? Did I forget something?”

“No, um, I…Thank you, Asami. And I’m sorry for the unexpected guest. It’s just…I miss Opal so much. She’s my only friend back in the Southern Water Tribe.” Korra explained.

The heiress gave her a soft smile. “It’s okay, Korra. I understand. Besides, we’d been spending a lot of time in school. You take this time and spend it with your friend.” She was about to turn back to her car, but Korra stopped her. Asami was shocked at first when Korra wrapped her arms around her, but she quickly recovered and she, in turn, wrapped her own arms around the athlete.

“Thank you, Asami,” Korra whispered in her ear. Asami felt shivers run down her spine at the sensation, and she bit her lip to prevent herself from letting out a whimper. Korra was the one to let go after a time, and Asami noticed a slight flush on her cheeks. The athlete cleared her throat and scratched the back of her neck once more. “See ya on Monday!” Korra yelled as she ran toward Opal who was just walking out of the restaurant.

Asami sighed, and waited for the two to be out of sight before hopping inside her car and driving away.

 

—

 

After going to the seamstress and taking her measurement for the dress she was going to wear during the gala, Asami drove back home and went straight into her personal garage. She shrugged off her jacket and put on her coveralls. She put her hair up in a bun before putting on her work gloves and getting to work on her pet project: restoring her father’s first car.

As she was working underneath the car, Asami let her mind wander to the events earlier that day, and there was one thing that bothered her. What did Opal hear about her? Who exactly was she? Asami filed that thought away in her mind, intending to research about the petite woman later, whenever later was.

Regardless, the heiress would not let Opal throw a wrench into her plan. Asami just had to survive until graduation, and then she would be rid of Ginger, Jargala, and the whole school, and she would be free.

The heiress finished working on her car for the day, and as she closed its hood, her mind thought of only one solution for her plan to work. And that was to distance herself from Korra.

 

—

 

For a few days, Asami stuck to her plan. She only talked to Korra about their project. She declined the athlete’s invitation to hang out after school and made up an excuse to leave early. She didn’t even go to another basketball game to watch and support the other woman.

When Korra asked her if there was something wrong, Asami would always tell the athlete that everything was fine and that she was just not in the mood to hang out. And Korra, curse her and her big heart, would always nod and say she understood, letting the subject go. Asami thought she could do this plan. That she could stay away from her crush. That was until fate decided to mess with her.

Two weeks after the “Opal incident,” as the heiress would like to call it, her father reminded her again to invite the prince of the Fire Nation to be her date to the FI gala. So, after fourth period, Asami went to find Prince Iroh II, her friends following suit.

“Oh, that’s so exciting, Asami!” Ginger squealed. “You’re inviting Prince Iroh as your date! You’re so lucky!”

“Well, he’s the one who’s lucky, Ginger. Look at who’s inviting him, duh!” Jargala retorted.

“Oh, right. He’s lucky to be in your presence, oh gracious Queen,” Ginger answered back with a high-pitched laugh.

After walking the length of the hall, the trio finally found Iroh standing in front of his locker looking and laughing at his phone. Asami walked up to him and tapped her heels. But the man didn’t seem to notice her, so she cleared her throat loudly. Iroh stopped laughing and snapped his head toward the heiress.  Good. That finally got his attention. 

“Your Grace! To what do I owe the pleasure of being in your presence?” Iroh greeted her exaggeratedly.

Asami scoffed and raised her left eyebrow at him. “Father told me to invite you to the Future Industries gala. You’d be attending as my date,” she said succinctly.

“Oh, that’s right! Mother also reminded me about that.” Then he bowed, and said, “I’m honored to be your date.”

“Good. I take it you already had the formal invitation then?”

“Yes. I think your father sent it in the mail last week. I just hadn’t had the time to open it yet.”

Asami was about to answer when she was interrupted by a loud thud coming from his phone. “What was that?”

“Oh, this? Tahno sent me a live video. I think his friends are beating the shit out of that freak behind the gym!” Iroh said while laughing.

“WHAT?!” Asami asked in shock. But she didn’t wait for an answer. She sprinted toward the gym as best as she could with her heels, and hoped that she’d get there in time to stop them.

When she finally got near behind the gym, she could hear sneering coming from around the corner. She took her heels off and sped up her run, only to stop dead in her tracks at the scene in front of her.

Korra was surrounded by three guys, and one girl. She was barely standing, her back braced against the wall. Blood ran down her handsome face. Asami saw Korra put her arms up in a defensive stand to try and block their strikes, but to no avail. Even if Korra was strong, four against one was still an unfair fight.

Asami was abruptly shocked back to the present when she heard the attacking girl yell. “You think you’re some hotshot just because you helped win us three games? Think again!” Upon hearing her voice, Asami now knew the girl was Kuvira. She grabbed Korra’s collar and shoved her hard against the wall while the three guys, Tahno and his goons, cheered. “Now that Sato isn’t with you anymore, we can do this again to you.” Then Kuvira pulled her free arm back to throw a punch when the heiress shouted.

“NO!” Before anyone could blink, Asami shoved Kuvira hard out of the way. Then she stood protectively in front of Korra, spreading her arms out to keep them away. “What do you think you are doing?! This is getting out of hand! Can’t you see she’s bleeding!” Asami screamed angrily at them.

Kuvira stood up and dusted herself off. “I see that you’re here to defend that freak, Miss Sato. You shouldn’t bother with her,” the basketball captain said, venom lacing her every word. “She’s not worth your time. Why bother?”

“Because this is just crossing the line! No one should ever be treated this way, regardless of what they are!” Asami couldn’t dare tell them that Korra was her friend, but then she remembered Ginger telling her that everyone knew their bet, so she continued. “And because she’s my friend. You all better remember that.”

Kuvira scoffed, but there was a glint of recognition in her eyes. She put her hands up in surrender and said, “Right. I get it. We’ll go.” Kuvira turned to leave.

Tahno and his goons followed, but not before the arrogant boy looked at her one last time. He winked at her and mouthed, “Great acting,” before completely walking away.

Asami let out a sigh of relief, but it was immediately replaced by a gasp when she heard Korra collapse behind her. “Korra!” She rushed to the athlete and kneeled beside her. “Korra! Korra, can you hear me!”  Fuck!  The heiress cupped her friend’s bloodied face and lightly tapped her cheek to wake her.

Just then, Ginger and Jargala arrived on the scene. “Asami, what happened?” Jargala asked, her eyes widening at the horrifying scene in front of her.

“Jar, please call the infirmary and send someone to help!” When Jargala didn’t move, she yelled, “NOW!”

That got the duo to move and run back to the infirmary. Asami turned back to Korra, whose eyes were now open. “Korra! Thank the Spirits!” the heiress shouted worriedly.

“Asami?”

“I’m here. I’m so sorry. This is all my fault.” Asami sobbed, cradling Korra’s face delicately. Then she added, furrowing her brows in annoyance and worry, “Why did you let them do this to you?! I told you to defend yourself!”

Korra only chuckled weakly.

“This isn’t funny, Korra!”

“I know. I’m sorry,” Korra said with a cough. “I told you they’re not worth it.”

“What in the world would you consider to be worth the fight then?!” Asami yelled at her friend.

The athlete smiled at her softly. Her blue eyes looked at her with adoration while she weakly lifted her left arm and caressed Asami’s cheek with the back of her hand, making the heiress’ breath hitch. Korra was about to say something but stopped when they heard frantic footsteps behind them.

Jargala and Ginger were running toward them with Nurse Kya and another nurse. “What happened?” Nurse Kya asked.

“Korra was-”

“Korra was beaten by some students,” Ginger interrupted her.

If looks could kill, Ginger would be dead by now with how Asami was glaring daggers at her while Korra was being carried away on a stretcher. The redhead gulped nervously. “Wh-what’s wrong?”

Asami just huffed and followed the nurses toward the infirmary. When she got there, Korra was sitting on the gurney, her head was already bandaged up, and Kya was now tending to her torso. Her dark skin was turning blue from the bruises she had received. The heiress stood there in silence until Nurse Kya finished bandaging the athlete.

“Okay. That should do it, Korra. Are you sure you don’t want to tell on those who did this to you?” Kya asked.

Korra shook her head and winced. “N-no. It’s okay. I-”

“Korra, why do you defend them?” Asami asked incredulously.

The athlete’s eyes widened in shock, not expecting Asami to be there, but she quickly recovered and smiled ruefully. “It’s not that I’m defending them. It’s just…if I tell on them, then they’ll do worse than this. It’s better if it stays between us.” Korra explained.

“This will be the talk of the school, Korra. Everyone will know!” Asami was irritated at Korra’s stubbornness. As soon as she let those words fly, Asami instantly regretted it. She saw her friend’s face get hurt by her words. Guilt ate at her. After all, this was her fault. She shouldn’t have distanced herself from the athlete. Glancing down, she apologized. “I’m sorry, Korra. It’s my fault you’re in this situation.”

“Hey,” Korra said softly. “It’s really okay, Asami.”

All that time they were arguing, Kya was listening intently. A knowing look passed on her face, but it quickly faded. The nurse sighed and turned back to the athlete. “Korra. If you don’t want to tell on those kids, then fine. But you know that we’re here for you, right? Tenzin and the kids, Bumi and I are here for you. We’re your family now. Remember that, okay?” Kya reminded the athlete.

Korra nodded, glancing down at her feet. “I know. Thanks, Kya.”

“Good,” Kya said with a sigh. Even if you didn’t have a concussion, you have to stay here and rest for the day. Also, you’re not allowed to attend basketball practice. Okay?” When Korra opened her mouth to protest, Kya raised her hand to stop her. “I’ll inform Coach Beifong about your situation so you’re not getting in trouble. Focus on getting healed. Got that?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Korra agreed reluctantly.

“Good. Now, I’ll leave you two here and make my report on this.” With that, Kya left them alone in the room.

Asami walked toward the chair beside the gurney and sat, taking hold of Korra’s hand. The athlete took her hand and laid back down.

“Thank you for being here, Asami.”

“Why are you thanking me? This is my fault. If I-”

“Why do you keep saying it’s your fault? It’s no one’s fault but theirs. They’re still gonna do this even if we weren’t friends.” Korra said with conviction, compelling Asami to blurt out the secret she had been keeping.

However, the heiress steeled herself and just nodded in agreement. “Okay. I won’t blame myself anymore. Just be careful, Korra.”

Korra smiled her lopsided smile, Asami’s favorite, and said, “I will. And promise me you won’t distance yourself from me anymore. Please? We’re friends, right? You can tell me anything that’s bothering you. Okay?”

“Okay,” Asami said, tears brimming her eyes.  No, I can’t tell you everything. You’ll hate me for sure, and I don’t want to lose you. 

“Good,” Korra said, her eyes fluttering with tiredness before fully closing. After a few seconds, the athlete’s breath deepened, signaling that she was already fast asleep.

Now that the commotion was over, the heiress noticed that Korra’s hair was not in its usual wolf tails. Asami couldn’t help but brush her friend’s long chestnut hair that wasn’t bandaged and tucked it behind her ear. “I won’t leave your side anymore. That’s a promise,” she whispered into the room.

Asami vowed to protect Korra and her secret at the same time. It was not like it could get worse anymore, right? The heiress sighed and leaned back into the chair. She stared at the ceiling, thinking, “ Just seven more months. Seven months, and this’ll be over.” 
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    The next couple of weeks were relatively quiet. During those weeks, Asami kept an eye on Korra like a hawk. Well, except for the times they were not in the same class.

Korra was back in good shape in no time, so she went back to basketball practice. Asami was worried that Kuvira might strike again, but thankfully, she didn’t. Although no one bothered Korra physically, the other students still did their usual quips.

They were also back in their routine. Sitting beside each other during Chem class, taking lunch together and discussing their project, and most important of all, hanging out after school. Or as Asami would like to call it, an “after-school date.”

It was on one of those after-school dates that Asami learned that Korra had a beautiful voice. Korra was waiting for her in the booth at the Jasmine Dragon Tea shop, and when the heiress returned with their orders, she heard the athlete singing a song while looking out at the window. She was mesmerized by the deep, soulful sound of the athlete’s voice. It was like heaven on Earth.

“I didn’t know you could sing?” Asami asked in surprise.

Korra was startled by her sudden interruption and yelped. The athlete rubbed the back of her neck and gave a nervous chuckle, “Y-yeah. Surprise? Also, you didn’t ask, so…” then the athlete shrugged.

“Wooow. So it’s my fault?”

“Well, yeah!”

Asami laughed heartily. “I’m just kidding,” she said with a teasing smile. “Seriously, you have a great voice.”

“T-thank you,” Korra said, her cheeks turning red as she shied away from Asami’s adoring gaze.

“Can you sing me a song?”

Korra’s gorgeous blue eyes widened as she was startled at her request. “O-okay? What do you want to hear?”

“Anything you’re comfortable singing.”

“Okay. Um, here goes.” Korra then cleared her throat before continuing to sing.

 


  Wise men say only fools rush in.
  

  But I can’t help falling in love with you.
  

  Shall I stay?
  

  Would it be a sin?
  

  If I can't help falling in love with you
  

  Like a river flows
  

  Surely to the sea
  

  Darling, so it goes
  

  Some things, you know, are meant to be
  

  Take my hand
  

  Take my whole life too
  

  For I can’t help falling in love with you
  

  For I can’t help falling in love with you


 

Asami couldn’t help but melt a little inside at the song and almost blurted out her feelings which she found herself doing more and more.  No, Asami. Wait for just a few months more. So she bit her lip and told Korra something else. “See? You have a lovely voice!”

“Thanks. Um, I think I got my singing from my mom,” Korra said, putting her forefinger and thumb under her chin as if thinking about it.

Come to think of it, this was the first time Korra had said anything about her parents. And Asami would take this opportunity to learn more about the athlete’s family. “Really?”

“Yeah! My mama’s a great singer. She would always sing me to sleep. I remember that her voice always put me at ease, so when I was old enough, I asked her to teach me. That was our bonding time. And that was the only time she could make me stay in place.” Korra said with a small chuckle, her eyes glazing over, probably lost in the memory of her parents.

Asami reached out to hold Korra’s hand, and smiled at her. “That’s lovely. I wish I could meet her.”

“I wish you could meet her, too.” Korra answered with a sad smile, her eyes brimming with tears. Then Korra looked at her, squeezed her hand and said, “How about you? What’s your mom like?”

“Oh,” was what Asami could only answer. She wasn’t ready for this conversation, so she didn’t know what to say.

Korra must’ve noticed her nervousness, so she quickly tried to take back her question. “You don’t have to answer if you’re uncomfortable.”

Asami shook her head. “It’s okay. I just wasn’t prepared for it. My mom, she…she left us when I was a kid.” The heiress looked away, ashamed that her mom didn’t love her enough to take her wherever she was going.

“Hey. It’s okay, Asami.” Korra let go of her hand. Asami was confused until she felt the seat beside her dip. Then she felt Korra’s strong and warm arms around her. Asami turned her head to her friend and saw Korra smile warmly at her, and the ache in her heart eased a little.

Asami leaned her shoulder on the athlete’s shoulder and continued her story. “My mom was an architect, and a talented one at that. For as long as I remember, I always wanted to be one because of her. When I was 7, she taught me how buildings are built. We spent the day going over her plans and blueprints.” The heiress chuckled. “Dad was looking for us the whole day, and didn’t think to look for us in Mom’s study. He was this close to calling the police.” Asami held out her hand, her forefinger and thumb almost touching, leaving just enough space to emphasize her point.

Her smile left her as she told her the next part, “Then the next month, Mom left. Everything changed after that. I resented my mom and architecture, so I turned to engineering instead. But then, Dad became a different man.” Asami shivered at the memory of Hiroshi drinking himself to sleep night after night, then taking it out on her verbally. “He’d say nasty things to me whenever my grades weren't good enough for him, or when my choices didn’t align with his expectations.”

The heiress didn’t know why she was telling Korra this story. She always had her guard up, and didn’t trust anyone enough to admit these things.  Well, Korra’s different from any people you’ve met,  the voice in her head told her. And Asami realized that voice was right. Korra’s kind heart melted her ice cold ones. She was pulled out of her inner thoughts when she felt Korra pulled away.

“Asami,” Korra interrupted her, trepidation laced in her voice.

But Asami didn’t want Korra’s pity, so she cut her off quickly. “Don’t worry. He’s not like that anymore.” Of course, he wasn’t. Asami made sure he wouldn’t have anything to say to her anymore. She became the obedient daughter. The perfect heiress of Hiroshi Sato. Became the cold-hearted bitch that she presented on the outside. But she would not tell Korra that.

“Okay. If you say so.” Then Korra put her in a tight side hug. “But you know you can tell me anything, right?”

The heiress rested her head on the athlete’s shoulder once again. “Thank you.” Then she chuckled, “You know you’re too good to me, right?”

“I’m just being a good friend.” Korra said simply while rubbing comforting circles on her shoulder. “Asami?”

“Hmm?”

“Can I ask you a question?”

“You already did.” Asami answered with a giggle, recalling when Korra said that to her when they were at the athlete’s secret spot all those months ago.

“Yeah, yeah,” Korra said with an eyeroll. “But seriously, I’m curious about something, and I wanna ask you. I was just afraid that you’d get offended.”

Korra’s tone was serious, and that caught Asami’s attention. “What is it?”

“Is that why you’ve been hanging out with Ginger and Jargala? No offense if you really think of them as friends.”

Asami chuckled with a sigh. “To be honest, I also don’t know. Maybe because they were the only people Dad approved of. They came from prominent families, after all.”

And it was true. Ginger came from a family of actors, and Jargala came from a family of politicians. Asami knew that Hiroshi would praise her for befriending these very influential girls, so she did, and that was her opening to gaining popularity at school. Aside from her family name, and wealth, Asami did all she could to be at the top.

“I understand,” Korra answered simply. The athlete hugged Asami tighter and then put her head on the heiress’ head.

Their conversation lulled in comfortable silence. Asami felt comfortable being held by Korra’s strong arms around her. It was funny, really, to be held like this. She was the one who vowed to protect Korra from the jerks at school, but Asami felt like she was the one being protected from the world. Then her eyes widened when she realized they were cuddling! In a very public space, too! Her face flushed.

Suddenly, the heiress cleared her throat, and reluctantly pushed herself away from the warmth of Korra’s body. “I’m sorry for that slight sob story. I didn’t mean for our conversation to turn out this way.” 

“Don’t be sorry, ‘Sami. It’s fine if we talk about these things sometimes,” the athlete said with a laugh, her eyes crinkling in delight.

 ‘Sami? Where did that come from? Nonetheless, Asami felt her heart fluttering at the sound of her new nickname coming out of Korra’s lips, and found herself smiling at the thought. “Oh, um, yes. You’re right,” she said, trying to hide her giddiness.

“It’s getting late. We need to go home,” Korra suddenly said, a hint of disappointment in her voice. Oh, how Asami wanted to tell Korra that they should damn curfew and spend the night together.

But they couldn’t, so Asami just nodded and got her purse to pay. Which got them to bicker as usual on who was going to pay for their food. In which, as usual, Asami won.

They went out of the tea shop, and walked side by side in comfortable silence, their shoulders occasionally brushed. Just before they parted ways, Korra unexpectedly took her hand and gently kissed her cheek. Asami was a bit surprised at the athlete’s impulsive action, and when she turned to look at her, Korra was smiling at her with that damn lopsided smile of hers before waving goodbye. All Asami could do was stand there in shock as she heard Korra’s laughter gradually fade away into the distance. She tenderly touched her right cheek, and swore that she could still feel the lingering warmth of Korra’s lips on her flushed skin.

Asami walked toward her house with a dumb smile on her lips.
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  The night of the gala finally came, and even before it started, Asami wanted it to be over already.



  Iroh was already at their mansion to pick her up, but the heiress didn’t care if he was waiting for a while.



  Asami looked at herself in the mirror. She was wearing an ankle-length qi-pao with a high collar that hugged her slender figure, and a side slit that slightly revealed her long leg. She turned her body a little bit to the left, and the gown’s fabric shimmered with her every movement. Intricate gold details adorned her collar. She completed her ensemble with her gold earrings and necklace. And last but not least, she wore matching red heels.



  Then she turned her gaze to her made up face. As usual, her makeup skills were unmatched by any of her peers. She put on a light, natural-looking foundation, and a slight blush on her cheeks. For her eyes, she applied cat-eyes sharp enough to kill a man, with a gentle sweep of her signature purple eyeshadow that complemented her green eyes. Finally, she adorned her lips with a deep red lipstick that would make any person swoon at the sight. It was unfortunate that the only person in the world she wanted to make swoon wasn’t there.



  Contented with her appearance, she grabbed her purse and went down to the living room where her date was waiting. Iroh stood up, turned around when he heard her footsteps and was immediately star-struck upon seeing her. She didn’t care, though. He wasn’t the one she wanted to look good for.



  Taking a one over at the prince, Asami saw that he was wearing a crisp red suit with a black tie. The heiress figured that he wanted their colors to match, so he wore something red. Or maybe because he was wearing Fire Nation national colors. Again, Asami didn’t care.



  Stepping beside Iroh, Asami asked the still awe-struck prince, “Shall we go?”



  Iroh snapped his jaw shut and cleared his throat. “Y-yeah. You look beautiful, Asami.” Then he held out his elbow for her to take.



  Asami took it hesitantly. She didn’t want to be rude. Not right before the gala. Her father wouldn’t approve, so she just nodded her thanks.



  After a few more moments, and they were on their way to Republic City Four Seasons Hotel.


 


  —


 


  The white limousine carrying them arrived at exactly 7 PM. Iroh got out of the car first and held a chivalrous hand out to the heiress. Asami took it, and as soon as she stepped out of the vehicle, a barrage of camera flashes surrounded her from the vulture-like paparazzi that was there to capture the moment.



  Asami smiled and waved a little at them, as was the norm. Questions were given out, and Asami gave short and concise answers. If it were up to the heiress, she wouldn’t give a damn about them.



  Finally, after what felt like hours, they arrived at the door. The doorman welcomed them and opened the double doors of the hotel. An air of revelry welcomed them as soon as they stepped foot inside. People in dresses and suits were chattering and mingling about.



  Asami swung her head around trying to find her father amongst the crowd. When she found him, she let Iroh’s arm go and walked up to Hiroshi.



  “Asami? Where are you going?” Iroh asked her as she walked away. But Asami ignored him. She would rather spend time with her father than with the prince. He didn’t have any substance up in the head, and she got bored during their car ride. Prince Iroh was the epitome of all looks and no brain.



  “Dad!” Asami yelled across the hall. Hiroshi turned around and gave her a curt smile when he saw her.



  “Asami. How’s the ride? And where is Prince Iroh?” Hiroshi greeted her with a kiss on both cheeks.



  “The ride’s fine, Dad. And Iroh’s there,” Asami pointed behind her and saw that the prince was already flirting with some girl. 
  
    Huh, thank goodness he’s not gonna be with me for long.
  



  “Asami,” Hiroshi seethed. “You were supposed to be his date! Why did you leave him?”



  “Because I wanted to greet you. Is that a bad thing?” Asami retorted. She tried her best not to blow up in front of the whole crowd.



  Hiroshi sighed. “Asami. You should’ve taken him with you then!” The crowd around them turned their heads toward them. Her father forced a smile and placated his guests before turning back to Asami. “Well, it’s too late now. This is what you’ll do; you go back to him and mingle with these people with him in your arm. For the whole night. Got it?”



  The heiress gritted her teeth as she answered, “Yes, Father,” then she walked away. Asami swallowed her anger as she stomped her way back to Iroh. She cleared her throat to get the prince’s attention.



  “Oh, hey. I thought I lost you in the sea of people.” Iroh said with a chuckle.



  
    Yeah, right.
  
   Asami rolled her eyes, and crossed her arms. “You didn’t lose me, I deliberately separated myself from you. However, Dad told me that you have to stick by my side for the entire night. So, I’m sorry if you want to flirt with some girls here, but you’re stuck with me.”



  “No worries, Asami. I’m just sorry that you’re being forced to be my date. I thought that this is what you want,” the prince sighed in defeat.



  Thank goodness he knew and understood. That would make the heiress’ life easier. “Good. Let’s go to the ballroom then.”


 


  —


 


  Once they were inside the ballroom, people immediately turned their attention to them. Asami heard their murmurs once again, and she was so not in the mood to hear these rumors, so she dragged Iroh across the hall to one of the tables. The heiress took a seat, put her fist on her left cheek and sulked. She knew that she was acting like a spoiled brat. Then something caught the corner of her eye.



  Opal.



  Korra’s other best friend was here, wearing an elegant sparkling green dress. 
  
    So this was the gala she was talking about back then. I should’ve known. Ugh! 
  
  Asami’s mood turned even more sour than it already was. Just as she was about to stand up and drag Iroh somewhere else, her heart stopped.



  There beside Opal was a dark-skinned muscular woman dressed in a crisp, dark green three-piece suit. Her dark brown hair was tied up in a bun. Asami suddenly stood up and approached the woman.



  “Korra?”



  The woman turned around and Asami’s breath caught in her throat when she saw the athlete’s familiar blue eyes. Korra smiled that damn lopsided grin of hers that the heiress adored so much it made her stomach flutter.



  “Asami!”



  “Wh-what are you doing here?” Asami asked, incredulous. The heiress hesitantly put her hands on Korra’s shoulders.



  “Oh! Opal,” Korra pointed her thumb in Opal’s direction, “invited me to be her plus one. I didn’t want to come at first, but then I realized I could surprise you, so…Here I am! Ta-da!” The athlete said with a flail and her charming smile.



  Asami almost laughed at Korra’s antics. 
  
    Almost
  
  . But she didn’t when Opal took the athlete’s hand in hers.



  “Woah. Take it down a notch, champ,” Opal said with a laugh while she intertwined their hands. Then she stared daggers at Asami and gave her a fake smile. “Korra here is my 
  
    date
  
  . And I’ll be taking her with me wherever I go,” the petite woman said, her voice laced with poison. Korra was looking back and forth between them, confusion was evident in her eyes. Before the athlete could voice her concerns, Opal continued with her tirade. “We’ll be going now. Happy anniversary to Future Industries.”



  “Oof.” Korra almost tripped when the petite woman dragged her away from the heiress. “See you later, ‘Sami!”



  Asami was seething by the time Iroh caught up to her. “Asami? Are you okay?”



  
    NO!
  
   Asami wanted to shout. Instead, she kept her mouth shut and huffed and stomped her way toward the balcony furthest from everybody. If she was of legal age of drinking, she would’ve taken a bottle and drank herself stupid.



  She didn’t know how long she sat on one of the seats, sulking, but the next thing she knew, someone was clearing their throat behind her. “Asami?”



  The heiress was startled out of her sulking when she heard Korra’s voice. “Korra! Hi.”



  “Hey. I’ve been looking all over for you. Why are you out here?”



  “Oh. You’re looking for me? Why?”



  “Why wouldn’t I not?”



  Asami was getting frustrated at getting questions for answers, so she sighed as not to snap at her friend. “Because Opal got you in her clutches, and based on what happened earlier, I thought she wouldn’t let you go.”



  “That…well…I kinda sneaked out from her while she was busy entertaining her brothers to look for you cos I wanna check up on you. Thought I’d rescue you from your date,” Korra answered, rubbing the back of her neck. 



  The heiress felt herself getting flustered at Korra’s answer. “Oh. Thank you?”



  Korra laughed softly. “They’re dancing inside now, so…May I have this dance?” Then the athlete bowed and held out her hand. Then she pulled her hand back as if she was burned. “Unless you don’t want to. I mean…that’s fine with me, too…”



  Asami’s cheeks flushed as she chuckled at the goof in front of her and quickly took Korra’s hand and said, “Yes. You may.”



  Korra’s face lit up as she straightened her back and held her hand. Then she put her left hand on Asami’s waist and gently pulled her closer. The heiress, in turn, put her hands around the athlete’s neck as they started swaying to the muffled sound of the music inside the hall.



  After a little while, Asami noticed that their swaying had a rhythm to it. They were not swaying for the sake of swaying, so curiosity got the best of her and asked, “Wow. You surely know how to dance. Where did you learn?”



  Korra looked away briefly, but returned her gaze back to the heiress. “My dad. He taught me how.”



  “Really?”



  “Yeah. He was supposed to be the next chieftain of the Southern Water Tribe, you see…so he taught me some sort of “high society ethics,” or whatever, so…” Korra trailed off with a faraway look in her eyes.



  Asami’s eyes widened in shock. “Really?” She felt like a broken record asking that again.



  “Yeah.” There was sadness in Korra’s ocean-blue eyes now. And something else. The heiress realized it was guilt. But before Asami could ask, Korra turned her gaze back to her and spoke. “You look beautiful.”



  Asami felt her whole face burn at Korra’s sudden compliment. “T-thank you. You look dashing.” She returned the compliment. Korra’s blue eye’s turned even more blue (
  
    how is that possible?)
  
   as she gave the heiress another lopsided smile, but before she could get lost in them, Asami changed the subject. “By the way, wouldn’t Opal be searching for you?”



  “Yep!” Korra said the ‘p’ with a pop, finality evident in her tone. “I’m sure. Don’t worry about Opal. Let’s just try and enjoy this little peace we have cos I’m sure you didn’t want to be in there with the stuffy people. Right?” the athlete asked smugly.



  “Okay, you’re right!” Asami laughed and let her friend lead her in the dance again. She just had put her head back on Korra’s shoulder (It was a bit hard with the height difference, but Asami didn’t mind. She thought it was cute.) when the athlete spoke up again. “Speaking of Opal. The reason I left her with her brothers was because she was getting on my nerves a bit. She was insisting I avoid you from now on.”


The heiress stiffened in Korra’s arms. Had Opal finally found out? Shit! This is not good. Asami was panicking internally, but she tried her best not to let her voice break as she asked, “W-what did she say?”


  “Oh, um, that I should not, and cannot trust you. She said that you’re not what I think you are because she heard things about you.” 



  Asami released a breath she didn’t know she was holding when she heard Korra’s words. The heiress thought that Opal would say much more than that. However, as an engineer and a person of logic, Asami didn’t think that the petite woman would know the secret bet. She was not even a student of RCHS. The heiress laughed. Internally, of course.



  Korra must’ve noticed the change in her posture, so she pulled back a little, caressed her face and looked Asami in the eyes. “Don’t worry. I told her you’re not like that at all. If she doesn’t like you, it’s her problem. Although, I’m still gonna talk to her and make her understand.”



  Asami was a bit mortified even in the comfort of Korra’s hands. She didn’t want Opal to hate her more and thus would make her snoop around, and find out the 
  
    only
  
   thing that could be used against the heiress. “You don’t need to do that, Korra. Opal’s entitled to her own opinion, you know.”



  “But-”



  “That’s my decision. And besides, I don’t want to be the one to put a rift in your friendship. Okay?”



  “Okay. I won’t bring it up to her,” Korra agreed, although still a bit skeptical.



  “Thank you.”



  Just then, Asami noticed movement in the corner of her eye, but when she took a glance, no one was there. The heiress sighed and just as she was about to place her head on Korra’s shoulder, a new voice startled them, making them abruptly pull back from each other.



  “Asami! What are you doing?!” Hiroshi yelled.



  “Dad! I-” but Asami didn’t know what to say. 



  “Didn’t I tell you to stay by Iroh’s side the whole time? Yet here you are mingling with…” her father gestured his hand up and down on Korra’s direction before continuing, “with her!”



  At that, Korra straightened up and tried to mitigate the situation, “Good evening, Mr. Sato. Happy Anniversary to Future Industries.” The athlete then held out her hand for the founder of said company to shake, but Hiroshi only stared at it with disgust.



  “Thank you. Now, if you’ll excuse me and my daughter, I need to speak with her.”



  “Oh, um, okay. No problem.” Korra replied as she lowered her hand. Then she turned her head toward Asami and gave here a small smile. “Thanks for indulging me, Asami. See you at school.” Korra waved goodbye at her.



  Asami waved back, and turned to her father. She felt angry at what just happened. Hiroshi had no right to treat Korra that way. “Why did you have to do that? We’re just hanging out!”



  “You insolent-” Hiroshi burst out, but regained his composure when he noticed that some people were looking at them. He cleared his throat, “Who was that? How did you know her? And how did she even get inside?! This gala was supposed to be for people like us.” 



  The heiress scoffed. 
  
    “People like us.”
  
   It was just like her father to see ordinary people like dirt on his shoes. Though, she couldn’t tell him off. She was like that for a while, too. When she noticed that Hiroshi was tapping his foot with impatience, she finally answered. “First off, she’s Korra, my partner in my Chem project, and part of RCHS Women’s basketball team. Second, she’s here because she’s Opal’s plus one. Most of all, she’s my friend!”



  “Korra? As in, Korra Imaq? Huh. No wonder she’s friends with the Beifongs.” Hiroshi scoffed.



  
    What was that supposed to mean? 
  
  Asami knew Korra and Opal were friends, but the disgust in her father’s voice made her think she was missing something. “Why? What’s wrong?”



  “Oh, nothing. Just don’t hang out with her unless necessary. Got that, Asami?”



  Asami furrowed her brows and crossed her arms like a petulant child. “Okay.” She agreed, but deep down she knew that she wouldn’t obey her father’s wishes. Asami didn’t have the energy to talk anymore, so she asked, “Can I go home now?”



  Hiroshi dismissed her with a wave of his hand. “Okay. Use Jing, then tell him to come back to pick me up before the gala ends.” Then he went back inside, leaving Asami alone on the cold balcony. She was about to step inside when she noticed the curtain move. The heiress looked, but again, no one was there. 
  
    It must’ve been my imagination,
  
   Asami thought, so she continued on outside the building and went home defeated.
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  Asami was livid!



  She was scrolling through her social media feed and the only topic she could see was her and Iroh throughout the night of the gala. It seemed everybody got a picture of them walking down the red carpet, arms linked with one another. And now, everybody at school was talking about them.



  “The Power Couple,” or, “The Royal Couple,” etc.



  Asami shouldn’t care, but she was. Because Korra might see them and think that something was going on with them. Asami just hoped that Korra wouldn’t think anything of it.



  Sighing, the heiress closed her phone and tried to focus on her lunch. Korra wasn’t with her that day because of basketball practice, so she was alone. Or so she thought. A few minutes after she shut her phone down, Ginger and Jargala strutted toward her.



  “Hey, gurl!! We saw you and that prince were trending today.” Ginger greeted in a singsong voice. “Something happened last night?”



  Asami scoffed. “Yeah, right.”



  “What? I saw you last night, and you’re smoking hot! You mean you didn’t get laid?”



  “First of all, I chose 
  
    not 
  
  to get laid. Second, he’s definitely not my type.” Asami answered with a roll of her eyes.



  “Really?” the redhead raised her manicured brow. “From the looks of it, you both are really into each other.”



  “He’s into me. Not the other way around.”



  Ginger smirked. “That’s Asami Sato for you.”



  They all shared a laugh, though Asami’s was forced. She realized that she really was a bitch that looked down on people. Maybe Asami needed to stop, re-evaluate herself, and maybe change for the better if she wanted to be in Korra’s life.



  “Speaking of someone into you.” Jargala decided to join the conversation. “Where’s that freak of yours? She’s usually hanging around you at this time.”



  Asami’s hair bristled at the mention of the athlete’s terrible moniker. She didn’t know why, but Asami suddenly felt cold. “She’s at basketball practice. Coach Beifong’s gearing them up for the Nationals,” the heiress simply said.



  “Huh. Well, that’s a good thing since we hadn’t had much time to catch up on your progress.”



  “Yeah!! Freak’s going to confess anytime soon?” Ginger butted in.



  “Yeah. Soon.” Asami looked away. She didn’t want the two to see her true feelings. At least not yet.



  Her two “friends” squealed in delight. After their initial reaction, Jargala spoke, “Then I’ll win the bet. I can feel she’s going to confess before winter break.”



  “Well, I hope Asami would stall. Hey, can you stall for me? I bet she’s going to confess right before prom!” Ginger exclaimed.



  Asami just gave her an unamused laugh and went back to eating her lunch as she tuned out the two. She couldn’t wait until graduation. 
  
    Just six more months
  
  , she thought to herself.



  The heiress’ musings were interrupted by the buzz of her phone. She took it from the table and unlocked the screen. Her face instantly lit up, and her foul mood was gone when she saw Korra’s name on her notifications. Suddenly feeling giddy, she quickly tapped it and read Korra’s message.



  
    Hey! Coach wanted us to practice more later and every day for the whole week to prepare for the Nationals, so I won’t be able to hang out. But don’t worry, I’ll still do the part of our project. Also, I’ll make it up to you, ‘Sami. I promise! ;)
  



  Asami was grinning from ear to ear as she typed out a reply, “
  
    And how will you make it up to me?” 
  
  The heiress waited until the end of lunch break, but Korra didn’t reply anymore. 
  
    Guess Coach Beifong’s drilling them harder than I thought. 
  
  Oh, well. Asami succumbed to the fact that she was going to be tolerating Ginger and Jargala for a week.


 


  —


 


  As promised, Korra showed up at their usual hangout spot one week later in all her glory. She was wearing the school hoodie and her basketball shorts. How she survived the cold weather outside, the heiress wouldn’t know. Asami gave her a wide smile in greeting. “Hey, Korra!”



  The athlete ran up to her before plopping down on the seat next to her. “‘Sami!! Ahhh. It’s so good to see you again like this!”



  Asami laughed at her friend. “But we see each other every Chemistry class.”



  “That doesn’t count!” 



  “Okay! Okay!”



  “Well?”



  “Well, what?”



  “Aren’t you gonna say you miss me, too??”



  Oh, Asami wanted to tell Korra that she missed her, too, but she held it in instead. Biting her lower lip, she teased, “Well…” She couldn’t help but laugh at Korra’s face full of anticipation. 
  
    She’s so cute! 
  
  “I missed me, too.”



  “What?!”



  Asami laughed and flipped her hair before saying, “Fine. I missed you, too.”



  “I knew it!” Korra exclaimed loudly, making the other customers turn their heads toward them. “Oops.” The athlete quickly covered her mouth, her cheeks turning red in embarrassment.



  The heiress laughed at her friend’s antics. “So,” Asami held her palm out to Korra. The athlete raised an eyebrow and cocked her head in confusion, so the heiress chuckled. “Your promise to make it up to me?”



  “Oh!” Finally, Korra remembered her promise. “Right! Well, I promise to buy our snacks for the remainder of the year, starting…” the athlete looked at her watch then said, “right now.” Korra stood abruptly and walked toward the counter, making Asami’s protest that she’d pay die on her lips. The heiress chuckled and shook her head. 



  A few minutes later, Korra returned with their usual, and they started eating. After they caught up with each other, the athlete segued to a different topic. “So,” Korra started. “Winter break’s coming up, and well, I was wondering…” the athlete looked away and rubbed the back of her neck.



  Now Asami was wondering, too, what Korra wanted to ask of her. “Wondering what?” The heiress glanced at her friend and saw red dusting her dark cheeks.



  Korra cleared her throat. “Well, um, I was wondering where you’ll spend your break?”



  Asami let out a very unlady-like snort that made Korra snap her head at her. “Is that all?”



  “What do you mean ‘is that all’? I built up the courage to ask you, and ‘Is that all’?!” Korra whisper-yelled with a flail of her arms. Her face turned comically shocked at her question.



  That made Asami laugh out loud. 
  
    Oh, Korra’s too adorable! 
  
  She thought to herself. Glancing at her side, the heiress saw Korra pouting at her. That got her laughing some more, making her stomach ache. After her laughing spree, Asami wiped the tears from her eyes with the back of her forefinger. She then put her left elbow on the table and propped her chin, looking Korra in the eye. “I’m sorry. You’re just so…cute.” 



  Korra blew a raspberry at her before turning back to her food, so Asami grabbed the athlete’s biceps with her hands to turn Korra back to her. “Okay. I’m not going to tease you anymore. And to answer your question, I’ll be spending my winter break at the Estate. Same as I always did.”



  “Oh,” was the only thing Korra said before a long pause. Asami didn’t look away, so she saw something in the way Korra looked at her. Something like understanding or empathy, the heiress wouldn’t know, for it quickly disappeared from her eyes. Suddenly, the athlete seemed to snap out of her musings. “Oh. I just wanted to know if you’d like to stay at Air Temple Island. With me? That is if you don’t have any plans! It’s totally okay!” Korra waved her arms across her body repeatedly.



  Asami decided to tease her friend. “Well, if you really can’t live without me…” The heiress smirked when she saw that she had succeeded in flustering the athlete. Seeing that Korra was a blushing, sputtering mess, Asami laughed and touched the athlete’s forearm. “I’m just teasing you, Korra. Of course, I want to go with you.”



  “Really?!” Korra’s face lit up like she was given the stars from the sky. Oh, how Asami wanted to look at her face shining like that forever.



  “Yeah. I just said so, you dork!”



  Korra whole-heartedly laughed at her. “That’s awesome! I’ll show you around and introduce you to my family. Well, technically, it’s Tenzin’s family, but they’re still family, you know. Like a second family! Or, or, like a rowdy group of cousins!” Korra said enthusiastically, throwing her arms up in the air to indicate how big her family was. “Oh, and I almost forgot! NAGA!! You need to meet her, ‘Sami! She’s my best friend!”



  Asami couldn’t help but let out a laugh of her own. “Okay, okay! I’ll get to meet them this winter break.”



  “That’s a promise, okay?” Korra asked, her eyes shining with glee.



  “Promise.”


 


  —


 


  Time flew by in relative quiet, and before Asami knew it, winter break was already here. She must admit, Asami didn’t really tell her father about her mini vacation at Air Temple Island because for her, it was easier to ask for forgiveness than permission.



  Looking around her messy room, Asami checked to see if she forgot anything important, but everything she needed was inside her five suitcases. 
  
    On second thought, do I really need five?
  
   Asami thought. 



  When the heiress deemed that she 
  
    didn’t 
  
  need five suitcases for a two-week vacation, Asami got to work taking out unnecessary things—which was, Asami was loathed to admit, 
  
    a lot.
  
   After she was done, the heiress patted herself on the back for a job well done of bringing down her suitcases to only two. She smiled in contentment as she lugged her suitcases down to the living room where the butler, Lee, was waiting.



  Asami sighed when she didn’t see a shadow of her father. That would’ve made things harder for her. Greeting the butler, the heiress let him help her carry her things to her car before telling him that if Hiroshi asked for her, she was on vacation. Lee smiled at her and nodded.



  Driving toward the docks, Asami smiled to herself. She was excited for this winter break, probably for the first time in years. More specifically, ever since her mom left. Asami shook her head, trying to erase the painful memory from her mind. She instead thought about what would Korra’s family think of her. Would they see her for what she was, or would they see her like how Opal saw her? 



  While she was thinking about their reactions, Asami didn’t notice that she was already at the docks where Korra was waiting for her. “Hey, Korra. Sorry, I’m a bit late. Have you been waiting long?” The heiress asked as she got out of the car.



  “It’s okay. And, no, I’ve just been here for five minutes.” Korra answered as she helped Asami with her luggage. The athlete looked at her watch and smiled. “Great timing, too. The ferry’s here. C’mon!”



  Korra walked ahead of her, and Asami couldn’t help but admire her backside. The heiress felt her face turn red if the heat creeping up her neck and ears were any indicator. She only noticed she had stopped walking when Korra looked back at her and called her name. Asami was startled and blushed even more. “Sorry. I was just thinking,” the heiress explained.



  “About?” Korra cocked her head, curiosity evident in her voice.



  “Um, just what your family would think of me.” Asami technically didn’t lie. She was already thinking about it before, so she hoped Korra didn’t notice her faltering a little bit.



  “Don’t worry about it.” Korra chuckled as she continued toward the ferry. “I’m sure they’ll love you! Just watch out for the kids. They're a bit… rambunctious, especially Meelo.”



  “Oh,” was the only thing Asami could say. She wasn’t expecting to meet kids. She didn’t know how to handle them, but for Korra, she would damn try.



  “You nervous?”



  “Y-yeah.”



  Korra gave her a reassuring smile. “Don’t be. I’ll be with you all the way.”



  They got to the docks and sailed across Yue Bay. Halfway through the trip, Asami was already trembling from the cold. Korra must’ve noticed her being uncomfortable, so she shrugged off her blue jacket and put it on Asami’s shoulders. Warmth flooded the heiress, and it wasn’t just from the jacket.



  A few minutes later, they arrived at Air Temple Island. And Asami found herself awestruck by its beauty. Tall angular spires highlighted the landscape. As a former architecture lover, she appreciated the blending of traditional and modern styles. It was like nothing the heiress had ever seen.



  Korra urged her to move from her spot, and she once more flushed in embarrassment at having caught a second time around just standing frozen in place. The athlete just chuckled at her, eyes crinkling in amusement. “C’mon, ‘Sami! You don’t want to be a popsicle, do you?”



  No! Definitely not! So, Asami shook her head and ran up to Korra. She looked around and saw the trees barren from their leaves, standing silent and still beautiful. As they approached the steps to the entrance of the temple, Asami saw 3 children waiting at the bottom of the steps. One was a girl with a single bun on her head and was holding a book, her attention clearly buried in it. The other girl had two buns, and was chatting, or rather, arguing loudly with the boy beside her. The younger two stopped whatever they were talking about when they noticed Korra and Asami approach them.



  “KORRA!! What took you so long?” the youngest boy asked exasperatedly.



  The athlete chuckled. “Sorry about that, Meelo.” Korra then ruffled his non-existing hair.



  “Korra, who is she?” the middle child pointed at Asami, her eyes shining with curiosity.



  “She,” Korra pointed her thumb back at the heiress. “Is my friend, Asami. And she will stay with us til the end of the break. So, be nice to her.”



  At the mention of her name, the first girl perked up from her book, and the girl with two buns looked at her like she was a jewel amongst rocks. Asami looked at Korra and saw that the athlete’s eyes widened in fear. Before Korra could even react, the middle child squealed, and jumped up and down wildly.



  “That’s Asami!! Oh, now I get why you’re always talking about her!”



  “Ikki! Sto-”



  “Asami, do you know Korra likes you?!”



  And as if that wasn’t embarrassing enough for the children, Meelo quickly added, “Is she your girlfriend?”



  At those questions, Korra let out an undignified shriek, and her eyes turned comically wide. The athlete, however, quickly recovered and covered Ikki’s mouth. “Ikki! Meelo!! What did I tell you?!” Korra whisper-yelled in exasperation.



  Asami slightly blushed at the kid’s slip of the tongue and couldn’t help but chuckle at their antics. The heiress then heard someone clearing their throat, so she turned her head at the source.



  “Hi, I’m Jinora,” the first child introduced herself.



  “Nice to meet you, Jinora,” Asami greeted. “Are they always like this?” she asked, cocking her head toward the three arguing children.



  Jinora shrugged as she got back to reading her book before answering, “Yes. You’ll get used to them, though.” Jinora then gave her a teasing smile.



  All the nervousness she felt earlier turned down a notch at the children’s warm welcome.



  After more bickering, they continued up the stairs toward the main temple. While walking, Ikki and Meelo asked her a barrage of questions.



  “What are you doing here?”



  “How long are you staying?”



  “How do you know Korra?’



  “Do you also like Korra?”



  Asami answered all of their questions without hesitation, but paused at the last one thrown at her. She didn’t know what to say, and thankfully, they were already inside and was greeted by none other than Councilman Tenzin.



  “Welcome back, Korra,” he greeted his foster daughter with a smile before turning to the heiress. “Good evening, Ms. Sato. I’m glad you could come and stay with us for a while. Welcome to Air Temple Island.”



  “Thank you, Councilman.” Asami bowed.



  “Just call me Tenzin while you’re here.”



  “O-okay. Thank you, Tenzin.”



  “Now, Korra. Why don’t you show Ms. Sato to her room then come down for dinner. Come along now kids and help your mom set up the table.” Tenzin then ushered his kids along while they said their temporary farewells.



  Korra smiled, then took Asami’s hand as she led her to the women’s dormitory. A few steps later, they arrived at her room. It was…small. She was expecting something a bit bigger, but guessing from their Air Nomad roots, it was appropriate.



  “Sorry if the rooms here are a little rustic compared to what you’re used to.” Korra’s voice filtered through her thoughts.



  “That’s okay. I think it’s a little charming,” Asami said with a smile. But then there was an air of awkward silence.



  Korra cleared her throat and let go of Asami’s hand in order to rub her neck nervously. “So, my room’s next to yours, so when you’re, um, ready, just knock on my door,” Korra was blushing furiously. Asami genuinely wondered why, and now it was making her blush, too.



  “O-okay. Thank you, Korra. I’ll see you later.”



  “Y-yeah.”



  And with that, Korra left her alone in the room. Asami got herself ready for dinner.


 


  —


 


  Dinner was delicious even though the dishes were vegetarian in nature. That was also the first time Asami experienced eating with jovial people. The kids’ dynamic with Korra was refreshing for the heiress, and she couldn’t help but compare them to how she ate dinner with her father.



  Dinner at her home felt like a chore, while here, it felt like she was part of a family. She felt a slight pang of jealousy, but Asami pushed it down. She didn’t have a right to feel jealous of Korra. 
  
    Both her parents are dead, and she’s bullied at school. So, stop it, Sato!
  



  After a fulfilling dinner, Korra led her to the courtyard excitedly. Asami had no idea why until Korra whistled loudly. “NAGA!” She yelled. Nothing happened at first, but then there was rustling of bushes beside her and a flash of white passed by her.



  “Naga! Stop!” Korra’s laughter filled the air as a pure white dog (or bear? Dog-bear?) bulldozed her to the ground, licking her face. “Okay, girl. You missed me. I missed you, too. Stop! Hahahaha.” The dog, Naga, stopped attacking Korra and focused her attention on Asami. The heiress froze on the spot and didn’t know what to do, so she gave Naga a little wave of her hand.



  “Hello, Naga. I’m Asami.”



  Naga gave her an enthusiastic woof before walking up to her with a wagging tail. Naga then bumped Asami’s hand with her snout before giving her finger a small lick. The heiress laughed at the gentle gesture Naga gave her as opposed to the way she greeted her friend.



  “See. She likes you! Oh, wait. Asami, this is Naga. My best friend!” Korra said as she dusted herself and sprang to her feet.



  “She’s so cute!” Asami admitted. She always wanted pets, but her father wouldn’t allow them. Guess that was another notch on Hiroshi’s “Father of the Century” award. Asami shook her head out of those negative thoughts because now was not the time for that. She was here to enjoy her vacation with Korra, and she swore that she’d make the most out of it.



  Asami and Korra played with Naga for a little bit before the heiress shivered from the cold, so Korra offered for them to go inside and rest for the day. Asami eagerly agreed as she didn’t want to freeze. They walked back inside with Naga trotting beside the athlete in comfortable silence.



  When they got to Asami’s door, Korra once again kissed her cheek and bid good night. That will never fail to fluster the heiress. She was smiling the whole time while doing her night routine, and wondered how it would feel if Korra kissed her on the lips. With that thought, Asami slept with a big smile on her lips.


 


  —


 


  The next few days were a blur. Asami found herself smiling every day because of Korra’s family. She played with the kids and Naga, talked to and teased Korra (and if Asami was right, they even flirted with each other). She laughed and felt her heart full and content from the feeling of belonging to a happy family. But that wasn’t all they did.



  Korra and her spar when Asami let slip that she, too, had taken self-defense classes, so Korra suggested they suit up and hit the mat. And oh, boy. That was probably Asami’s favorite part of the day. She admitted she was a little bit rusty, so on their first match, Korra easily pinned her down, and fuck, did Asami love that feeling. The heiress felt all the blood in her veins rush down to her core and the feeling of Korra’s body on top of hers. The athlete’s damn strength was such a turn on, she had dreams that could be considered criminal.



  When they were not sparring, Korra and the kids took her on a tour of the island. They never ran out of places to show her, and that amazed the heiress because Air Temple Island was small.



  There was the tower, the common hall where all the acolytes mingle, the courtyard, another courtyard with a weird spinning wooden contraption. Ikki told them that it was an ancient artifact used by their ancestors to “be the leaf.” Whatever that meant, they didn’t know.



  Last but not least was the gazebo looking out into the ocean. It was by far Asami’s favorite part of the island. Korra and her were currently sitting on the railing, sipping tea, while looking at the horizon. Blue skies turned orange as the sun dipped into the ocean.



  “Asami?”



  The heiress jumped at the sound of her name. She turned her head at Korra and saw that she was nervous from her tells. “What’s wrong?” Asami asked.



  “Um,” the athlete rubbed the back of her neck, her muscles flexing with the action. “I’ve been thinking about this for months, ever since you asked me about why I won’t fight back, actually.”



  “Yes?” Asami asked curiously.



  Korra looked at her, resolve evident in her blue eyes. “I’m finally ready to give you the full truth.”
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  Korra could hear the sounds of cheers as the final buzzer sounded. The athlete smiled as she watched the ball she shot fall through the net for a game-winning buzzer-beater. Final score: 85-84. Victory for their school and Korra made it happen.



  “Wooohh!!”



  Her teammates hoisted her up as they chanted her name. “KORRA! KORRA!”



  After a few more minutes, her teammates brought her back down to the ground. “Great shot, Korra!” Her coach complimented her as he slapped her shoulder.



  The athlete laughed and said thanks. After an hour and a few more congratulations from teammates and classmates alike, their celebration was finally over.



  Korra went to the locker room to change—alone. Even though her classmates accepted her for who she was, Korra was still a bit insecure about her…condition. She was afraid that her classmates were just tolerating her or, worse, saying things behind her back, so she kept her distance from them all. “No. Don’t think like that,” she told herself. The athlete shook her head and sighed as if the action would shoo away her thoughts.



  Then she texted her best friend, who went back to Zaofu not too long ago. “
  
    Hey, Opal! We won the Championship!! And I made it happen!”
  


 


  Not even a few seconds later, Opal replied, “
  
    Congratulations, hotshot! I knew you could do it! Aaahhhh. I’m sorry I couldn’t be there to cheer for you. :(”
  


 


  
    “Naah, it’s okay. I know you’re here with me in spirit. Hahaha. Hope to see you soon. I miss you.”
  


 


  
    “I miss you, too, Korra. Now, go and celebrate!”
  


 


  Korra laughed at her best friend’s texts, she hadn’t been gone that long but she already missed Opal so much. She was Korra’s only true friend. The athlete suddenly jumped when someone behind her cleared her throat. “Nice shot, Rookie.”



  Korra let out a sigh and relaxed as she saw that it was only her captain. She smiled and replied, “I couldn’t let us lose. Not that we were so close to winning.”



  “And that’s what I like about you. You’re a talented player, Korra, and a hard worker to boot. Keep it up, and you’ll be captain next year,” her captain, Mana, said with a soft smile. As the basketball team’s captain, she was a formidable player on the court. Yet she was as soft as a marshmallow outside the court. She was smaller and had a slimmer build than Korra, but they had the same complexion and eye color. Her dark brown hair was tied in the usual Southern Water Tribe braids.



  Korra blushed at her captain’s compliment. She tugged on her front wolf tail and ducked her head so Mana wouldn’t see. “T-thanks. That’s kind of you to say,” she glanced at the captain, and Korra saw that she, too, was a little flushed. That was when Korra realized the state of undress that she was in and quickly turned around. “A-anyway, I need to go home. Thanks again, Captain!” Korra said, her pitch higher than normal. She put on her clothes, ran toward the exit, and slipped away from the crowd that she knew would be waiting for her outside.



  Thirty minutes later, she was home and excited to tell her parents the good news. “Mom! Dad! I’m home!” she called out.



  “We’re here, sweetie!” Korra heard her mom from the kitchen.



  “Guess what?” the athlete immediately said with a grin as soon as she stepped foot in the kitchen.



  “What?” her parents asked at the same time.



  “We won the championship!”



  Her parents’ eyes widened, and in an instant, Korra was enveloped by them in a massive hug. “Congratulations, sweetie!” Mom said.



  “But that’s not all. I shot the game-winner!” Korra added enthusiastically.



  “I’m so proud of you, Korra,” her dad’s booming voice rumbled through his chest.



  “Well, that’s one more reason to celebrate, then,” her mom, Senna, exclaimed as she clapped her hands together. Korra pulled back and asked her mom to clarify what she meant. “Well, sweetie. Your dad here is the new Southern Water Tribe Chief! The Elders elected him to be the new leader of the whole tribe.”



  It was now Korra’s turn to be shocked. “Really?! That’s great, Dad! All your hard work is paying off!”



  “I know. Things are going to change now,” her dad, Tonraq, said with a confident smile.



  If they only knew how right he was.


 


  —


 


  “Hey, Rookie!”



  Korra snapped her head at the person who called her. “Yes, Takku?”



  “I heard congratulations are in order,” his unusually high voice echoed through the hall. Takku was a lanky boy who was a little bit taller than Korra, with a slightly lighter complexion than hers.



  “Thanks, I guess,” she replied skeptically. Korra knew that his father, Arnuq, was also a candidate for the Cheiftain. He served longer in the council than Tonraq, but Korra guessed that the Elders liked her dad’s work and dedication to the tribe more than Arnuq. So, the rookie closed her locker and turned to leave.



  However, in a stunning turn of events, Takku gripped her wrists and yanked her back toward him. “I don’t know how your dad did it, but you’ll regret being his daughter now. Or are you his son? Come to think of it, what are you, really? Oh, I know! A freak!”



  Korra felt cold all of a sudden. That was the first time she heard the term called on her, and she froze. “W-what did you call me?”



  “You heard me, Freak,” he said with a smirk. “What are you gonna do about it? Nothing!”



  The rookie shook as she clenched her fist. Then she took a deep breath to calm herself down, just like Master Katara told her. One, two, breathe. One, two breathe. “Is that all? If it is, then I’ll go. I’m gonna be late for class.”



  Takku laughed maniacally. “A freak and a coward! Hah! I’ll see you around, freak.”



  His laughter stayed with Korra for the rest of the day.


 


  —


 


  Ever since that day, Takku never let up with his antics. He kept bothering the rookie about what she was or how her father “usurped” his father’s position. But throughout it all, Korra didn’t engage with him. She kept her distance, but he just wouldn’t let up. He then spread these rumors around school, and her classmates started to distance themselves from her. Her life slowly changed.



  But then, like a covered boiler, Korra’s patience snapped when Takku crossed the line.



  “Hey, freak! You don’t belong here! Do you know where you belong? In the circus! Hahaha!” When he noticed that Korra wasn’t paying attention to him, he snarled. “Bet your parents wanted to throw you away when you were a baby but changed their minds at the last minute cos they wanna put you in a circus after graduation!”



  The rookie saw red. She abruptly stood up and was all over Takku in less than a second. Korra threw a punch at his face and then kicked his legs. She threw every martial art move that Master Katara taught her. She was on auto-pilot, filled with rage and bloodlust. The next thing she knew, Takku was on the floor, bleeding and barely moving. That snapped Korra back to the present.



  “Oh, no. What have I done?” she asked herself as she looked at her bloody hands.



  Suddenly, she was yanked and cuffed by school security. Korra couldn’t do anything but allow them to drag her wherever they were taking her. 
  
    In the principal’s office, probably, 
  
  she thought somberly.



  Korra didn’t notice when they arrived or how long she had been in the office waiting for her dad. But when she looked up, she noticed the principal arguing with Takku’s father.



  “What do you mean ‘just suspended?’ She almost killed my son!!” Arnuq screamed angrily at the principal.



  “Because she’s the Chief’s daughter! We can’t have her expelled!” the principal countered.



  Arnuq scoffed. “So, that’s it, huh? Just because they’re in power, they can do anything they want? Fine!” he exclaimed before turning to Korra. “You! Remember this day. Remember the day you crossed the line. I’ll make you regret this!” Then he stomped his way out of the office.



  Korra looked back down at the floor, her body still shaking, ashamed of what came over her.



  The door to the office slammed open once more, and her dad came barrelling inside. “Korra! What happened?”



  Korra couldn’t answer, so she looked away from her father. She would for sure see the disappointment in his eyes. Since she kept quiet, the principal answered for her. “Chief, sir, Korra here was being bullied by one of our students, so she defended herself. However, the boy is in a coma right now.”



  “COMA!!” Tonraq’s voice boomed as he snapped his head toward Korra in rage.



  “Please calm down, Chief Tonraq. It was a medically induced coma, and the doctors said that he’d recover. You don’t need to worry,” the principal said with a nervous smile.



  Korra finally looked at her dad and saw him deflate as he pinched his temples. “So, what are the repercussions?” Korra heard her dad say, defeat coating his tone.



  “Just one-week suspension, Chief Tonraq. It was proven that your daughter did it in self-defense.”



  “Okay.” Then he turned to his daughter and kneeled in front of her. “Hey, sweetie. How are you doing?” When Korra didn’t answer, he sighed. “Let’s go home, okay?” Korra absentmindedly nodded. 



  When Korra came to, she was sitting on their couch, with a cup of black tea in her hands. She noticed that her hands were now clean, too. 
  
    How did that happen?
  
   Suddenly, she felt the other side of the couch dip where her mom sat.



  “Hey, sweetie. It’s not all your fault.”



  “But it is, Mom. I should’ve handled my emotions better. I could’ve killed him. And I used the sacred arts Master Katara taught me when she said that I should use it for good, but I didn’t!”



  “I agree that what you did is not good, but you only retaliated because of him.”



  “But-”



  Senna cut her off, “And you’re already paying the price. If you want, you could go to Katara’s and talk to her about what you’re feeling?”



  Korra calmed down at her mother’s coaxing, and she gave in. “Okay. Can I do that tomorrow?”



  “Of course, honey. Whatever you need.”


 


  —


 


  Two days later, Korra was sitting on Master Katara’s armchair. The rookie looked up when she heard her teacher’s footsteps. Katara smiled softly at her as she handed Korra a cup of oolong tea. The student abruptly stood up and shakily took the cup from Katara’s hands. Then she put the cup down and hugged her teacher like her life depended on it.



  “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” Korra sobbed into Katara’s shoulder. “I didn’t mean to use your teachings like that, Master Katara! I’m sorry! I lost control. I didn’t mean to.”



  Katara froze for a second before wrapping her weary arms around her student. “Shh. It’s alright. Let it all out, Korra,” Katara’s gentle voice soothed the rookie’s heartache. Korra cried into her teacher’s shoulder as she let out all the feelings bottled up inside.



  After her painful sobs turned into small whimpers, Korra pulled back and aggressively wiped her tears and snot with the back of her hands. “I’m sorry about your clothes.”



  Master Katara chuckled. “It’s alright. As long as it served its purpose being your substitute handkerchief.” Korra also gave a chuckle at her teacher’s humor. “Your tea, Korra. It will go cold.”



  “Oh, yeah. Right!” Korra took a sip at her now lukewarm tea.



  “Now. I’ve heard about what happened.” Katara began gently. “It was unfortunate, but I know that, in my heart, you are not the only one at fault, so don’t blame yourself.”



  “But I almost killed him! I’m a monster!” Korra yelled as she shut her eyes, remembering Takku’s almost catatonic state by her hands.



  “But you didn’t. That’s what’s important. You are not a monster, Korra. We are human. We make mistakes, and sometimes, these mistakes scare us.”



  Korra looked up at her teacher. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing. How could Master Katara say that? But before she could voice her protest, her teacher cut her off.



  “If it will assure you, I will help you control your anger, so that there won’t be a next time.”



  “How?”



  “Through meditation. This is a part of your journey. It’s a bitter pill, yes, but it is also a chance to understand the depth of your strength and power. And the responsibility that comes with it.”



  Korra was stunned. She searched her mentor’s eyes and found wisdom in her words. Her heart and mind were still heavy, but she felt a small spark of hope from deep within. She could be better. She 
  
    would 
  
  be better. The path before her was not easy, but Korra could feel she could conquer this inner demon. And the first step was to accept what happened and take responsibility for her actions.



  With her heart and mindset, she nodded toward her mentor and thanked her. “I will accept your help, Master Katara.” Korra bowed low, her heart finally calm at last.


 


  —


 


  A few weeks had passed, and Korra was feeling better. During her suspension, she divided her time between Master Katara’s meditation session, practicing martial arts, working out, and schoolwork she knew she’d miss.



  At first, meditation was hard for Korra. She just couldn’t get the hang of staying put and looking within herself. However, as the days went by, something just clicked in her mind. Korra felt her mind gradually calm down like an undisturbed river. Katara helped her through the process, and her visit to Takku helped immensely, too. Korra apologized even though he didn’t want to see or forgive her. 



  When she told Katara what happened, her teacher told her that she was proud of Korra to take responsibility from what she did. If the other party didn’t want to step up and also take responsibility, it was on them. These resonated deeply with Korra, so she took those words to heart and let her guilt go.



  Korra thought everything would go uphill from there—but she was wrong.



  As soon as she got back to school, her classmates now looked at her with disdain. Even her teammates treated her differently. After a few days of getting the cold shoulder, Korra couldn’t take it anymore and asked her captain what the heck was happening.



  “You didn’t know?” Captain Mana said incredulously.



  Korra was utterly confused. “What? What do you mean?”



  Mana raised a manicured eyebrow at her. “Here.” Then she shoved a newspaper toward Korra’s hand before walking away from her.



  The moment Korra read the headline, her blood ran cold.


 


  
    Chief Tonraq Under Fire! Corruption Allegations Emerge Against Esteemed Chieftain. See full story in page 6.
  



  
    
      

    
  
  
    
      

    
  
  The athlete was trembling. 
  
    What the hell?? 
  
  Korra knew her dad. She couldn’t believe what she was reading. Her dad had a good, no, great reputation. He built himself up from the ground and did not take a single coin in the government coffers. So, where were these allegations coming from? Korra crumpled the newspaper and threw it in the trash can. However, after only taking two steps forward, she suddenly stopped and grabbed the paper and shoved it inside her bag. She needed to show it to her dad after school. She wanted answers.



  



  —



  



  Korra came home to an eerily quiet house. Usually, her mom had finished cooking their dinner by then, but now, she couldn’t hear nor smell her mother’s favorite thing to do. “Mom? Dad?” she called out from the entrance.



  When the athlete only heard silence, she proceeded to head upstairs to change out of her school clothes but stopped midway down the hall when she heard her parents’ hushed voices behind their bedroom door. Korra tiptoed toward it and put her ear on the door.



  “I don’t know who put that news out. They clearly wanted me ousted.” Korra heard her dad say.



  “I think so too, Tonraq. In all your years in the council, this is the first time you are being accused of something like this,” Senna answered in worry.



  Suddenly, Korra remembered what Takku said, “
  
    You’ll regret being his daughter now.
  
  ” Maybe they were the ones who spread those rumors? The athlete felt a spike of anger within. 
  
    And to think I apologized to him! 
  
  She thought. With a determined sigh, Korra opened the door to let her parents know about her thoughts. “Mom, Dad, I think I know who told those lies.”



  Her parents were startled at her announcement. “What do you mean, Korra?” Her father’s booming voice echoed across the room as he looked her daughter in the eye.



  “T-Takku. The boy I put in the…” Korra paused, shame still lingering within her, “hospital,” she continued meekly.



  “What about him?” Senna prodded Korra to continue.



  “His father is Councilman Arnuq.”



  “WHAT?! How did no one tell me that? Why didn’t you tell me sooner?” Tonraq yelled at Korra.



  The athlete visibly shrinked at his father’s piercing gaze directed at her. “It escaped my mind, Dad. I-I’m sorry.”



  Tonraq was about to burst out again, but Senna put her hand on his arm to calm him down. “Tonraq,” she said firmly. “You can’t blame Korra for not telling you. She was traumatized from what happened, which, may I remind you, you still haven’t talked to her about it.”



  The Chief let out a sigh as he pinched the bridge of his nose. “I know. I’m sorry, Korra. But thank you for this information. I’ll handle it from here.”



  “What do you mean you’ll handle it, Tonraq? What are you going to do?” Senna asked worriedly.



  “You don’t need to worry about it.”



  “Ton-”



  “I said don’t worry about it!”



  Senna sighed in defeat. “Just be careful in whatever you’re going to do. Okay?”



  “I will,” Tonraq replied in finality before standing up and going out of the room.



  Korra glanced at her mother. She looked worn and tired, probably from the stress about this news, no, these lies about her father. The athlete approached Senna and sat beside her.



  “How is your first day back?” her mother asked as looked up at Korra.



  “It’s fine,” Korra replied dismissively. She didn’t want her mom to worry any more than necessary. Before Senna could protest, the athlete decided to change the topic. “You want to cook dinner? Or I’ll do it?”



  “I’ll cook. Sorry, I hadn’t prepared earlier. Get yourself cleaned up, okay?” Senna then stood up and left the room without another word.



  



  —



  



  A few days passed, and their lives turned upside down. Allegations about her father’s corruption were escalating to the point that he needed to rush into his car to avoid being mobbed by the people and press. Korra and Senna, too, were not spared from the onslaught of scrutiny.



  Her mom was questioned at work at the local animal shelter if she knew about her husband’s nefarious activities. Senna, of course, vehemently denied such activities.



  Korra, on the other hand, was shunned by her classmates, teammates, and teachers alike. It didn’t help that Takku was back at school and led the students to harass her at every turn. However, she ignored most of them and just went on her way. She focused on the positive side of things. Her grades weren’t being affected, Master Katara and Opal believed in their family still, and despite everything, her mental state was still somewhat okay. There were times that she felt like the world was closing in on her, but she was thankful that meditating helped.



  However, two months later, everything went to hell.



  On the way to court, Korra’s parents got into a horrifying car accident. The athlete fell to the floor when the police came, bearing grave news. They said that her parent’s car fell off the cliff, but they were still doing an investigation to confirm what really happened.



  That was it. The world was clearly punishing her for what she had done. For almost killing Takku. For not getting a hold of her temper and rage.



  This was all her fault.



  Korra didn’t know how long she sat slumped on the ground, but at some point during the day, Master Katara came over with her daughter, Kya, to check on her. When she came to, she suddenly found herself sitting on the couch with a steaming mug of tea in her hands. Korra looked up and saw Katara smiling sadly at her.



  “Master Katara! When did you get here?” Korra asked weakly.



  “A little while. Kya’s here, too. She’s in the kitchen preparing dinner while we wait for further news.” Then her old Master put her bony hand over Korra’s shaking ones. “I’m so sorry, Korra.”



  That was when the dam broke. Korra broke down and cried in Katara’s still-strong arms. She felt the old woman’s hand rub her back slowly as she tried to comfort her student. “It was all my fault!”



  “There, there. Let it all out. We’re here for you, Korra.”



  Suddenly, the athlete felt another pair of arms wrap around her before hearing Kya’s raspy voice. “Yes, Korra. Mom and I are here. Whatever you need. But it is not your fault, okay? Don’t blame yourself for this. It was an accident.”



  “No! If I only held back, if only I didn’t let my anger get the best of me! If only I had Let Takku be, then Dad did not have to face judgment. He didn’t have to go to court with Mom, then they would still be alive!” Korra screamed into the cocoon that her mentors formed around her.



  “Korra,” Katara started softly. “Don’t let anger and frustration blind you. Your parents wouldn’t want you to put the blame on yourself.”



  The athlete looked back up to Katara’s soft blue eyes. She saw nothing but love and understanding. Her sobs softened into whimpers when she realized they were right. Even though it was hard to accept that her parents were gone, she knew she had to move on. She had to. Otherwise, she’d succumb to the loneliness and maybe want to join her parents in the grave.



  Later that night, the police came back and confirmed that it was indeed an accident. No foul play was done, so Korra could claim their bodies at the morgue. Since Tonraq wasn’t tried and convicted of anything, he and Senna could have a proper Southern Water Tribe burial. The orphan let out a sigh of relief from the news. She didn’t know what to do if they couldn’t be buried properly.



  As promised, Katara and Kya helped her claim her parent’s bodies from the morgue. They also helped her prepare their bodies for the ceremony. Korra clothed her parents with their everyday clothes, dug their graves out in the tundra, and put in her father’s favorite ax and her mother’s favorite comb before covering their resting places.



  She did all these alone. Her mentors wanted to help her lay her parents to rest, but she declined. Korra needed to do this for them and for herself.



  Days passed by in deafening silence, save for the days when Kya or Katara, or both of them, would visit her to make sure she was taking care of herself. Opal also texted her every day when she learned about what happened. But Korra needed to do something other than cry inside her parent’s room, so she went back to school one week after the burial.



  However, she couldn’t concentrate enough during her classes that her grades started to flunk. Since she was a minor and her only relatives now were her uncle and cousins, the school called them to take her in. “She needed a guardian,” the principal said. And so Korra was forced to move out of her parent’s house and move into her uncle’s.



  It was a different kind of hell.



  Her uncle, Unalaq, was her father’s younger brother. Together with his twins, Eska and Desna, they made Korra’s life a waking nightmare.



  Her cousins would shun her, talking behind her back, while her uncle would hit her every time she did something “wrong.” Korra knew they didn’t want her. Unalaq hated Tonraq with a passion because her dad was more loved by the people than him. And now he had a chance at revenge through the athlete. At first, Unalaq forbade her from going to Katara’s after he gained custody of her, so he could isolate her. Then the hitting began.



  “You’re late again, Korra.” Hit.



  “You didn’t do the dishes.” Hit.



  “You good for nothing, brat!” Hit.



  “Korra! Where is the newspaper!?” Another hit.



  Days living with them fused together in Korra’s head; wake up, cook, eat, wash dishes, hit, school, home, hit, cook dinner, wash dishes, hit. Rinse and repeat.



  However, one day, as Korra was walking home, she heard a small whine in a small alley on her way home. Walking toward the sound, she found a small white dog behind the dumpster. Her heart instantly ached for the small creature. “Hey there, little cutie. Why are you here?”



  The pup gave another small whine as it licked and nipped at her outstretched hand.



  “I’m sorry. You feel abandoned, too?” Korra instantly felt connected to the puppy, they were the same after all. Abandoned. Alone. Left behind. Suddenly, Korra perked up as an idea formed in her head. “Hey, I know! Why don’t you stay with me? Would you like that?”



  The poor small thing barked and wagged her tail. Korra thought it was a sign that the pup agreed to live with her. She smiled for the first time in what felt like years as she picked the little dog up. “Okay! Let’s go home…” Korra turned the dog around and took a look at its genital. It’s a girl! “NAGA! That’s a nice name. What do you think?”



  Naga barked at her once, then wagged her tail harder. 
  
    Guess she liked it.
  
   With that, she walked home with a smile on her face and her new best friend in her hands.



  Of course, Korra knew that her uncle would get angry at her for bringing another mouth to feed. “How dare you! We were already forced to have you, and you dare add another burden for me!! Isn’t your father’s filth dragging our family name into the mud leading me to lose investors not enough punishment for you?” Unalaq asked, infuriated.



  How Korra managed to convince him to let her keep Naga, she didn’t know. But she remembered not eating for two days straight and getting hit more often.



  Finally, after 3 months, she couldn’t take it anymore. 
  
    I have no one now. Nothing to live for. Only pain and suffering, 
  
  she thought. And so, she enacted her plan. She rummaged through her uncle’s medicine cabinet and found what she was looking for. Sleeping pills. Korra took it to her room, locked Naga out and prepared for her ritual of sorts. She changed her clothes to her favorite one, a light blue fur-lined shirt, then she put on her favorite brown baggy pants before putting her hair into her usual wolf tails. Korra then laid down on the bed, took a handful of pills, and gulped everything down in one swallow.



  
    I’m sorry, Master Katara. I’m sorry, Naga. This is the only way to escape my reality. See you soon, Mom, Dad…
  
   were Korra’s last thoughts as sleep claimed her for the last time.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  —



  



  When Korra woke up, she felt hurt all over, especially in her stomach. She also felt disoriented and confused. Her brain wasn’t at full capacity yet. 
  
    Where am I? 
  
  She thought as she tried to sit up, but found out she couldn’t. Looking around, Korra saw Master Katara sitting on a chair beside her. 
  
    What? How? Is she dead, too?
  



  “Ka…ta…ra?” Korra struggled to breathe out.



  Her old mentor stirred at the sound of her voice. “Korra. Oh, Thank the Spirits!” Katara exclaimed, worry obviously lining her face.



  “What…happened? How did I…” Korra rasped.



  Katara held a hand up to stop her. “I’ll call Kya first, then we’ll explain later.” The old master smiled ruefully.



  A few minutes later, Kya came into the room and checked on her. After doing her duties, Kya sat down and explained what had happened to her.



  Naga 
  
    saved 
  
  her.



  Fortunately, or unfortunately for Korra, after locking her dog out, Katara had an off feeling and decided to come by and check on her. The old master’s gut instincts were correct. When she heard whining and scratching on the other side of the door, Katara’s senses kicked in. The old woman remembered Korra sending her a message about a dog she plucked from the street who was now frantically wanting to get out. So she opened the door and thanked the Spirits that it was unlocked.



  Korra could fill in what had happened next. The athlete closed her eyes to avoid seeing the disappointment in her mentor’s eyes. She couldn’t help the tears that escaped before whispering, “Why?” Katara made speak louder, so Korra shouted, “Why didn’t you let me die?!?”



  The athlete put her hands over her face as a sob escaped her lips. Katara stood up and gently placed her hand on her shaking shoulder. “Because there are still some things worth living for.”



  “But I’m tired, Katara. I’m so tired. I feel like there is no hope for me anymore. And it’s all my fault this all happened. It’s my fault I’m alone now.”



  “Korra, I know you feel alone right now, but remember that we are here for you. I’ve said it before, and I’ll say it again. We are your family, Korra.” Katara paused to let her words sink in. “Never let this destroy your spirit. Never lose hope.”



  Korra removed her hands away from her face and looked at her mentor, “And ... what am I going to find if I ... get through this?”



  At that, Katara smiled softly at her, in a way a mother would when comforting her child, and said, “But won't it be interesting to find out?”



  



  —



  



  The sound of the horn brought Korra out of the past. Looking up, she glanced up and saw that the ship was really docked already. 
  
    Is this the right thing to do?
  
   Korra thought. A hand on her shoulder made her jump as it interrupted her doubting thoughts.



  “Tenzin knows we’re arriving in three days,” Kya informed her.



  The athlete nodded dejectedly. “Okay.”



  “Hey. Don’t look so glum. You heard mom, right? Look for the light, Korra.”



  Korra let out a sigh of defeat. “I know. At least I won’t see my Uncle and cousins anymore,” she shrugged. 
  
    Or Takku’s bloody face,
  
   the athlete kept the thought to herself. Korra looked at the sleeping Naga to erase those horrible images from her head.



  Kya’s raspy voice once again, shook her out of her dark thoughts. “Speaking of your relatives, it was a bit surprising that they agreed so easily to let you go.”



  Korra scoffed. “It’s really not, Kya. They don’t care about me. I bet they’re celebrating right this very moment.” The two Water Tribe women shared a laugh at Korra’s relatives’ expense. Naga perked up at the sound of their laughter and then let out a bark of her own.



  “Well, I'm glad you’re taking the first step toward healing, Korra.”



  “I…Thank you for coming with me, Kya.”



  “Anytime. We’re family. Don’t you ever forget that, okay? And I’m sorry that Mom couldn’t make it here.”



  “I know. And it’s alright. I said my goodbyes last night.”



  As their conversation came to an end, the ship crew announced that they were now boarding passengers going to Republic City. The women stood up, grabbed their baggage and walked inside the ship and into their rooms, Naga trotting beside the athlete. Korra put away her things and told Kya that she’d be on the ship’s deck until dinner time.



  The athlete leaned on the railing, Naga sitting beside her, as the ship sailed away from her home. Looking at the slowly shrinking harbor, Korra hoped that by leaving the Southern Water Tribe, the place where she grew up and formed dreams of her own, the place where her dreams and life were crushed, that she would also leave her past behind. She hoped that by going to Republic City, she could start anew. To find the light in the dark.



  Turning around, Korra turned her gaze North toward a new and hopeful beginning.
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  “I’ve been with Tenzin’s ever since.” Korra continued her story with a faraway look in her eyes. “It was hard at first, but as the months passed by, they helped me get back on my feet. Then after taking a two-year break from school, I took the ALS test and passed. That’s why I’m in the same year as you.”



  “Oh.” Asami was stunned and hurting, and now tears were streaming down her cheeks. The heiress stood up from her seat and pulled Korra into a firm embrace, who she noticed was also crying. Who wouldn’t when the world dealt you a shitty hand.



  But now she understood why her friend wouldn’t defend herself. “I’m sorry you had to go through all that, Korra. You’re so strong and brave,” she said as she cradled Korra’s face with her left hand and smoothed her thumb over tear-stained cheeks.



  Korra smiled softly. “Thank you. Although I feel that I had to go through all that in order to be a better person.”



  “No, Korra. You don’t,” Asami responded firmly. The heiress didn’t think that a person would need to go through tragedy in order to become the person she was today. Asami knew that Korra was like that from the start. A caring, soft-hearted, and loving person. Not to mention a dork.



  Korra looked at her with an expression Asami couldn’t decipher, blue eyes boring into her. However, Korra turned away and whatever it was, it was gone in a snap. Then the athlete continued her story. “That is why I owe Katara’s family everything. They saved me from the brink of death and gave me a new life.” Korra turned her gaze back to Asami, blue eyes met green ones once again. “Without them, I wouldn’t be here. I wouldn’t have met you,” Korra breathed softly.



  Asami’s breath hitched at Korra’s words, and she did her best to calm her racing heart. “Then I need to thank them, too,” she responded, her voice barely above a whisper.



  For a long moment, they just stared at each other, basking in each other’s presence. The rays of the setting sun hit Korra’s tan skin, giving her an otherworldly glow while the wind softly blew. Bottled-up feelings threatened to flow over the heiress, compelling Asami to spill her feelings to Korra. Just as she was about to open her mouth, someone behind them cleared their throat.



  “I’m sorry to interrupt, but dinner’s already served,” Tenzin said. And just like that, the magic of the moment was gone. 
  
    Damn, Tenzin!
  



  Both girls blushed in slight embarrassment at having someone see their moment, but nonetheless, they followed Tenzin to the dining hall.



  Dinner was the same as always. Lots of teasing and laughter from the kids. Asami’s stomach hurt from laughing so hard. She was going to miss this once she returned back to the estate.



  And just like that, her winter break was over. She was packing her things when Korra knocked on her door. “Are you ready?” she asked, her voice a little sad.



  “With my things? Yes. Emotionally? No,” Asami confessed with a sigh. “Honestly, I don’t want to go back yet.”



  “I’m sorry. I wish I could extend our vacation. You can always visit me here if you like,” Korra said with a smile, albeit a sad one. 



  “It’s okay. And thank you. I’ll take you up on your offer.”



  Korra helped her bring her suitcases to the ferry and they hugged each other goodbye. “See you at school, Asami,” the athlete said as they pulled back, arms-length from each other.



  “Thank you, too, Korra. And tell your family I had fun!” Asami yelled over the sound of the ferry’s engine coming to life. She waved at Korra as the ferry left Air Temple Island’s dock, and her eyes glued to her friend until she could no longer see Korra on the horizon.


 


  —


 


  After she got back to the Sato estate, Hiroshi was already on her like a moose lion. “Where have you been?” her father asked, enraged.



  “At a friend’s,” Asami answered defiantly as she strutted through the halls. The heiress noticed that Hiroshi was red in the face.



  “Come back here, young lady! I am not done speaking to you!” Hiroshi then grabbed her arm.



  “Ow! That hurts, Dad!”



  “I-I’m sorry,” Hiroshi said, appalled, as he let Asami’s arm go. “I didn’t mean that. I was just worried for you when you just said you’re going on a friend’s without telling me, and you’re not answering my calls or texts.”



  “I know,” Asami answered weakly while rubbing the sore area of her arm. “But I already told Lee to tell you.”



  “Well, that’s not enough,” her father answered back firmly. “I’ll let you rest, but next time, tell me in person.” With that, Hiroshi turned around and went into his home office, slamming the door shut.



  Sighing tiredly, Asami went to her room and changed into her sleep clothes. Already, she missed the rustic room she had slept on for two weeks. She missed Tenzin’s family and their rowdiness. Most of all, she had already missed her blue-eyed friend. That was okay. She’d see Korra on Monday, anyways.



  For now, Asami would make do on her own.


 


  —


 


  A few weeks after vacation, Asami was back to her old routine. She woke up at 7, got ready by 7:45, and arrived at RCHS five minutes before 8. Like clockwork, her friends would greet her and walk with her toward class, then Chemistry class and project-making with Korra. Lunchtime also with Korra, more classes, then hanging out with Korra after class.



  However, something felt off. Asami had a nagging feeling that someone was watching them, but when nothing happened, she just shrugged it off. Asami thought that it was just the other students looking at them. Well, they wouldn’t win. The heiress wouldn’t let them.



  After some time, though, that feeling and her thinking about Korra’s past and how vulnerable she was during the time she was telling her story was getting to Asami. How Korra would shudder and shed tears while looking at the horizon. Her voice distant, and eyes glazed, tapped in the haunting memory. Asami couldn’t stop thinking about how Korra trusted her with this. Trusted her with her feelings and hurt and new hopes.



  And now, the heiress couldn’t stop thinking about how she didn’t earn that trust. Her resolve to keep the bet a secret was slowly breaking down. Plus, the fact that she was falling more and more for her dork of an athlete. Every day was a battle not to slip up, but after a month, Asami gave in. She had a new resolve.



  To tell Korra the truth. Damn the consequences.



  Korra didn’t deserve to be lied to. And it was better the truth came from her than anyone else. She’d just have to earn back that trust and Korra’s friendship after that.



  With that settled in her mind, she prepared herself for another school day.


 


  —


 


  “Hey, Asami!”



  Asami’s stomach dropped at the same time as her pencil when she heard Korra’s voice. Turning around, the heiress saw the athlete running toward her, muscles flexing with every move. The heiress felt the need to breathe. Because of Korra’s muscles or because of her new plan, Asami didn’t know. So, she forced a smile as she said, “Hey, you. What’s up?” ‘
  
    What’s up?’ could you be more nervous, Sato?
  



  Korra stopped in front of her and bent to place her hands on her knees, panting hard from running. When the athlete recovered, she snapped her head up to look at Asami and gave her a lopsided smile. Asami couldn’t help but flush at the adorable sight.



  “Hey. I, uh…” the athlete became shy all of a sudden, rubbing the back of her neck. “Um, I just would like to invite you to our spot after school?” Korra asked shyly, her eyes darting back and forth between her and the floor.



  Asami was confused. “O–kay? Why are you acting so shy all of a sudden? We’ve been hanging out all the time?”



  With her question, Korra’s tan cheeks turned red. “Um…because…Just because!! Justgotherelaterokay?! SeeyoulaterSami!!” The athlete said rapidly as she ran away from her, leaving Asami alone with her jaw on the floor.


 


  —


 


  After the last bell of the day rang, Asami packed her bags and went on her way to their secret spot behind the library. The heiress couldn’t for the life of her figure out why Korra was acting that way earlier.



  Deciding that she would tell Korra the truth after whatever her friend had to say, Asami trudged the now familiar path toward their hideout. The heiress hoped that Korra would forgive her for lying to her someday.



  When Asami got to the hill, Korra was already there, sitting on a blanket. The heiress was stunned at the sight. There was a basket on top of the blanket and was surrounded by wildflowers scattered on the ground. 
  
    What is happening? 
  
  Asami gingerly approached the athlete whose back was turned against her. “Korra?”



  Korra comically jumped from the ground and turned around to face the heiress. “Asami! Hi!!” her voice was higher than normal.



  “Hi to you, too.” Asami couldn’t help but let out a soft chuckle at her friend’s weird behavior.



  “Um…” Korra rubbed the back of her neck. “Have a seat?” she said nervously. Then she motioned for Asami to take a seat beside her as she knelt down.



  Asami delicately sat on the blanket and watched Korra take out the contents of the mystery basket. She saw those muscular arms flex as she took out a container of dumplings, noodles, a tumbler of tea (?), and some utensils. When Korra was finished, she plopped back down on the ground beside Asami.



  They sat in silence for a while, Asami waiting on Korra to say something. But when the heiress noticed that Korra wouldn’t tell her anything, she took the initiative to break the silence. “So…” she started. “What’s up with all these?”



  Korra’s tan cheeks were dusted with pink. “Um…hehe…I, uh, wanted to treat you to something special,” her friend responded nervously, her blue eyes kept darting back and forth between Asami’s green ones and the ground. “Because…”



  Asami cocked her head and prompted Korra to continue. “Because?”



  “Because I wanna say something to you. And I’ve been keeping it for a long time now.” Then Korra rummaged inside her bag and produced a bundle of lilies in her hand. She handed them to Asami without making eye contact.



  Asami’s breath hitched. She almost choked on air at the situation. 
  
    Is she… No way!!
  



  When the heiress took the flowers, Korra’s eyes shone and her face lit up like the stars in the sky.  Smiling, the athlete then took Asami’s hand and caressed the back of her hands with her thumbs.



  “Asami…I can’t thank you enough for coming into my life. For befriending me even though I am different, weird. And thank you for being by my side, it means the world to me. These past months have been the best of my life because of you. And I’ve been thinking of telling you how I feel for a long time. And I cannot hold it any longer.” Taking a deep breath, Korra closed her eyes as she gathered her courage. When she opened them again, Asami could see the look of determination in those blue, blue eyes.



  “Asami, I like you. So much.” Korra said, squeezing her hands.



  The heiress was stunned speechless. She stared at the athlete for a while, and when her expression didn’t change, Korra let go of her hands and said, “I-it’s okay if you don’t feel the same. I just hope we’ll still be frie-”



  “No!!”



  A flash of hurt showed on Korra’s face, so Asami quickly backtracked. “I-I mean, no. It’s not like I don’t feel the same because, Korra, I like you, too. From the start. Even way before we became partners.” There! She finally blurted out her feelings.



  Korra looked at her in disbelief. “Really?!”



  “Really.” Asami nodded as she smiled. The next thing she knew, she was tackled on the ground.



  “I can’t believe it!” Korra exclaimed as she gave a delighted laugh. She pushed up from the ground and looked at Asami with adoration. There was a moment of hesitation, Asami noticed, and the world seemed to stand still. Finally, Korra asked, “Asami. Can I kiss you?” Her voice almost a whisper as she glanced down at the heiress’ lips.



  Asami could feel herself heat up at the question. Forgetting everything, only one thing was now on her mind, “
  
    Korra’s going to kiss me. I can finally feel her lips on mine.”
  
   She wanted it to happen, so she nodded.



  Korra smiled softly and cupped her face with her hand. She leaned in slowly, gauging if Asami wanted to back out. But Asami didn’t want to back out, so she pulled Korra down and kissed her, finally bridging the space between them.



  And oh, my Spirits! Asami felt like she was transported into the Spirit world if she knew what that even felt like. But still.



  Asami’s hands found their way toward Korra’s hair, threading her fingers through dark brown locks and losing herself in the sensation of their kiss—relief, happiness, longing, love. When they finally pulled away, both were panting at the intensity of their feelings. Korra closed her eyes and dropped her head enough to touch Asami’s forehead.



  The world had resumed its course around them, and suddenly, through the haze of pleasure, Asami remembered her goal. Her eyes widened in fear and panic. “Korra,” she said, alarm lacing her voice.



  The athlete noticed the change in the atmosphere. She snapped her eyes open and pulled back, sitting. “What’s wrong? Did I do something? Did I make you uncomfortable?” Korra asked, her voice trembling. “I’m sorry, Asami. I didn’t mea-”



  “Korra, it’s not like that, okay,” Asami responded as she sat back up. “I…I also have something I need to tell you.”



  “What is it?”



  “Promise me you’ll let me explain first before you react?” Asami asked, her voice pleading.



  “O-okay. Whatever it is, I promise to let you finish first.”



  Asami shut her eyes and took a deep breath, this time, she was the one gathering courage. “Korra, I-”



  However, her moment was interrupted by the rustling of bushes behind them, and the unmistakable sound of a camera’s shutter.
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    Click!
  



  They both turned around at the sound of a camera’s shutter. Standing up, Asami was on high alert, the hairs on the back of her neck raised. Then her worst nightmare showed up.



  “Well, hello there, ladies. Or Lady and the Freak,” Tahno drawled and laughed when he came out of the bushes. He was followed by his cronies, Kuvira, Ginger, and Jargala. When Asami glanced behind them, there were even more students lingering in the area.



  
    Fuck! How did I notice their presence?
  



  “I see you two having a good time,” Kuvira added, smirking cockily.



  Around them, students held their cellphones out and pointed at them, probably recording or taking more photos of the two sitting turtle ducks.



  “What are you doing here?” Asami asked, her heart thundering in her chest.



  Ginger scoffed at her, incredulous at her answer. “Isn’t it obvious? You finally made her confess! She even kissed you! Which, by the way, I have a mint or a mouthwash in my bag if you want one cos ew!” Everybody laughed at that, and it grated on her nerves, especially Ginger’s cackle.



  “Asami? What are they talking about?”



  At the sound of her name, Asami turned around quickly and saw Korra’s expression: confusion, hurt, pain, her body tense and rigid. And the worst of all, they were all directed at her. “Korra. Please, let me explain.”



  “Let me explain it to you, you dimwit.” Kuvira stepped forward toward them, so Asami stepped in front of Korra, doing her best to prevent her from getting to Korra. However, Kuvira wasn’t deterred and continued to stride forward.



  “No. Stop!” Asami yelled, pushing her arms out.



  “At the start of the school year, Asami here agreed on a bet with Ginger and Jargala that she could make you fall in love with her. And here you are now. Madly in love and caught in the act.” Kuvira laughed darkly.



  Asami turned back around toward Korra and saw her blue eyes filled with tears that were threatening to drop. That wouldn’t do, the heiress needed to explain. Fast. “Korra, Korra, please listen to me. I can explain.”



  “Is it true?”



  “Korra, you promised you’d let me explain, right? Please let me?” Asami begged, almost falling to her knees. Relief filled her when Korra nodded slightly, even though Asami could see that she was trembling.



  “It was true. Wait!” She screamed when Korra was about to react. Asami tried to hold the athlete’s hand, but she flinched like she was burned. So, Asami stepped back a little bit. “It was, but only because I didn’t want to lose face to them,” she admitted. “All I cared about before was my image. My reputation. Because that was all I had. I’m so sorry that it took me this long to tell you the truth because I was afraid you’d get angry and leave me, and I didn’t want that.



  “I always wanted to be your friend, but my need to be popular prevented that. I wanted to be with you because even before the bet, I…” Asami hesitated, thinking of backing out, but no. She wasn’t going to keep a secret from Korra anymore. So, tuning out the rest of the world, she continued, “I already had a crush on you. And that’s the truth. And then I got to get to know you, and that was it for me. I’ve fallen into the deep end, but I didn’t want to come back up.”



  Silence.



  Asami was met with silence, and the air was heavy with tension. Korra was staring at her like she had two heads. When the world came back to her senses, she could hear loud gasps around her. And then someone spoke.



  It wasn’t Korra.



  “Asami, what are you doing?” Jargala sneered, her eyebrows scrunched up in confusion. “You don’t have to pretend anymore!”



  The heiress laughed in irony. “You’re right. I don’t have to pretend anymore.” Her “friends” smiled, but it instantly turned into a frown at her next words. “I don’t have to pretend to be like you anymore! I am sick and tired of pretending to be this…this Ice Queen or some higher being that you all made me out to be! I am sick of pretending to be a bitch. Most of all, I am sick of being not true to myself. Aren’t you tired, too, Jar?” she shouted, panting by the time she finished. Jargala was taken aback, her face full of surprise like she was struck. But she wasn’t the one that mattered. Asami then turned around and faced Korra, who was somewhat dumbstruck.



  “Korra. I don’t just like you. I love you.”



  There. All her feelings were out for the world to hear. Asami didn’t know that bearing her heart out was freeing. All the weight on her shoulders was lifted with those three simple words, and Asami felt lighter than ever.



  Gaping like a fish, Korra opened her mouth and closed it, probably not knowing what to say. “Asami, I-”



  However, Korra was cut off by Tahno’s laughter and applause. Snapping her head toward him, Asami could see the glint of something sinister in his eyes.



  “Well, well, well. That is one hell of a confession,” Tahno drawled out before looking at Korra. “To think that you could infect our great Miss Sato with your freakiness. Tch. Guess we’ll have to teach you a hard lesson then,” the vile student declared, cracking his knuckles loudly.



  Before Asami knew it, they were surrounded by Tahno’s cronies and Kuvira. She turned to Korra to try and get them out of there, but the athlete had a fierce look on her face, hands already balled into fists. There was one difference Asami noticed, though. Korra’s stance was now full of determination and confidence.



  Now, she stood, legs shoulder-width apart and feet planted firmly on the hard ground. Her shoulders, once slumped, were now squared, full of determination and purpose. It was like a switch had been flipped, and Asami wondered what happened. Where there was once vulnerability, there was now unwavering strength. The heiress was in awe. It wasn’t just a fighting stance. It was a statement.



  Then it happened.



  Tahno and his cronies charged, and Asami stole a quick glance at Korra, but she wasn’t on her spot anymore. Korra already sprang into action, dodging and circling Tahno’s punches. Her movements were fluid like water. They were all stunned, for they didn’t know the prowess Korra possessed. Asami smiled because she did.



  A cry suddenly pierced the air, and Asami saw Tahno stagger back when Korra pushed him back with a palm strike to his chest. He growled, “How dare you?!” Then he snapped his head toward his cronies, his face contorted in anger. “Why are you still standing?! Get her!!”



  
    Oh, no, they won’t!
  
   Asami wouldn’t let the fight be unfair, so she got in their way, her back against Korra’s back. The said athlete glanced at her and gave her a quick nod. Asami smiled and despite the situation, felt giddy. And then, she faced her enemies.



  Together, they made quick work of the three jerks, and suddenly, they were only down to one enemy. Kuvira.



  “So, you know how to fight. Glad to know those muscles of yours aren’t just for show,” Kuvira sneered. If looks could kill, Asami and Korra would be dead by now. But it didn’t matter for the heiress. As long as she was standing, no one would hurt Korra anymore.



  Or not.



  Asami was about to walk toward Korra’s side when the athlete held her arm out to the side, effectively preventing Asami from being beside her. “No. This is my fight,” Korra said with fire in her eyes.



  The heiress was taken aback but still nodded—albeit hesitantly.



  So, Asami stood back and watched Korra walk toward Kuvira. The captain of the basketball team moved to a defensive stance and smirked. “Come on, show me what you’ve got!”



  Korra moved with swiftness, her wolf tail flowing with the wind with every move. The athlete threw a right straight, but Kuvira dodged and countered it with a left hook. And from there, their one-on-one fully began.



  Watching Korra fight was like a storm. Powerful. Mesmerizing. Unyielding. It wasn’t like how they were during sparring, and now the heiress knew that Korra was holding back then. Every punch, every kick, and every strike was a testament to her unparalleled skills and resolve. Now, she was giving it her all, and it was a sight to behold.



  Finally, after a brutal takedown, Kuvira didn’t even get up from the ground anymore. “I yield! I yield!” she yelled when she saw Korra ready to strike again, so the athlete stopped and finally relaxed her stance.



  Nobody moved after the fight. Their classmates were stunned. 



  “Korra!” Asami ran up to her and gave her a big hug. “You are amazing!!” she squealed but stopped when she remembered where they were and the situation that they were in. Asami quickly let go of Korra and cleared her throat. “I’m sorry.”



  Korra was about to say something to her when Ginger interrupted them. “So, is this going to be who you are, Asami? Did the freak really influence you?”



  Asami contemplated her answer, but after a second, it wasn’t really a hard question. “Yes. She influenced me to be a better person. And to be true to myself. To not be afraid to express my real self even though it is not the norm. She brought out the best in me, Ginger. Aren’t you happy for me?”



  “Tch. Then you can’t be the school’s queen bee anymore. You can’t be our friend! Stick to your freak, then!” Ginger shouted before storming off. Jargala followed her hesitantly, and Asami wasn’t sure if she heard the other woman say, ‘I’m sorry.’ The other students seemed to read the mood and started to go back to their respective classrooms, so Asami turned her attention back to the only person important to her.



  “Korra…um, are you…are you okay?” the heiress asked nervously, fidgeting with her hands.



  “Um, yeah. I’m…I’m okay,” Korra responded awkwardly. “Asami, I- Asami!”



  Before Asami even noticed, Korra moved swiftly and shoved her out of the way.



  “Aagghh!”



  The heiress fell down to the ground hard as she heard the athlete scream in pain. Asami snapped her head and saw Tahno stabbing Korra in the stomach with his pocket knife twice. “Korra!” she yelled, terrified.



  “No one messes with me! I am King of this school!! You understand, freak!!” Tahno shouted, stabbing one last time as emphasis.



  Asami saw red.



  Standing up on the ground, Asami quickly disarmed Tahno and twisted his arm, breaking it in the process. The sound of his screams could be heard from miles away, even Kuvira was shocked, his cronies came to his rescue but it was too late for them. The damage had already been done.



  Turning around, Asami dropped to the floor and tended to her wounded friend. Korra was lying on the ground, holding her bleeding stomach and taking shallow breaths. “Korra. Stay with me,” Asami said in a panic, placing her hands over tan ones to try and stop the bleeding. This all felt like deja vu to the heiress, except this time, Korra was in an even more risky situation.



  Fortunately, a few teachers and Kya came running up to them. As well as Jargala. The heiress must’ve gotten to her, and so she decided to help.



  “We’re here!” Asami yelled. Then she turned to her friend. “Korra, help’s here. Stay with me, okay?” she said through the tears, absolutely distraught over her friend’s predicament. She couldn’t lose Korra. Not now that she had a lot to make up for.



  Asami smiled through the tears when she saw Korra nod. “Okay,” she breathed.



  Before they knew it, Korra was being put on the stretcher and carried away toward the ambulance. Asami was about to step inside when the principal, Ah Ching, stopped her.



  “Where are you going, Ms. Sato?” he asked.



  “I’m accompanying my friend,” Asami responded, irritated. 
  
    Isn’t it obvious?
  



  “I admire your dedication to your friend…” he started. Asami felt there was a ‘but’ incoming. And she was right. “...but it is still school hours, and you need to answer some questions. That is final. I’ll see you in my office.” Then Ah Ching walked away as if nothing happened in his school.



  
    How dare he! He was the one who ignored all the bullying in this school. He’s as guilty as all of us involved here.
  



  A hand on her shoulder pulled Asami out of her dangerous thoughts. When she turned, she saw that it was Kya’s. The nurse was looking at her with compassion and empathy. “Don’t worry. She’ll be okay. I’ve known her since she was a kid, and let me tell you, she is a fighter. So, go on. Do your business quickly, so you can visit Korra later. Okay?” Kya asked as she gave Asami a warm smile.



  Asami nodded, wiping her tear-stained cheeks. “Okay,” she replied, then hesitantly asked, “Will…will you go with her?”



  “I will.”



  “Okay. I’ll see you later.”


 


  —


 


  Asami knocked on the door to Principal Ah Ching’s office. She heard the man say come in, so she opened it and walked inside. Surprise lined her face when she saw Jargala already sitting there looking scared, but Asami quickly composed herself.



  “Ah, Ms. Sato, perfect timing. I was just finishing up with Ms. Omo here. Do sit,” he greeted her.



  However, Asami didn’t sit down. Call her stubborn, but she wanted this to be over so she could go to the hospital and know what was happening to her friend. “What do you want to know, Mr. Ching?”



  “Ah, straight to the point, I see. Well, Ms. Sato, I’ve interviewed some of the students already and they told me that Ms. Imaq has savagely beaten
   some of my finest students, even the captain of the basketball team,” he explained, the tone of his voice calm and collected as if nothing was wrong.



  At that, the heiress’ ears burned at the statement. “What!? That’s not true! Tahno and the others threw the first punch!! Korra just defended herself from their attacks!” she exclaimed, incredulous at the students who told him that ridiculous lie.



  “Well, they presented video evidence that says to the contrary. They even saw her break Tahno’s arm. Here.” Ah Ching handed her his phone and showed her the video. Of course, they cut the first part where Tahno taunted Korra.



  “That’s not the full video, and I was the one who broke that jerk’s arm! Jar? I saw you recording everything from the start, right? If you have any ounce of sympathy left, please show him the truth,” Asami pleaded with her former friend. The heiress just hoped that, by some miracle, she’d tell the truth.



  “Mr. Ching, I have video evidence that it was Tahno who attacked first and not Korra. Please, I’m telling the truth. Don’t expel her!”


Expel?! He was going to expel Korra?


  “Hmm. I see,” Ah Ching said, clasping his hands after handing Jargala her phone. “Then here’s the deal. I am not going to expel Ms. Imaq if you two would never speak of this again.”



  “What?!” Asami was flabbergasted. This was getting more and more ridiculous. Then it hit her. They could never get any justice in this school because the higher-ups were also enabling this kind of behavior from their students. More specifically, students who came from powerful families. If Asami couldn’t do anything here, then maybe she could go to a more powerful person.



  Tenzin. He’d help, especially because Korra was like a daughter to him.



  “No! I will not accept your condition. Clearly, you know who Korra’s foster father is?” Asami felt bile going up her throat for using Tenzin to get Korra out of this situation, but Ah Ching left her no choice.



  Thankfully, the principal immediately got the message. He became a sputtering mess. “Oh, oh. Are you…You know Councilman Tenzin?” he said, wide-eyed.



  “Yes. I’m close with him and his family,” Asami declared proudly. And it was true. She was close to them thanks to Korra.



  Principal Ah Ching visibly trembled. “Ms. Sato, perhaps we could settle this another way.”



  “Yes. We could,” the heiress smirked. The principal smiled, but it instantly turned into a frightened frown when Asami continued. “Expose the truth. Punish those who were the ones responsible for this. And place new rules about bullying. That has to stop!”



  The principal looked defeated. “Ah. I see. Thank you, Ms. Sato. I will make the necessary punishments. Fairly. That means you will be suspended, too.”



  “I know. I just want a fair treatment for all of us,” Asami sighed in relief. At least it would only be suspension, not expulsion. “If that’s all, principal?”



  “Yes. That is all, Ms. Sato. You may take your leave. You, too, Ms. Omo.”



  “Thank you.”



  Asami left the office but was stopped by Jargala once they were a reasonable distance away.



  “Asami?” Jargala asked, her eyes downcast.



  “Yes?”



  “I just wanted to say that what you did was brave. And you made me realize that reputation isn’t the only important thing in this world. Thank you.”



  “No problem. And I want to thank you, too, Jar, for what you did. I’ll see you when I’m back from suspension, I need to get to Korra,” Asami replied as she walked away hurriedly.



  “Go get your girl!”



  Asami laughed when she heard her friend shout down the hall. Now, it was time to “get her girl.” If
  
     Korra still wanted me back.
  


 


  —


 


  “Where’s Korra? Korra Imaq?” Asami hurriedly asked the nurse.



  “Are you family?” the nurse asked back, one eyebrow raised in skepticism.



  “I, um, no,” she admitted weakly.



  “Then, sorry, but I cannot disclose any information to you. However, you may wait in the waiting area down the hall.”



  “Okay. I understand.”



  So, Asami sat on one of the creaky reception chairs, leaned her head back on the wall and waited. Waited for someone to inform her of Korra’s situation.



  The heiress didn’t know she had fallen asleep until she was woken by a hand on her shoulder. “Asami.” Tenzin’s deep yet calm voice filled her ears.



  “Tenzin? Oh, Spirits! I fell asleep, and what time is it? How’s Korra? Is there any news about her?” the heiress asked in a panic.



  “It’s seven in the evening.”



  “SEVEN!? I’ve been asleep for almost three hours! How’s Korra? Why did no one wake me up?” Asami panicked a little bit. 
  
    Oh, no, 
  
  she thought when she saw her phone. Her father was calling and texting her all this time. And why had no one told her anything about Korra?! Oh, fuck. Right. She was not family. 
  
    Dammit!
  



  “Don’t worry, Asami,” Tenzin calmed her down. “Korra’s okay now. She’s out of surgery and is currently resting in one of the private rooms here. You can see her if you’d like to.”



  “I do!” Asami responded enthusiastically. Relief filled her being at the good news. She then stood up, grabbed her bag and put her phone in her pocket. Hiroshi could wait.



  Tenzin then led her down the hall and inside the elevator. They rode in silence, one floor up. When they finally got to the room, Tenzin opened the door and motioned for her to go inside. 
  
    Oh, I must’ve frozen up.
  



  Once inside, Asami immediately got tunnel vision. Her peridot eyes zoned in on Korra, who was lying still on the hospital bed. Her feet automatically strode toward the injured woman but someone got in her way. That was when she realized that there were other people in the room. Korra’s family and best friend Opal.



  “I thought I told you that you’ll regret it if you ever hurt her,” the other green-eyed woman said, venom lacing her voice as she crossed her arms over her chest. Tenzin, Pema, and the kids all stood up in the suddenly hostile atmosphere.



  “Can we not do this right now, Opal? I just wanted to-”



  “No. Leave! This is all your fault. If it wasn’t for you then Korra wouldn’t be here in the first place!!” Opal was shouting now.



  “Opal!”



  Everybody stopped at the sound of Korra’s voice. Asami turned her gaze to her friend and saw that Korra’s blue eyes were already looking at her. However, Opal moved first, leaving Asami, who was frozen on the spot.



  “Korra, hey. How are you feeling?” Opal asked gently, taking hold of a tan hand.



  “I’m okay,” Korra rasped as she squeezed Opal’s hand.



  Asami felt a twinge of jealousy at the intimate gesture. She was about to go out when Korra spoke again.



  “Asami?”



  The heiress froze. Her breath hitched at the sound of the athlete’s voice. Taking a deep breath, Asami turned around and softly smiled at Korra. “Hi,” she whispered.



  “Everyone, can you give us the room, please?”



  Opal gasped in shock. “But Korra, she’s-”



  “Opal. Please.”



  The petite woman finally relented. “Okay. Call us if you need anything.”



  With that, Tenzin’s family and Opal exited the room, leaving Asami alone with Korra. There was a beat of awkward silence before the heiress decided to break it. Sitting on the empty chair beside the bed, Asami started, determined to win Korra back.


 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
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  “Korra,” Asami started, nervous about what Korra had to say. “I’m really sorry. About everything,” she said, eyes downcast in guilt, after all, it was her fault.



  The heiress expected Korra’s outburst or anger, so she wasn’t prepared for Korra’s soft voice that filtered through the room. “Asami, hey. Look at me.” Asami snapped her head and met Korra’s gaze. Her blue eyes shone with compassion and not resentment.



  “So,” Korra started. “Everything you’d said...”



  “It’s all true.” Asami finished gently. “All my life, people, especially my father, expected me to be this perfect daughter, the perfect, miss popular student. And I relished the attention because I didn’t get enough from Dad. But deep down, I felt even more lonely because I wasn’t living my own life. That was until I met you.”



  Asami took a deep breath. “So, when I finally got to know you, I latched onto that. I kept that secret because I didn’t want to lose you. And the truth is, I would’ve taken that secret to my grave. But then my conscience was starting to eat at me. I know you don’t deserve to be lied to, so I was planning to tell you. But then this,” Asami gestured to Korra’s injury sadly. “This happened. And I am really sorry, Korra.” The tears that were threatening to fall finally streamed down her face, and she cried, hiding her face in shame behind her trembling hands.



  Something soft yet rough touched her hands. It was Korra’s tan one, trying to reach out to her, so Asami took it and held it lovingly.



  “I remember. And know that I fully understand. But understanding doesn’t make the pain of knowing why you did this hurt any less,” Korra told her sternly but not unkindly.



  “I know,” the heiress conceded, eyes glancing down at the floor.



  “Asami, honestly, my mind and my heart are at odds right now. My mind tells me not to trust you. You befriended me because of a bet so that you could keep being on top of the world, and part of me agrees with it. But my heart…my heart tells me to forgive you. Give you another chance. My heart tells me that deep down, I can trust you.”



  Korra squeezed her hand, and Asami’s heart almost burst out in her chest. Hope bloomed in her heart. The athlete’s words made her feel like she still had a chance to be in Korra’s life.



  “But…” And then her hope crashed instantly with that one word.



  “...but I think…I think that you have to give me time. Time to process everything that had happened, and time to decide.”



  Asami let out a breath she didn’t know she was holding. “Okay. That’s fine. Totally fair,” she responded, relief filling her voice. 
  
    At least Korra didn’t kick me out of her life for good, 
  
  she thought. Then she squeezed Korra’s hand. “Will you…will you let me know when you’ve finally decided?”



  “Yeah. I will.”



  “Thank you, Korra. For not-, for this.”



  Korra didn’t answer this time and just gave her a tight smile. Then they stared at each other. And it was getting awkward, so Asami cleared her throat to break the silence. “Um, we’ve been suspended. Just so you know,” the heiress said, trying to lighten the mood.



  “Oh. That’s-, that’s fair. Um, what about Tahno? Kuvira?” Korra asked, her bright blue eyes getting slightly hazy.



  Asami was a little bit concerned. Korra had been in a similar situation before, and maybe she was getting flashbacks. “Hey. It’s okay. It’s nothing like before.”



  “But what if-”



  “No. Don’t worry about it, Korra. Just worry about your recovery.”



  Squeezing her hand once more, Korra nodded. “Okay. You’re right,” she breathed out. Then Asami noticed Korra fighting sleep.



  “Hey. If you’re getting tired, I’m gonna let you be now.”



  “Okay,” the athlete replied, her eyes getting heavier by the second.



  “I’ll see you soon?” Asami hesitated.



  “Yes, ‘Sami. I’ll see you soon.” Then Korra was fast asleep.



  Asami smiled, thankful for their talk. As she stood up from the chair, a new resolve formed in her mind: she would wait for Korra to be ready. No matter how long it took. Before leaving the room, she took one last look at the injured woman and decided to be bold. Asami then bent down to kiss Korra’s forehead tenderly and whispered, “I’ll be waiting for you. I love you.”


 


  —


 


  The Sato Estate was empty save for the help that stayed there during the night. Asami trudged through the hallway and into her bedroom. She was dead tired and wanted to sleep as soon as possible. However, there was still one issue she had to face: her father, who wasn’t currently at the house. So Asami decided to clean up and do her nightly routine.



  Relief filled her as the hot water hit her aching body, the aches and pains of the day washing away with the water. Sighing tiredly, Asami hoped that whatever her father wanted with her could wait until tomorrow.


 


  —


 


  The sunlight filtering inside her room woke the heiress up. After doing her morning routine, she went down to the dining room and saw no one there except for the maids setting up their food.



  “Where’s dad?” she asked one of the maids.



  They were startled out of their task but quickly recovered from their fright. “Oh, Ms. Asami. Lee said he hadn’t come home last night.”



  
    Huh. That’s weird.
  
   “Okay. Did he tell Lee when is he-”



  Suddenly, the door slammed open, and in strode Hiroshi Sato, red-faced in anger. “How dare you? HOW DARE YOU?!” His hands were balled into fists, clenching so hard it bled onto the floor.



  “Dad, what are you-”



  “Don’t dare play dumb with me, Asami! I had to do damage control all throughout the night! My investors think I have a delinquent child, and so I had to beg them not to pull their stocks out. You ruined our reputation! Our respectable name! And it’s all thanks to you! Care to explain?” Then Hiroshi pulled his phone out and showed her a news headline.


 


  
    Exposed? Asami Sato, the heiress of the Fortune 500 company Future Industries, was caught in a shocking brawl with some of the school’s most popular students. Is she spiraling out of control?
  


 


  Asami’s eyes widened in shock. She wasn’t expecting the event to get this big. She was only doing what was right, fighting alongside her love and defending her from bullies. So, with a defiant stance, she looked her father in the eye and said, “Well, I only did what was right. Those students were bullying Korra, and they crossed the line.”



  Hiroshi turned even more red at Asami’s declaration. “Korra! She’s the problem here. She clearly is a bad influence on you. I told you not to mingle with her anymore, and look at what happened!”



  “No, Dad. She is not the problem here. You know who the problem is? It’s you! And maybe you’re the reason mom left us all those years ago!”  Asami shouted angrily and pointed an accusing finger at him.



  Clearly, Hiroshi wasn’t expecting this from her, so he was quite taken aback, his face contorted in anger. “You ungrateful, insolent child!” she screamed at her face, his spittle hitting Asami’s clothes and skin. When she didn’t move or react, Hiroshi slammed his hands on the table. “I see who you are now. There is no saving you now from that vermin. You leave me no choice. I am disowning you.”



  It was Asami’s turn to be shocked. “What?!”



  “I have no daughter who doesn’t listen to reason,” he coldly replied. “Pack your bags, and leave. I don’t want to see you when I get back home.” With that, Hiroshi left her standing, shaking from what had just transpired.



  Swallowing a sob, Asami steeled herself. She wouldn’t let the maids see her break down at having been disowned, so she walked confidently back into her room. Only when she shut the door, Asami allowed herself to cry. She leaned back on the door and slowly slid down, her knees weak and shaking. The heiress, or former heiress, spent most of the morning crying on the floor. Crying for the childhood she lost, crying for her mom who abandoned them, crying for her messy situation right now, and especially crying for herself.



  After spending hours curled up on the floor, Asami’s sobs finally turned into small whimpers. 
  
    If this is what he wants, then good riddance. I’m finally free from this prison.
  
   A wave of determination surged through her veins. This was not the time to wallow in self-pity, so she stood up, packed her things, and shoved them inside her bags. Or suitcases. The problem now was where she would go.



  Asami racked her brain for ideas. She could go to a hotel or a motel, but her savings would quickly dry up. Savings that she couldn’t access yet. It was still three months away before she turned eighteen. But maybe she could rent an apartment and find work. But that would take time. 
  
    Hmmm, what to do? What to do…
  



  
    Or you could go to Air Temple Island, 
  
  a tiny voice in her head told her.



  
    What!?
  
   She thought, vehemently disagreeing with that voice. “I can’t just barge in there!” she said to herself as she threw her hands up in the air, exasperated at the idea.



  
    Of course, you can! Tenzin and his family took a liking to you, you know. Plus, Korra lives there. You’ll see her every day. Don’t you like that?
  



  Asami became flustered at the thought. “What?! No! Korra said she needed some time. And and, that means she doesn’t want to see me! And I said that I’d wait!!”



  
    Okay, fair point. But think about it this way, you can be close to her but still far enough to give her space. Aaand you can make it up to her, like make her breakfast. Wait, you don’t know how to cook. Maybe make her some tea instead.
  



  “Oh. Oh, you…you have a point there,” Asami again told no one, putting her forefinger and thumb under her chin as she paced and thought about that idea. After contemplating some more, the former heiress changed her mind and decided to go with the idea. With that finalized in her head, she changed into decent clothes and drove to the hospital.



  However, when she got there, the nurses informed her that Korra was already discharged. Tenzin and his family already took her home to continue her recovery. 
  
    That was quick, 
  
  she thought. So, Asami drove home once again, took her suitcases, and managed to fit six of them into her car.



  Asami took one last look at her childhood home and bid it a solemn goodbye. Just as she was about to go inside her car, Lee called out to her. “What’s wrong?” she asked her former butler.



  “I am so sorry to hear about what happened, Miss Sato,” Lee said. Asami saw nothing but sincerity in his green eyes.



  The former heiress gave him a soft smile, “It’s okay, Lee. Thank you for everything you’ve done for me since I was a little kid.”



  “Thank you, too, Miss Sato.” Lee bowed respectfully and turned around to probably hide his unshed tears but stopped. “Oh, and one more thing. This letter came from your school.” Then he handed it to Asami.



  “Oh. Thanks. It’s probably my formal letter of suspension. Goodbye, Lee. I’ll see you again someday,” she said solemnly, waving goodbye as she got inside her car. Releasing a deep breath, Asami started the car and drove for Air Temple Island.


 


  —


 


  A lone acolyte was sweeping the ground when Asami arrived at Air Temple Island docks. She thanked them as two other acolytes helped her set her suitcases beside her. Now that she was here, Asami was having second thoughts. She should’ve called ahead first rather than blindsiding them like this. However, it was too late to back out now. And it was the last ferry ride. So, she arranged her suitcases so she could roll them in one go.



  A few minutes later, Asami was knocking on the front door of the main temple. And she was surprised to see Opal slide the door open. The petite woman’s smile instantly turned into a scowl when she saw the former heiress.



  “What are you doing here?”



  “Oh, um. I just…Is Korra here?” Asami stuttered in nervousness. 
  
    Fuck! I shouldn’t show how nervous I am, especially with her.
  



  Thankfully, Opal relented and ushered Asami inside with forced politeness. Still, she said thank you and dragged her suitcases inside. Then Opal gestured for her to sit at the familiar dining table before leaving her alone.



  After a while, Tenzin entered, and surprise lined his face. “Miss Sato?” he asked, wide-eyed.



  “Hi, Tenzin. I’m sorry to intrude, but I…I have nowhere else to go,” she responded sadly. Then she gestured to her baggage.



  Tenzin’s features changed into an empathetic one as he sat down across her. “Although, I may have an inkling. May I ask what happened?”



  At the Councilman’s question, Asami couldn’t help but let out a strained sob. She quickly covered her mouth with her hands as her body began to shake. “My fa-,” she stopped. At this point, Asami didn’t know if she could still call him her father, so she opted to call him just by his name. “Hi-Hiroshi kicked me out. Disowned me. And I…I have…” Asami couldn’t even finish her sentence as the overwhelming emotions she bottled up throughout the day.



  Asami heard shuffling and then felt a warm hand on her shoulders. “It’s okay, Miss Sato. Let it all out. As I’ve said before, you are welcome here.”



  Stunned at the councilman’s generosity, she weakly asked, “E-even though I did something terrible to Korra?” wiping away the tears that were still streaming down her face.



  Tenzin smiled warmly at her, like how a father would smile at her daughter. “Of course. Korra explained everything. And although the circumstances of how you befriended her were a bit…unpleasant, Korra told me how you defended her. About how deep down inside, you have a kind and loving heart. So, I stand by what I said. You are welcome here.”


 


  —


 


  Asami was now unpacking her things. At some point in their conversation, Pema joined and offered her tea. Asami accepted, and it somewhat helped calm her down. And now, she was alone again in the room she spent two weeks in last winter break. That felt like a lifetime ago. The former heiress sighed as she looked at the thin wall in front of her. Korra was on the other side and probably sleeping soundly.



  
    You can talk to her tomorrow, 
  
  she thought to herself, deciding to do her nightly routine instead. However, as she gathered her essentials, there was a knock on her door. Even though she was grateful for Tenzin’s generosity, all that talking wore Asami down. She just wanted to sleep and rest, but now there was another person who wanted her attention and she couldn’t do anything about it because she was a guest and… 
  
    Calm down, Sato. Geez.
  



  Composing herself, Asami slid the door open and for the second time that night, was surprised to see Opal standing on the other side. “Um, hello,” Asami greeted awkwardly.



  “What made you special?”



  “Huh?” Asami was baffled by the question. Was she missing something?



  “What do you have that I don’t?”



  Asami got even more confused. 
  
    What is she playing? 
  
  “I don’t know wha-”



  “We have the same green eyes, the same black hair. Oh, maybe because you’re tall that’s why Korra chose you,” Opal interrupted her, venom lacing her voice.



  “Honestly, I don’t know, Opal. I’m just lucky that Korra even agreed to be my friend.” The former heiress then sighed sadly.



  “You really are lucky because there are a lot of people clamoring for only a glimpse of the attention she has given you. So, I hope you won’t squander this second chance she’s giving you,” Opal said, tears brimming in her eyes.



  
    Wait a minute. Is Opal…
  
   “Opal, are you…” Asami trailed. The other woman seemed to understand her question and slightly nodded. 
  
    Oh.
  
   Oh, now Asami knew. Asami understood where Opal was coming from, and her heart felt for Korra’s best friend. So, she reached out and took one of the petite woman’s hands. “I’m sorry. I don’t want to say I understand your feelings, but I can empathize with you.”



  Swallowing hard, Asami could see the defeat in the woman’s eyes. “Opal, it’s…it’s okay,” she said, squeezing Opal’s hand gently. “You’ve been her rock. Her best friend, and know that no one can take that away from you.”



  Opal wiped the tears that were now falling down her face. “I know that. It’s just…I’ve been pining for her for so long, and she even didn’t look at me 
  
    once
  
   the way she looked at you. And what hurts even more is that I know she’ll never look at me like that.” Opal said with a pensive look and then crossed her arms protectively across her stomach.



  Asami didn’t know what to say to that, so she kept quiet and let the other woman gather her thoughts. And after a short stretch of silence, Opal finally spoke. “I will concede and let Korra decide…this time. But I swear to Raava that if you as so much as hurt a single hair on her again, I will put the fear of Spirits on you.”



  At Opal’s threat, Asami straightened her back, steeled herself, and looked the other woman dead in the eye. “I swear to you, Opal, that I would never ever hurt Korra again.”



  Her resolution must’ve gotten through Opal because she sighed, satisfied with the former heiress’ answer. “Okay. That’s all I got to say.” With a single nod, Opal walked toward her own room.



  Asami breathed out a tired sigh as she closed the door. The events of the day exhausted her, so she opted to forgo her nightly routine and just jumped onto the bed. As soon as she hit the cot, sleep took her, dreaming of the day she and Korra would be close again.


 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          I must admit, I have a teeny tiny space in my heart for KorrOpal, hence the scene earlier.👉🏽👈🏽 But Korrasami still occupies 99.9% of it.😅
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13. Chapter 13
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  The sunlight filtering through the shoji windows roused Asami. It had been three days since she’d run away to Air Temple Island, yet she had yet to face Korra. Her friend (Asami still thought they were friends) requested that she give her time and space, so Asami obliged.



  However, that all changed that evening when Asami decided to go to the gazebo.



  Craving fresh air and a chance to clear her thoughts, Asami brewed some tea and thought the gazebo was the perfect place to do just that. But she halted mid-step, almost tripping and spilling the hot tea on the ground at the sight of the person who’d dominated her thoughts for the past months.



  Korra was perched on the railing, looking at the horizon. The sight took Asami’s breath away, and not because of the sunset. Korra’s brown locks were swaying gently with the breeze, the warm light of the setting sun bathing her in an otherworldly glow.



  Asami must’ve made a noise because Korra suddenly turned her back. The former heiress forgot to breathe when those gorgeous blue eyes met her green ones.



  “Asami?”



  “Uh…Hi?” Asami replied shyly, giving the tan woman a timid wave. She stood there at the bottom of the steps, frozen on the spot, having been caught by the person she was hiding from.



  “I’m sorry.”



  “How are you?”



  They said at the same time. That elicited a chuckle from both of them. Clearing her throat, Asami said, “You first.”



  “Oh. Um, yeah. How are you? I’ve heard about what happened. I’m sorry about what he did.” Korra said nervously.



  “Um. Thanks. I guess him disowning me is the best thing that’s happened to me.” 
  
    But not really. You’re still the best thing that happened to me, 
  
  Asami yearned to say, but she held back. Now was not the time, so she continued. “Honestly, I’m still a bit shaken up from the things that happened the past week. And…um, I guess I’m still getting used to living alone,” Asami said with a sigh. “How about you? How are you? And should you be up and about right now?”



  Korra chuckled lightly, a sound that tugged Asami’s heartstrings. It took everything in her not to throw herself at the athlete. Oh, how Asami missed that sound so much.



  “I’m doing fine. Got bored from bumming it out all day, so I figured I could sneak out and breathe. The gazebo’s a great spot,” Korra said, her signature lopsided grin lighting up her face. Another trait of the tan woman that Asami longed to see. Then Korra tilted her head to the side and had a questioning look in her eyes as she said, “You know you can sit beside me, right?”



  “Oh. Right. I…um, I just thought that you…wanted space.” Asami fidgeted with her hands while her eyes avoided Korra’s.



  “Oh, right! I did say that. But…” Korra then patted the space next to her, and like magnets, Asami gravitated toward the athlete and sat beside her. “I’ve talked to Tenzin about our situation, and he gave some valid points about forgiveness and redemption and stuff. I have thought about it while in bed. A lot. And I don’t know if I could fully trust you again, but the way you defended me and fought beside me made me think I could. Or try to, at least. So, I think it would be better…” Then the athlete turned her gaze at her, and Asami felt her heart stop at the softness of those ocean-blue eyes.



  Heart skipping a beat, Asami held her breath in anticipation and released a sigh of immense relief at her friend’s next words.



  “If we start again? Let’s be friends once more. What do you think?” Korra looked at her, her eyes glinting with hope. Hope for both of them.



  And how could Asami not fall for her all over again? The former heiress would take friendship - even if it did hurt a little - than not having Korra in her life. So, she nodded her head vigorously as if her life depended on it. “Yes, of course!” Asami laughed genuinely, maybe for the first time in days. In her happiness, she didn’t notice the tears trickling down her face until Korra tenderly wiped them away.



  Asami was startled at first. 
  
    What the hell is happening?
  
   Then she felt the slow movement of her friend’s gentle, caressing thumb over her cheek. So when Asami recovered from her initial shock, she placed her own hand over tan ones and smiled. “Thank you, Korra, for giving me another chance to be your friend. I won’t botch it up! I promise.”



  Korra chuckled softly. “You don’t need to promise that, you know. We’re not perfect people. Trust me.”



  “Okay. Then, how about…We’ll make mistakes, but we can talk it out together.”



  “Sounds perfect.”



  The athlete smiled gently at her as she withdrew her rough hand on Asami’s cheek. The former heiress already missed the comforting warmth it gave her. She wanted to chase that hand and bring it back, but she held back, fearing that being too greedy 
  
    might 
  
  chase Korra away instead.



  The sound of her name being called brought her out of her reverie, and noticed that Korra was waving that same hand she’d been thinking about in front of her. “Y-yes?” she stammered, her cheeks turned red in embarrassment.



  “I said you might wanna drink your tea. It’s getting cold.” Korra laughed.



  “Oh, right,” Asami managed to reply, feeling her face would be permanently a shade of red from now on. So, she took a sip of her long-forgotten now cold and stale tea and almost spat it back out in surprise. Asami forced it down to save herself from further embarrassment. Twice was enough! But her face must’ve betrayed her because Korra burst into a full-bodied laughter. Asami gasped at her friend’s antics. “That was a trap! How dare you!?” the former heiress retorted, giving Korra a mock glare. That only made the athlete double over in laughter, which made her wince in pain.


 


  “Aack. Ow, ow, ow!”



  “Hah! That’s what you get for mocking me! You know karma is my friend,” Asami declared smugly. But then she saw blood seep through Korra’s clothes, and another gasp escaped her lips. “Korra!”



  “I’m okay,” Korra said while holding her stomach, grimacing through the pain.



  “We need to get you patched up!” Asami quickly got up from the railing and helped Korra down. The athlete was holding her stomach while assuring Asami that she was really “okay.” The former heiress wasn’t having it, though, so she escorted her back to the house and let Kya stitch her back up.



  And just like that, their friendship started to bloom once more.


 


  —


 


  The period of their suspension passed by quickly, but Asami made the best of it. She made sure to spend time with her friend. They talked, laughed, and mostly teased each other. Now that everything was out in the open and they survived the challenge, Asami was more relaxed and could be herself not just with Korra but with others as well, even with Opal, who Asami realized had a bubbly personality underneath her very protective exterior. In Asami’s mind, they, too, were becoming friends.



  She made Korra breakfast like her mind told her to days ago, which was met with gusto even though she knew her food tasted shit. Asami burned the rice and she could clearly hear Korra chew on some eggshells, but her friend continued to enjoy the meal as if it were prepared perfectly.



  They also got to work on their Chemistry project during this time, and Asami got to see the nerdy side of Korra again.



  People thought that if one was an athlete, then that was all they knew. But Korra was more than just an athlete. Beneath those (delicious) muscles, Asami could see the intelligence shining through whenever they got stuck on something, Korra would think of ways to get them through.



  They had been working for hours, meticulously searching for ways to improve their project, when suddenly, they got stuck on what catalyst to use for their synthesis. Korra paused, her brows furrowing in thought. And then she suddenly screamed, “Vinegar!” The former heiress was startled out of reading from her laptop, her heart almost beat out of her chest.



  “Vinegar contains acetic acid, which can act as a catalyst in some reactions!” Korra happily proclaimed.



  And she was right. When Asami complimented her about it, the athlete would shy away from her and blush and stutter her thanks. The former heiress was glad to see her friend shine through.



  Asami thought everything was going to be smooth sailing from there on. She should’ve known it wasn’t that easy.



  One night, Asami woke up with a start in the middle of the night when she heard someone moaning in pain. Even in her sleep-addled brain, Asami recognized that the noise came from Korra’s room. Without a second thought, she yanked the blanket off her and sprinted toward her friend’s room. She opened the door with such force that it rattled on its hinges.



  As soon as she saw what was happening, Asami’s heart clenched. Korra was writhing in her cot, mumbling incoherent words. Suddenly, she shot up and screamed, “NO!” The former heiress jolted into action at that painful sight. She rushed up to her friend and quickly held her in her arms.



  “Hey. It’s okay, Korra. It’s just a nightmare,” Asami whispered as she gently rubbed Korra’s back to calm her down.



  Korra panted heavily. Her blue eyes were shot, darting from around the room before landing her gaze on Asami. Suddenly, the athlete pushed her away. “What are you doing here? You…you’re with them! How could you!?” Korra questioned through her sobs.



  “Korra, it’s okay. We…we’d already talked about this. I-I’m sorry. Please come back to me. I love you.” Asami hadn’t meant to blurt out her feelings, especially with their friendship still rekindling, but she couldn’t help it, especially if it would help Korra remember their talk days ago.



  Fortunately for Asami, it worked. Korra blinked rapidly, pressing her hands against her forehead. “Fuck,” Asami heard her friend mutter. “I’m so sorry. I…I thought…It was so real. You said you only befriended me because of the bet, and you’re dumping me, and and…”



  “Hey, hey, Korra. Breathe,” Asami said gently, scooting closer to Korra and carefully placing her hand over the athlete’s shoulder. “With me. In and out. Slowly.”



  After a minute or so, Korra finally calmed down. She took one last deep breath before turning her gaze back to Asami. Korra offered her a small smile. “Thank you, Asami.”



  The pain that gripped Asami’s heart eased when she saw Korra’s eyes return to normal, and she sighed in relief, holding Korra’s hand in hers. “No worries. I’m here for you, Korra. Always.” That was when Asami saw something she thought she’d never see again. Korra blushing. So, when she deemed the athlete okay, the former heiress decided to do something bold and take her chance. “So…”



  Korra cocked her head and raised an eyebrow. “So?”



  “Dumping you, huh? So that means that we are together in your dream?” Asami said, raising her own manicured brow, not only to tease the athlete about that tiny detail but also to lighten the mood. Her plan worked to perfection when Korra became a sputtering mess in front of her.



  “Eep! You…I…yeah,” Korra said, looking at everything except at Asami.



  Asami laughed at Korra’s expense and said, “Well, I don’t mind.” She stood up and flipped her hair to tease her friend further, noticing Korra’s gaze following the movement. “Good night, Korra. I’ll see you tomorrow.”



  And just like that, her feelings were out in the open once more. She could only hope that one day, Korra would still reciprocate them.


 


  —


 


  Asami returned to school after a week of suspension. Waking up earlier to make up for the longer commute, the former heiress seamlessly adjusted to her new routine.



  She woke up at 6 in the morning, checked up on Korra—who was still medically excused from school—by 6:05, and was prepped and ready to go at 6:45. Then she took the ferry back to the city. By 7 am, she was at the docks and drove to RCHS, arriving five minutes before 8 am, just in the nick of time.



  However, unlike before, Asami wasn’t greeted by a swarm of students clamoring for her slightest attention. Only Jargala was there to greet her good morning. And Asami noticed that she felt okay with it. Before meeting Korra, she would certainly have worried about why the other students were avoiding her. But now, she felt free. She didn’t give a damn about them anymore. With a smile, she greeted Jargala back.



  As they walked to their first class together, Asami felt eyes on her. She could also hear whispers and murmurs around them—probably the students talking about them. Or her. Most likely her. But no one dared bother them. Good.



  That peace didn’t last long, however. Ginger strode up to them with two new girls on her side. She passed them by, but not without making snide comments about how the former heiress had fallen from grace just because she coupled with a “freak.” Laughter could be heard all around the classroom. Asami couldn’t believe it! After everything that had happened, people still acted all high and mighty. It was as though they never learned anything!



  A hand on her shoulder jolted her out of her thoughts. She hadn’t realized she was gripping the table so tightly that her knuckles had turned white. Asami loosened her grip and took a deep breath. “Thank you,” she mouthed at her friend, grateful for the support.



  
    Is this what Korra endured for months? She’s so brave and strong. 
  
  Asami added another thing to admire about her friend.



  The rest of the day went on normally, albeit with a few jabs here and there from Ginger and the other students. But then the redhead made a bold move before the day ended. She tripped Asami as she was walking down the hall of their locker. Her books flew everywhere and laughter filled the corridor.



  “Oops. I didn’t see you there,” Ginger said, giggling.



  Asami gathered her things before facing the redhead. “If you think that I would just step aside and let you go, then you are dead wrong, Ginger. I would not stand idly by while you continue the cycle of bullying in this school. So, if I were you, I’d get the hell out of my face,” she said, venom lacing her voice.



  Instead of fearing her like Asami expected, Ginger just scoffed. “What are you going to do now? You don’t have daddy’s money to back you up anymore.”



  Oh. So, Ginger thought that just because she got disowned she was going to bow down to them? Hah! That was her greatest mistake.



  Asami felt a spark ignite within her and sported a grin that stopped the laughter around them. Ginger suddenly became hesitant. Asami could see that the redhead’s confident facade was slightly cracking.



  “Lost for words, Asami?” Ginger jeered, trying to mask her nervousness.



  Smirking, the former heiress confidently snapped back. “No, Ginger.” Her voice was calm but held a sharp edge to her tone. She finished gathering her books, stood up, and looked her former friend in the eyes.



  “You know, I actually pity you.” The redhead was taken aback by her words, but Asami didn’t give her a chance to recover and continued. “So desperate to feel relevant that you had to stick with me until I was disowned.”



  “Oohs” could be heard around them.



  “How pathetic,” Asami sneered. “You should be thankful you’re pretty because that’s the only thing you’ve got going on for you.”



  Ginger’s smile was replaced by a shocked expression while a few gasps echoed in the corridor. The redhead was about to open her mouth but Asami pressed on. “And you’re wrong, ginger. Being disowned doesn’t make me weak. It made me stronger, made me find my true self, and let me know who my friends are. Being disowned doesn’t 
  
    make
  
   me because unlike you, I don’t need a crutch of a rich daddy to stand on my own feet. 
  
    You 
  
  are the rich spoiled brat who wouldn’t last one day in the real world.”



  The redhead’s face turned a violent shade of red. Her mouth gaped open and close like a fish out of water, speechless by Asami’s outburst.



  Casting a final and dismissive glance at Ginger, Asami said, “Honestly, Ginger, I’d rather be disowned than be as shallow and as uninteresting as you.”



  The hallway erupted with a chaos of laughter and gasps as Asami strutted away, leaving a stunned and embarrassed Ginger behind. 
  
    Hopefully, she learned never to mess with me.
  


 


  —


 


  “You said WHAT?!” Korra guffawed at Asami’s retelling of her roasting Ginger in front of everyone. “That was incredible!”



  “Thank you!”



  “What was Ginger’s reaction?” Korra asked eagerly.



  Asami squished her cheeks with her hands and mimicked a fish out of water. That got another bout of unrestrained laughter from the athlete. Asami joined in, clutching her aching stomach. When was the last time she had allowed herself this much fun? Oh, right. It was always with Korra. Asami felt her heart swelling with adoration for her friend once more, and she hoped that they’d always be this close in the future—and that she’d still be a part of Korra’s future.



  When the laughter died down, Asami was startled how close they’d gotten—close enough to lean in and kiss the athlete. Oh, how she wanted to feel those chapped yet soft lips against hers once again. And when she glanced up, Asami saw Korra looking at hers, the same desire apparent in those blue orbs. So, the former heiress gathered her courage, leaned a little bit closer and asked for permission. 



  “Korra, I–”



  “Girls! Dinner’s ready!”



  Startled, they pulled away from each other, both sporting deep blushes on their cheeks. Asami couldn’t help but feel a sense of déjà vu. Oh, yeah. It did. Months ago, on their not-so-secret spot behind the tree.



  “I-I’m sorry,” Korra stuttered as she got up from the chair. Then she shouted, “Be there in a minute, Pema!” The athlete then shuffled her feet awkwardly and rubbed the back of her neck. “Come on, let’s eat. I’m starving! You can continue your story while we’re eating,” Korra said, avoiding Asami’s gaze.



  “Y-yeah!” Asami responded, her voice higher than usual. She stood up and dusted a non-existing dirt off her jeans, her hands searching for something to do other than reaching out for Korra’s.



  As they walked down the hall, Korra leading the way, Asami couldn’t help but entertain a flicker of hope that maybe Korra still harbored some feelings for her. That perhaps Korra still felt the same as she had before the unpleasant revelation of her secret. And so within that possibility, Asami found her resolve.



  She let her gaze rest on Korra’s wide back, her mind filled with determination. Despite the roadblocks they’d encountered, despite the secret she’d kept, there was a chance to rebuild their relationship. She clung to this hope, as fragile as a dandelion in the breeze, and made a silent pledge.



  
    I’ll make her fall for me again—no more secrets this time.
  


 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Ta-da!! What do you think? Do you feel that their reconciliation was a bit fast? I went that route because I felt Korra was fed up with holding grudges, especially if she felt Asami's genuine feelings.😅
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  Another week passed, and Korra was cleared to return to school. Throughout her absence, the murmurs and whispers surrounding Asami had died down, but they returned as soon as Korra did.



  Loudest among them were Ginger and the bitches. Asami almost got into a fight over her choice of nasty words, but Korra thankfully stopped her from doing so, preventing her from risking another suspension.



  Another week went by, and Tahno, his arm in a cast, as well as Kuvira were back in school. Asami was surprised to see them still in school. She had thought that Tahno, at least, would’ve been expelled or even jailed for almost killing Korra. 
  
    I guess his dad pulled some strings, then. 
  
  But thankfully, they did no more than glare at them.



  As for her and Korra’s relationship, well, Asami felt that their friendship was back to where it had been before the reveal. However, each time the former heiress tried to show any romantic gestures, Korra pulled back. It hurt a bit, but Asami could understand if the athlete still didn’t trust her enough for a romantic relationship. She wouldn’t trust herself, too, if she were in Korra’s shoes. So, Asami was content to be Korra’s friend.



  For now.



  A few more days passed, and they finally submitted their Chemistry project. Korra was also back in the basketball rotation (the former heiress was astonished at Korra’s healing rate), and Asami was happy to see her friend kick some ass on the court. Korra was just in time, too, for the tournament. Although she could still see some tension between the team, the girls let Korra be. She was their best player, after all.



  As the school year was coming to a close, only a few months more, the most important question for every senior student loomed: Where would they go to college?



  Their homeroom teacher asked them to turn in their college applications within the week and Asami was reminded that life must go on even if she felt stuck. Before Hiroshi disowned her, she had a clear path to take. She was going to become an engineer because that was what her fa-, Hiroshi wanted. Because Hiroshi wanted her to continue his legacy, and Asami was willing to do it. She wanted his approval, after all.



  But now…now that she was free of Hiroshi’s grasp, staring blankly at the application before her, Asami was lost. She didn’t know what to do anymore.



  Someone clearing their throat pulled Asami out of her thoughts, the quiet noise of the library coming back to her. “Asami, are you alright?” Korra asked, worry seeping into her voice.



  “Yeah. I’m fine.”



  “Pssh. Yeah, right. Tell me what’s wrong.”



  Asami shook her head in disbelief. After almost a school year of being friends, the fallen Queen Bee guessed she couldn’t hide things from the athlete. So, it was best to be honest about what she was feeling. “I’m fine. It’s just that…I don’t know what college course to take now that I’m free of Hiroshi.” Asami rubbed her temples, a slight headache brewing. Then she turned to Korra. “What do you think I should do?”



  “Hmm,” the athlete replied, furrowing her brows in thought. “I think…I think you should find what you truly wanted to do before Hiroshi started imposing his will on you. Find what you are really passionate about.”



  Asami looked down at the paper in her hand. 
  
    Something that I am passionate about. 
  
  “Architecture,” she suddenly said after thinking hard about it. “I remember…before he controlled my life, I really loved building things…with my mom.” Tears welled in her emerald eyes as the memories came back unbidden. “And it wasn’t just because of her. I think I really loved it, Mom just fueled my passion for it a little more.



  “I remembered a few years, I think, before she left, how she taught me how building skyscrapers worked. It was the first time I saw a blueprint.” Asami chuckled at the memory. “So, she took some time out of her busy day to explain everything to me. That was the start.”



  A slight pressure on her hand made her look at Korra. Her hand was calloused but warm, and her big blue eyes soft with understanding. “I think you found your answer,” Korra said with a small smile. “And thank you for sharing that story with me.”



  “I think so, too. And thank you for listening.” Asami’s heart swelled. She was finally free to do what her heart wanted, and having Korra’s support meant a lot to her. Then she remembered to be a good friend and asked Korra what she wanted to do.



  “Um. This is a bit embarrassing…but I love kids and that’s why I get along with Jinora and her siblings easily, and I guess that’s why I…” the athlete rubbed the back of her neck before continuing. “I always wanted to be a teacher. Teaching kids specifically,” Korra replied, her cheeks turning a shade of red.
  





  Asami was astonished. She thought she couldn’t admire her friend more, but Korra proved her wrong once again. “Why?” she asked, incredulous that Korra would be embarrassed to be a teacher. “It’s a noble profession!”



  Korra averted her gaze back down her own college application form. “Um, because that was not how people perceived me. Because I’m good at sports, I’m a jock, and they thought that I would always be that way. That I’d be a pro athlete someday.”



  Asami found that ridiculous. “Well, as you’ve told me earlier, what matters is what 
  
    you 
  
  want. Not what they think.”



  “Yeah. I wanted to teach kids. I want them to provide them with a solid foundation. After everything I’d been through, I think that it will be good if I can teach them that being different...that being unique is not a bad thing. That they can be themselves and not worry about somebody’s opinion. That I could teach them to have a strong sense of self, you know,” Korra said, conviction and determination lacing her voice. Then she chuckled at something funny. “You know, I’m kinda a hypocrite.”



  “How so?” Asami asked.



  “Because I wanted to teach kids to have a strong sense of self, but here I am…almost backing out of what I wanted because I’m insecure myself.” Then she looked at Asami. “So, thank you. Your input meant a lot to me.”



  Asami smiled, her heart could almost burst out of her chest at the size it swelled hearing Korra’s words. “See. It’s very noble. I’m glad you realized that you are the kindest, most selfless, most beautiful person in the world. And It’s your future, Korra, so fuck their assumption and expectations!” The former heiress blushed furiously. She hadn’t meant to blurt out some of those and hoped that Korra wouldn’t notice it. But she had no such luck when Asami saw Korra’s reaction.



  Korra’s azure eyes widened in shock, and Asami feigned innocence. “Wh-what? What did I do?”



  “Did you just…curse?” Korra was still looking at her like she had two heads or something.



  Asami laughed. 
  
    Oh, Korra, of all the things to notice. 
  
  After a few minutes, the former heiress wiped the tears away with the back of her finger and composed herself. “Right. That was the first time you heard me curse. But why so shocked?”



  Tan cheeks sported another red blush, probably embarrassed at her own reaction. “Um, it’s just not like you?”



  “Not like me?”



  “Yeah. Well, I… I’d just thought that you did not use curse words. Like ever!”



  Asami bit her lip to keep from bursting into laughter again. But she decided to tease her friend by saying “fuck” over and over until Korra let out a roar of laughter. Asami joined in, her stomach was hurting with how much fun they were having. That was until the librarian kicked them out of the library.



  Oops.


 


  —


 


  A month later, Korra came home from the championship tournament held in Ba Sing Se, her face bright with a triumphant smile. Asami was engrossed with a book in her room when the door slid open. She rose, ready to greet her friend with a hug, but she was surprised when Korra scooped her up and twirled her in the air.



  “We won, Asami! We’re the champions!”



  Asami couldn’t help but laugh at her friend’s enthusiasm. It was infectious. Korra’s happiness was always infectious. “Congratulations, Champ,” she said once Korra put her back down.



  “Guess who’s the MVP?”



  “Hmmm.” Asami tapped her finger on her chin, playfully drawing out her response. She was rewarded by her friend’s impatient groan.



  “Oh, come on, ‘Sami!” Korra released her waist to throw her hands up in the air in exasperation. “You’re torturing me here!”



  The former heiress giggled and decided to put Korra out of her “misery.” “Let me guess…Is it you?”



  “Damn right, it’s me!” Korra flashed her a lopsided grin, her cockiness showing through.



  Asami laughed, elated at her friend’s growing self-confidence ever since the other students stopped bothering them. “Alright, Champ. Where do you want to cele…Korra?”



  She was about to ask her friend where they would eat, but Asami froze when she noticed Korra was leaning in. Closer…and closer…until their lips met in a soft kiss.



  The moment their lips met, it felt as if time stood still. Asami’s heart pounded in her chest. Oh, how she waited for this moment to come. And it was better than what she dreamed about. It was everything Asami wanted, everything she had yearned for.



  The kiss was soft at first, but it deepened into one that conveyed affection, admiration…love. Asami felt Korra’s feelings pouring out into her.



  As she closed her eyes, her mind replayed every moment they shared, every talk, every laugh, every hug, every tears they shed. Asami returned the kiss, her fingers tentatively reaching up to tangle in Korra’s thick, soft locks, pulling her friend —no, more than a friend— closer. Korra traced caressing circles across her back before settling on her waist once more.



  Asami felt her skin lit on fire where Korra’s hand had been. She then focused on the feel of Korra’s lips, her taste, the intoxicating scent that was uniquely hers, like an ocean breeze. And it felt right. So incredibly right. It felt like coming home.



  They pulled away, needing breath, but their foreheads remained connected, their breaths mingling in the small space between them. Asami opened her eyes to find Korra staring back at her. Her azure eyes showed nothing but love.



  “Asami…” Korra said, still trying to catch her breath. “I’m…I think I’m ready to trust you with my heart again. The days spent with you were the happiest of my life, and I realized that my feelings didn’t go away. And I wanted to try this again. Would you…would you be my girlfriend?”



  The former heiress felt as if a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. All the nights she spent thinking that they would never be together, that Korra wouldn’t reciprocate her feelings were wiped away by her loving words. The tears welled in Asami’s eyes, threatening to drop. “Korra, that is the single greatest thing I’ve ever heard,” she said as she stifled a sob. “And yes, I would like to be your girlfriend.”



  “Really?”



  “Really.”



  Their lips met again in a heated kiss, but before they could go further, Korra pulled back. Asami thought there was something wrong, but the athlete smiled. “I have another question.”



  “Wh-what is it?” Asami asked, still reeling from the loss of contact.



  “Would you go to the dance with me?” Korra asked in return, her eyes full of hope.



  Asami felt like she was on top of the world again. “Yes! Of course, Korra. I would 
  
    love 
  
  to go to the dance with you…as your 
  
    date.
  
  ” The fallen Queen Bee bit her lip in giddiness.



  Korra kissed her again, and oh, Spirits! Asami knew she would never tire of her kisses. “Yes!” the athlete exclaimed before letting her go. “I’ll see you tomorrow!” Then Korra was out of her room in a flash.



  Asami immediately missed the warmth Korra gave her. So, she settled on touching her lips, still tingling from their kiss. She got ready for bed and slept with a smile on her face.


 


  —


 


  They spent the remainder of the school year hand in hand. Whispers about them started spreading like wildfire once again.



  
    The freak and the Fallen Queen are together?
  



  
    I guess the saying “birds of the same feather flock together” is true.
  



  
    They deserve each other. They’re both disgraces to society!
  


 


  However, the couple didn’t let it dampen their spirits. They were in their own little bubble. At first. Asami would have to admit, the rumors were getting to her. She started to close in on herself. But to her surprise, Korra was the one to reassure her this time. Her girlfriend was the one who would tell her that those people did not matter. Asami loved her even more for it.



  What Asami appreciated especially was Korra’s growing boldness. She was the one initiating kisses, holding her hand, or placing her hand on the small of her back. Asami was relishing every single attention her girlfriend was giving her.



  They were at the cafeteria, giggling about how Korra farted in the middle of a council meeting when she was a kid, but stopped when Jargala walked up to them. Asami wondered where she’d been.



  “Um, hi. I see congratulations are in order?”



  “Y-yeah. How have you been?” Asami asked, wondering where the conversation was going.



  “I’ve been doing better.” Jargala shuffled her feet. “I just want to say thank you to both of you.”



  Asami was confused, Korra looking equally perplexed. “For what?” they asked in unison.



  Jargala chuckled at their synchronicity before shaking her head. “For opening my eyes. For making me be myself. Even though I’ve lost some friends, I know I’ve gained some new ones in the process.” Jargala looked at her, then at Korra, nodding once before leaving them alone.



  The couple exchanged looks and smiled, glad that they had helped one person change for the better.


 


  —


 


  Two days later, Asami and Korra were having dinner with Tenzin and his boisterous family. The conversation was light-hearted, mainly revolving around Jinora’s love life and Tenzin reacting comically negatively to it. Suddenly, an acolyte knocked on the door and interrupted their joyous meal.



  “Excuse me for the intrusion, Councilman Tenzin, but a woman is here looking for Ms. Sato,” he said, bowing low. Then he slid the shoji door open a little wider, revealing a woman of tall stature. Hair black as coal, and eyes green as the grass.



  Asami’s chopsticks clattered against the porcelain bowl as they slipped from her hand. Standing in the doorway was a person she thought she would never see again.



  “Mom?”
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  “Hello, Asami.”



  Asami froze when she heard her mother’s voice. A voice that brought her comfort and love during her childhood. A voice that she thought she would never hear again.



  “M-mom? Is that really you?” Asami finally found her voice, still trembling from the shock.



  Yasuko’s eyes shone with unshed tears as she nodded. “Yes, sweetie. It’s me.”



  Asami was at a loss, feeling as if time stood still. Good thing Korra was right beside her. She took Asami’s hand and lightly squeezed it, grounding her back to reality. Asami looked up and saw the love and support emanating from her handsome face.



  “Why don’t you come in, Ms…” Tenzin’s voice jolted her out of her thoughts. 



  “Yasuko.”



  “Ms. Yasuko. I am Tenzin, and this is my family,” Tenzin said as he gestured at them. “Why don’t you join us for dinner first.”



  “Thank you, Tenzin. But I wouldn’t want to impose,” her mom declined politely.



  Tenzin shook his head and insisted, “Everybody is welcome here, especially family.” The Councilman looked at Asami with a soft smile as he emphasized “family.”



  Asami’s eyes widened in shock. 
  
    Does that mean that I… 
  
  Her thoughts were cut off by the movement on her periphery.



  “Okay. If you insist.” Yasuko took off her boots and stepped inside. Tenzin led her toward the table, and everyone took their seats once more, Yasuko sitting to Asami’s left.



  The once jovial mood turned slightly awkward with Yasuko’s arrival. Tenzin’s kids and Korra tried to keep the conversation going, asking questions here and there but never addressing the camelephant in the room. To Asami, their voices sounded muffled, as if she was underwater.



  She played with the food on her plate, her stomach churning from nervousness.



  What would she say? 
  
    “Hey, Mom, how come you’re so selfish? Why did you leave me alone with that bastard?” 
  
  Could she ask that? Her mom would surely understand, right?



  Her nerves must’ve shown through her face even though it remained impassive. Korra placed her hand on her thigh and gave a comforting squeeze. “It’s okay. I’m here if you need me,” she mouthed. Asami was thankful for her girlfriend. Even though she knew she needed to do this alone, Korra’s support meant a lot to her.



  Half an hour later, they finally finished eating, and it was time to get up. Asami strengthened her resolve and decided to push through with this.



  It was time to get some answers.


 


  —


 


  Asami entered her bedroom, her mother close behind. The air immediately turned thick with tension. She motioned for Yasuko to take a seat on the chair and, for a moment, simply stared at each other.



  Studying her mother’s features, Asami saw the same face she looked up to when she was a kid. Yasuko’s eyes, still that familiar shade of green, had laugh lines now. Her wavy, black hair now showed streaks of grey.



  “Mom…”



  “Asami…”



  They said at the same time, their voices overlapped.



  Asami couldn’t stop the tears from falling. Overcome by her emotions, she hurled herself into her mother’s embrace and cried. Yasuko held her tightly, letting Asami feel the love she should’ve given her all those years ago.



  “Mom…why?” Asami choked out.



  Feeling her mother tremble, Asami realized that Yasuko was trying to hold back the tears, but failed. Yasuko cried along with her. “I’m sorry, my baby. I’m sorry.”



  Together, they mourned the lost years, and the weight of unspoken love, pain and relief overwhelmed Asami.



  After their tears had subsided, Asami pulled away from her mom and asked the question burning in her mind. A question she’d been harboring for years. “Why did you leave me?”



  Yasuko smiled weakly, brushing her tears away. “I see you’re still not one to hold the punches. Just like how I remembered.” Then she took Asami’s hand and caressed it. “I’m sorry, Asami.”



  Asami nodded as she squeezed her mother’s slender hand, urging her mother to continue.



  Taking a deep breath, Yasuko continued. “I’m sorry. I was selfish and a coward. I left you because I wasn’t happy anymore.”



  Of all the reasons Asami thought throughout the years, her mother being not happy with them was last on her list. And now the pain of not being enough for her mom to stay came rushing back, and the tears started to well in her eyes again.



  Yasuko saw this and quickly rectified it. “Not because of you, Asami. Never because of you. Please know that.”



  “Then what made you unhappy?” she shouted. The former heiress never meant to sound that harsh, but she couldn’t help it. She was hurt—hurting.



  “It was because of your father.” Yasuko’s voice turned cold at the mention of her father.



  “D-dad?”



  “Yes. He…changed. He wanted me to stop working so I could focus on being a housewife. I refused him. Told him that I could handle being a mother and an architect at the same time. He-he wasn’t like that when we were still dating. He was sweet, and kind, and loving.” Her mother paused, a faraway look in her eyes. Likely reminiscing about the good times she shared with Hiroshi. “But then he founded Future Industries when you were two. A year later, it started to boom, and I think he became greedy.



  “At first, he was just merely suggesting that I stop working because he was earning enough to support us, but over time, his suggestions turned into demands. I felt my independence slipping away. I feel caged, so I left.”



  Silent tears streamed down Asami’s cheeks. She felt like she couldn’t breathe. After a moment, Asami gathered her bearings. “Then…why didn’t you take me with you? I asked myself for a long time, ‘Why wasn’t I enough? Did she ever love me at all?’ Da- Hiroshi… he became more miserable after you left. 
  
    My life
  
   became more miserable since you left! He controlled my life. It was only when I met Korra that I changed. That I can show my true self with no judgment.” Asami was heaving by the time she finished.



  “Oh, Asami. I’m so sorry.” Yasuko rose to embrace her daughter. Asami felt her mother’s familiar hands rub comforting circles on her back. “I’m sorry. I regret leaving you every single day, but I couldn’t go back to him. And I thought you’d be safe from him. I’m sorry. I’m here now, and I’ll never leave you again. That’s a promise, okay?” Her mother then pulled back a little and cupped her face. Asami saw the fierceness and protectiveness in her mother’s green eyes. Her earnestness shone through when she repeated, “I’ll never leave again.”



  Asami nodded, heart swelling at her mother’s declaration. The inner kid in her rejoicing at finally having her mother back. “I love you, Mom. I missed you so much.”



  “I love you, too, Asami. That will never change.”


 


  —


 


  After a few hours of catching up (Asami learned that Yasuko found her because of her viral video and asked the school about her whereabouts), of knowing one another again, after the pain and awkwardness faded away into an echo of the past, they finally came to the topic that Yasuko had been dying to ask. “So…”



  Asami had a hunch of what it would be but prompted anyway, “Yes?”



  “Who’s that Korra?”



  Even though Asami knew it was coming, she couldn’t help but sport a blush at the mention of her girlfriend. She smiled fondly, “Korra’s my girlfriend.”



  “Oooh, look at you!” Her mother’s voice was playful and teasing, making her and Korra’s relationship sound so scandalous. Asami just rolled her eyes, causing Yasuko to chuckle. “She seems like a good woman, from what I can tell.”



  “Yeah, she is,” Asami replied, a wistful tone to her voice. “Korra helped me be true to myself. She’s incredible, Mom. Special.”



  “That sounds wonderful, sweetie. So, when are you going to introduce her officially to me?”



  “Oh, um, I’ll ask her about it.”



  “Okay. Just tell me when.”



  Asami caught the mischievous glint in her mother’s eyes. “What?” she asked, intrigued.



  “Nothing. Just that I never got the chance to give you the ‘talk’ while you were growing up and-”



  Oh, my Spirits! Her mom did not just- “Mom!!” Asami’s cheeks flamed.



  Yasuko chuckled, the corners of her eyes crinkling. “I’m just saying, you grew up so fast, and I missed out on a lot.”



  Asami groaned, burying her face in her hands. “Mom, please. We’re adults! We’re responsible. We don’t need the ‘talk.’” Then she paused. Asami debated whether to tell her mom that she and Korra hadn’t done anything more than kiss. After a heartbeat, she decided to share it, albeit a little bit embarrassed. “Um, actually, we hadn’t done it yet.”



  “Oh. Well then, whenever you both are ready to do it, just remember to use protection, okay? Be safe. I don’t want to be a grandmother just yet.” Her mother’s response was meant to be teasing. She knew they were both girls, so she meant that as a joke. Should Asami tell her the truth? Would she be violating Korra’s privacy if she told her mother about her girlfriend’s 
  
    condition
  
  —for lack of a better word.



  After a moment of hesitation, Asami decided to share. “Um. Mom?”



  “Yes, sweetie?”



  “Korra is…Um… this is harder than I thought,” she mumbled the last part to herself. “I don’t know if I should tell you, but I need you to know that Korra is… different. Unique.” 
  
    There.
  



  Yasuko raised a manicured brow at Asami, puzzled. “What do you mean, sweetie?”



  “Um. Just promise me that you won’t be weird about it.”



  “Okay. I promise,” Yasuko answered truthfully.



  “She’s…um, shehasapenisinsteadofavagina,” Asami admitted in a rush and closed her eyes, trying not to see her mother’s reaction. Her heart pounding a little in her chest, nervous about Mom’s opinion.



  Apparently, she didn’t need to worry. Yasuko’s next words lifted a weight Asami didn’t know she was carrying. “Is that it?”



  When Asami opened her eyes, her mother was smiling at her, her face full of love and acceptance. “You mean…you’re okay with it?”



  “Yes, Asami. If you love each other, and if she makes you happy, then that’s all that matters to me,” Yasuko replied, her voice full of unconditional love.



  “Thank you, Mom. That means so much to me,” Asami said, tears brimming in her eyes.



  “It’s my pleasure. Now. I want to hear more about your girlfriend before I meet her.”


 


  —


 


  The mother-and-daughter duo spent the rest of the school year getting to know one another. Yasuko told her all about her escapades in some remote country in the Earth Kingdom. How she made her own name there but maintained a low profile so that Hiroshi wouldn’t know where she was. Or how her mother almost got robbed and kicked the mugger's ass.



  Asami, in turn, shared all about what she had been through. From her childhood without her mom, all about how she met Korra, down to Hiroshi disowning her. Yasuko reacted a little violently at that, but thankfully, Korra and Tenzin were able to calm the raging mother down.



  Speaking of her wonderful girlfriend, Asami introduced them to each other officially. Korra and her mother hit it off immediately—to Asami’s embarrassment. Yasuko told Korra embarrassing stories about Asami, and her 
  
    wonderful
  
   girlfriend couldn’t stop laughing. 



  Her heart could never be fuller. It was all Asami had ever dreamed of.



  The rest of the school year was an unmitigated blur. They passed their Chemistry project with flying colors, all the murmurs and whispers about them were barely there, and most of all, they were graduating.



  A week before graduation, Asami found herself enveloped in strong, tan arms as they cuddled on Korra’s bed, dreaming about the future. Both had secured full scholarships at Republic University in their chosen fields. They also discussed getting an apartment close to the campus, which offered intimacy instead of living in crowded dorms.



  “We’ll need to get part-time jobs to afford an apartment, though,” Asami mused. While she hadn’t faced financial concerns in the past, she realized her savings would dry up long before graduating college if she didn’t work. 
  
    “We both will work
  
  ,” Korra corrected gently.



  It was funny, really, that Asami was already thinking about their future. She wondered where they would be five years down the line. Would they have achieved their dreams by then? Would they be married by then? Perhaps start a family? Would they still be together? Asami sure hoped so. Despite knowing each other for less than a school year and dating for less than a month, the aspiring architect felt in her heart that Korra was the one.



  A knock on the door interrupted her daydreaming. “Asami? Are you in there?” Yasuko’s voice filtered through the door.



  “I’m here, Mom,” Asami replied, gently disentangling herself from Korra’s embrace.



  Yasuko peeked in. “Oh, good.” Then she glanced at Korra. “May I borrow my daughter for a moment?” she asked with a teasing smile.



  Korra, slightly flustered, managed an “Oh. yeah yeah. Sure.”  
  
    So adorable, 
  
  Asami thought.



  She planted a quick kiss on Korra’s cheek before heading out. “What’s up, Mom?”



  “Well, I was thinking… Your dance is coming up, right?”



  “Yes. Why?” Asami was curious why her mom was asking that.



  “I was wondering if… would you allow your mother the pleasure of helping you dress up?” Yasuko asked hesitantly.



  Oh. So, that was why!



  Asami perked up. “Of course, Mom! I’d love that.”



  “Perfect! We’ll shop for your dress a day before the dance.” Her mom beamed. “You can go back to cuddling your girlfriend.”



  “Mom!” Asami exclaimed, feigning indignation.



  She shook her head in amusement as she watched her mother disappear into her own room.


 


  —


 


  Asami took a deep breath and looked at herself in the full-length mirror. She traced the dress with her fingers, marveling at its intricate details. The ruby-red dress she donned featured delicate gold embroidery running down its side. Its elegant, off-the-shoulder design showcased her neckline, while the fabric flowed gracefully to her feet, with a subtle slit revealing a hint of her leg, hugging her frame. Her raven-black hair cascaded down her back in loose waves, and her makeup was subtle, with smoky eyes and dark red lipstick giving her a slightly sultry look.



  Dressing up with her mother was a ton of fun.



  “Wow. Look at my baby girl. All grown up now,” her mother said, tears welling in her eyes, conveying a deeper feeling than she was showing. Then, with a teasing smirk, she added, “Korra won’t know what hit her.” She stepped forward, adjusting a loose strand of Asami’s hair.



  Asami chuckled, her cheeks warming. “Mom, stop. I’m nervous enough as it is.” 



  Yasuko winked, the teasing glint in her eye was unmistakable. “All the more reason to enjoy the look on Korra’s face when she sees you. She won’t be able to take her eyes off of you.”



  Taking one last look at her reflection, Asami felt a whirlwind of emotions: anticipation, anxiety, and, most of all, excitement. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for the night ahead. “Thanks, Mom.”



  “My pleasure. Now, go get your girl.” Yasuko teased, playfully patting her butt.



  Exiting her room, Asami’s heart stopped. There, under the soft glow of lights, stood Korra. Her eyes couldn’t help but roam on her girlfriend’s body.



  She wore a sky-blue form-fitting suit, contrasting beautifully against her tan skin. The subtle shimmer of the suit's fabric played beautifully with the light, and the crisp white shirt beneath it was unbuttoned just enough to give a casual yet irresistible allure. The way the suit highlighted Korra’s broad shoulders and athletic build was captivating. Her girlfriend looked every bit the dashing prince to her princess. Asami almost drooled. 
  
    Almost.
  



  Then their eyes met. The aspiring architect only just noticed Korra’s new haircut. Her long brown hair was now cut short into a shoulder-length bob, highlighting her gorgeous, handsome face. And in that moment, the world faded. Asami was stunned, breathless at Korra’s new look.



  “Wow. You look so beautiful,” was all Asami managed to whisper.



  Korra grinned, the admiration evident in her eyes. “No. You are.”



  Asami blushed at the compliment. “Ever the charmer.”



  “Only for you.” Korra gave her a lopsided smile, the smile that made her melt every time.



  For a long moment, they did nothing but stare at each other, soaking every inch of the woman before them. Asami could stop thinking she was one lucky woman to call such an amazing person her girlfriend. Her looks were just a bonus. A bonus Asami wasn’t ashamed to ogle.



  “You both look good together!”



  Yasuko’s gushing interrupted their intimate moment, making them both blush in embarrassment. “Thanks, Yasuko,” Korra replied sheepishly, rubbing the back of her neck.



  Her mother fished her phone out of her pocket and held it up. “Get closer. I’m going to take a picture!”



  Korra held out her arm, and Asami didn’t hesitate to take it, leaning her body close to her girlfriend. After taking a ton of pictures, Tenzin and his family entered the room, his children cooing and jesting. Ikki’s mouth ran a thousand miles per hour with her questions. Meelo was a bit sulking because Korra “beat” him in wooing Asami. And they all laughed at the children.



  After a few more pictures, Yasuko ushered the couple to hurry because they were going to be late. When they got to the docks, the couple was surprised to see a limousine waiting for them. The driver told them it was courtesy of a Ms. Fujiwara. When Korra asked her who that was, Asami chuckled and replied, “My mom.”



  “Oh. That’s a nice name.” Korra smiled and opened the door, holding it for her. “After you, my lady.”



  Grinning, Asami responded charmingly, “Why thank you, good sir.”



  Their laughter filled the air as they settled into the limousine, where they spent the entire ride cuddled up to each other, both thinking the same thing: That night was going to be unforgettable.
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  They arrived at the school gym, and everyone stopped whatever they were doing. Students and teachers alike were staring at them with curious looks, some of which were glares. Asami felt a little self-conscious under their scrutiny, but Korra took her hand and pulled her further inside the gym.



  “Don’t mind them, ‘Sami. We’re here for us. You know all I want is to dance with you, right?” Korra asked, smiling at her warmly.



  She felt her cheeks heat up at her girlfriend’s sweet words, so Asami returned the smile. “Charmer,” she replied, feeling giddy all of a sudden. Then she nodded, determined to enjoy the time with Korra. “Okay. Let’s do it.”



  “Good. Now, come on! Let’s try the drinks first!” her girlfriend exclaimed, dragging her excitedly to the refreshment table.



  The couple tried every drink available at the station. They would probably regret it later, but right now, they didn’t care. They were there to have fun. Asami told Korra that she was ready to dance, but her girlfriend tried to stall. It seemed suspicious, but the aspiring engineer let Korra do her thing.



  Asami finally understood Korra’s intentions when the music slowed down. She felt a tug on her hand and looked up at her girlfriend, who was already standing with her hand extended.



  “May I have this dance?” Korra asked sweetly, bowing down at the waist.



  A light giggle escaped her lips. “You may, good sir,” Asami replied, taking Korra’s hand and smoothly standing up. Deciding to turn the tables, she took an extra step closer than intended, deliberately brushing her breasts against Korra’s arms. Asami felt triumphant when she saw the athlete blush a furious red.



  Noticing that Korra was still in a state of shock, Asami grinned, a wicked plan coming to mind. “What are you waiting for? I thought you wanted to dance?” she whispered sultrily in Korra’s ear, lowering her voice to provoke a reaction. Her girlfriend looked like she had short-circuited.



  “Uhhhh… Yeah.” Korra replied, her voice a little higher than usual. Her blue eyes darkened with lust as she took in Asami’s cleavage right in front of her. Then Korra shook her head and cleared her throat. “Let’s go?”



  Asami grinned victoriously. “Thought you’d never ask.”



  They headed to the dance floor, giggling, and stopped just short of the center. Facing each other, their lips spread into broad smiles at the shared giddy feeling. For a few heartbeats, they simply stared at each other, absorbing each other's calming presence until Korra broke the spell by placing her hands on Asami’s waist.



  Asami responded by looping her arms around Korra’s shoulders, bringing them closer. She bit her lip as they began swaying in time with the music.


 


  I just wanna dance with you

Let the whole world melt away

And dance with you

Who cares what other people say?

And when we're through

No one can convince us we were wrong

All it takes is you and me

And a song


 


  The world must have been toying with them when she heard what the DJ played. Those lyrics resonated deeply with Asami, and she knew Korra felt that way, too, with the way her blue eyes conveyed adoration, happiness… love.



  Asami couldn’t help but melt under her girlfriend’s soft gaze, so she did the only sensible thing: kiss Korra.



  She cupped her girlfriend’s jaw and leaned in until their lips were a hair’s width apart, giving Korra a chance to back away if she wanted. But the athlete surged forward, bridging the small gap between them. At the first brush of Korra’s soft lips, Asami couldn’t help but let out a small moan of delight. Even though they’ve kissed and made out countless times, she could never get tired of Korra’s kisses.



  The world really did melt away when they were together like this, and Asami couldn’t have been happier. The only thing that would make the evening perfect was for them to make-



  “Well, well. Look who we have here?” Tahno’s drawl interrupted their bubble. “If it isn’t my two favorite freaks putting on a show!”



  Asami and Korra pulled back from each other, green eyes glaring at the asshole who disrupted their moment. She stepped protectively in front of Korra, her voice low with warning. “What do you want, Tahno?”



  Tahno shrugged nonchalantly. “Just here to enjoy the show.” His cronies laughed.



  
    Guess they’re back, too, 
  
  she thought
  
    . 
  
  Asami’s eyes narrowed, her anger evident. “Well, the show’s over. Now get lost.”



  “What? Can’t we just watch you two freaks get it on?” he responded, his voice mocking and cruel.



  Asami was about to respond when she felt Korra’s hand on her shoulder. She turned around expecting to see anger and hatred on her girlfriend’s face, but none of those emotions were there. Instead, there was kindness. With a deep breath, Asami stepped back and let Korra take care of it.



  Tahno smirked and crossed his arms with difficulty, tension filling the air as the two came face to face. Looking around, Asami could see the students surrounding them waiting with bated breath for their confrontation. The teachers around them started to get frantic. 
  
    Those spineless cowards!
  
   Tahno stepped forward and leaned down. “What’re you gonna do, Freak? Beat me up again?” he sneered. “Go ahead. But this time, I’ll make sure to take you down with me.” He then gestured at his broken arm, still in a cast.



  Asami couldn’t believe what she was hearing. The audacity of this man to take advantage of his injury to taunt Korra into fighting him. “Korra, don’t let him-”



  “It’s okay, ‘Sami.” Korra turned her head to gaze at her and smiled softly. I got this,” her girlfriend said simply.



  Korra turned serious and stepped forward. She looked up at the lanky boy in front of her, her voice steady and stern. “No, Tahno. I’m not going to fight you. But I do have something to say.” There was a moment of tense silence before Korra spoke again, her gaze unwavering. “I forgive you.”



  Asami heard the gymnasium fill with gasps of astonishment. Loudest of all was Tahno, whose face turned beet red with anger.



  “HOW DARE YOU!?!” he shouted at the top of his lungs, stepping menacingly towards Korra.



  Asami wanted to intervene, but the look of determination on Korra’s face stopped her. Releasing a breath she didn’t know she was holding, Asami relaxed. She would trust Korra on this. 



  Korra kept eye contact with Tahno, unfazed by his rage. Korra continued, her voice filled with conviction. “I forgive you,” the athlete repeated. “I forgive you for all the harm you’ve caused me.  I forgive you for the pain you've inflicted on others, too, especially on Asami after she showed me what love was like,” the athlete declared. Then her face slowly softened as she continued. “I’m sorry if no one in your life showed you kindness or love. So, I forgive you, and I extend to you the kindness you never had.” Korra then turned her attention to everyone in the gym.



  “I forgive all of you. For turning a blind eye when others and I were bullied. I forgive you all for sharing that video of my girlfriend that led to her being disowned. Most importantly, I forgive you for every hurtful action you've taken against me.



  Korra continued, her voice steady and heartfelt. “But forgiveness is just a part of it. What really matters is how we treat one another. Kindness and respect should be the foundation of our actions, no matter who we’re dealing with or what their background is. It doesn’t matter if someone is different from you; we all deserve respect and understanding.”



  Korra looked around the room, her eyes meeting those of the students and teachers. “We all have our own struggles, and you never know what someone else is going through. That’s why it’s so important to treat everyone with kindness. A simple act of it can go a long way. It can mean the world to someone who's struggling. It meant a lot to me when Asami showed me genuine respect.



  “I know it’s not always easy, and sometimes it can be hard to be kind to someone who has hurt you or who you don’t understand. But that’s the thing about kindness – it doesn’t have to be earned. It should be given freely and without expectation of anything in return. We should strive to be the kind of people who show kindness to others, even when it’s hard. Isn’t that what we all want? To be treated that way?”



  Korra took a deep breath, her blue eyes shining with sincerity. “Let’s be better. Let’s treat each other with respect, love, and kindness. And let’s create a world where everyone is valued for who they are.”



  No one moved—except for Asami. She was awestruck by the sincerity of Korra’s speech. Oh, how wrong she was for thinking she couldn’t fall for the woman even more. Her feet automatically moved toward her girlfriend, and she embraced her tightly. Korra stumbled a little bit backward from the force of Asami’s hug. “I love you, Korra. Soo much,” she declared for all the world to hear, her heart beating out of her chest.



  “I love you, too, ‘Sami. More than you could ever know,” Korra replied, her voice soft and full of love.



  “No! This isn’t over! Just because you spouted nonsense about kindness and forgiveness doesn’t mean you’d get away with this, you freak!” Tahno screamed, his voice filled with pure, unadulterated rage. He was about to throw a punch when the teachers finally reacted and restrained him. They called for security and dragged him away; his cronies followed willingly.



  The stunned students snapped out of their haze when the principal took the mic and announced that the dance would continue, and he apologized for the small mishap. Some of the students tried to approach them, but they hesitated and turned away. However, one student didn’t hesitate to approach. Asami would know her anywhere with her bright red hair.



  Ginger.



  Asami readied herself for another confrontation, only to be surprised when the redhead broke down and apologized to the both of them.



  “I’m sorry, Asami, Korra. I did a lot of thinking ever since that day in the hallway, and now Korra’s speech punched me in the gut. I realized that I’d been a stupid bitch all along. Can you forgive me?” she asked in one breath, her makeup ruined from the tears.



  Asami looked at Korra, and they shared a smile. “Of course,” the aspiring architect said. “Korra already told us earlier, right? All is forgiven, Ginger. On one condition.” Ginger frowned at her last sentence, but it instantly turned into a smile the moment Asami finished. “Just be yourself, Ginger. Don’t try to fit in. I know deep down inside you have a good heart.”



  And with that, many students followed Ginger’s example. They talked to them the whole night, telling Korra how sorry they were and how they would follow in her footsteps. The teachers, too, approached them and apologized sincerely. They promised to do their best to look into bullying cases more and establish new rules for them. No more pandering to the rich parents. Asami just hoped that they would keep their word.



  Of course, not everyone was moved by Korra’s speech. Kuvira and the other players from their team were sulking in the corner, probably simmering at the change happening in the school. Asami couldn’t care less. She had Korra, and that was all that mattered.


 


  **


 


  As soon as they stepped foot into their room in Air Temple Island, Asami shut the door and locked it, slamming Korra against it. Her girlfriend was startled and let out a very out-of-character squeak. “Asami?” she asked, her voice higher than usual.



  However, Asami did not respond with words. Her girlfriend’s display of passion and compassion, her strong sense of justice, and her new-found confidence earlier that night ignited a flame in the aspiring architect. She kissed Korra fiercely, not letting up even for breath.



  “Asami, what…are…” Korra tried to say in between kisses, but Asami wouldn’t let her. She needed to feel Korra, and she’d waited too long to do this.



  “Korra,” she said, out of breath. The look of love mixed with lust she gave Korra gave the tan woman pause. But then Asami hesitated. She suddenly had second thoughts about this. 
  
    Maybe Korra isn’t ready yet,
  
   a voice in her head said. However, she wanted to know. “Korra,” she repeated. “I…wanted to do this for so long, and…you can say no, of course.”



  Korra’s eyes widened in recognition of her request, but she still asked, “Asami, what are you trying to say?”



  “I…Korra, make love to me.”



  “Oh,” was the only thing Korra replied, her voice void of emotions.



  
    Dammit! Way to ruin everything, Asami!
  
   She pulled back and turned away, her face stricken with regret. “I’m sorry. Forget I said anything,” she said, her voice cracking from guilt. Asami walked toward her closet and was about to get a change of clothes when she felt warm, strong arms wrap around her waist. She was pulled back into Korra’s strong frame and felt her girlfriend place butterfly kisses on her shoulders. Goosebumps pricked her skin at the contact, each touch of Korra’s lips on her skin lit a fire in her core. “Korra,” she gasped.



  “I’m sorry, ‘Sami. My brain took a bit longer to react,” Korra whispered in her ear. “But if that’s what you want, I’ll be happy to.”



  “Korra, that’s all I want, but only if 
  
    you
  
   want it, too,” Asami responded, her back still pressed against her girlfriend’s front.



  “I want it,” the athlete replied firmly, her tone leaving no doubt about what she wanted. Asami then felt Korra’s hand gently tracing the curve of her back, specifically on the part where the zipper of her dress lay. “May I?” Korra asked softly, her voice gentle.



  Asami bit her lip to stop a whimper that threatened to come out of her mouth and nodded. “Yes,” she gasped.



  Then Korra took her zipper and started her slow journey down. The skin of Asami’s back burned at the heat of her girlfriend’s electric touch, and it went straight down to her core. A small moan escaped her lips at Korra’s slow, torturous pace. “Korra…” she trailed off when her zipper was finally undone. She quickly shrugged off her dress and let it fall to the floor. Asami then turned around, naked from head to toe—except for her underwear.



  “Asami,” Korra gasped, trailing her burning gaze at Asami. “You’re so beautiful.” Her girlfriend stepped forward and grasped her waist, pulling her closer to kiss Asami passionately. However, there was still one problem



  “Korra, why are you still clothed?” she asked once their lips parted for breath, her tone commanding, not leaving Korra any room to argue. Asami’s deft hands started to take the offending clothing. 
  
    Why does Korra have so many clothes on?
  



  Finally, after fumbling around for three minutes, Asami finally got Korra down to her underwear. And oh, Spirits! Her girlfriend just took her breath away.



  Asami’s greedy, needy eyes trailed down Korra’s gorgeous body. It was like the Spirits themselves carved her from stone. From her broad shoulders to her defined chest, her wonderful breasts, those six-pack abs that Asami wanted to taste, scars and all, down to her toned legs, and finally, Korra’s unique features. The aspiring architect let out a small moan the huge bulge hidden underneath her girlfriend’s boxers. The hands on her sides itched with her want—no, need—to touch the athlete. “Korra…” she moaned.



  “Like what you see, Ms. Sato?” Korra said, chuckling at Asami’s obvious staring.



  Asami could only nod, the words caught in her throat as her eyes kept roaming her girlfriend’s body. Then Korra took her hand and placed it on her abs. Asami’s knees turned to jelly at the first contact.



  The next thing she knew, Asami was being lifted up into the air and she let out a loud yelp, her legs instinctively wrapped around Korra’s waist. Asami was turned on even more by her girlfriend’s display of strength. Suddenly, she was gently tossed onto her cot.



  Asami closed her eyes when Korra began peppering her neck and jaw with wet, open-mouthed kisses, making her wonder if her girlfriend had had sex before.



  “Yes, I have.”



  Asami was startled and snapped her eyes wide open, seeing Korra smile at her with blushing cheeks. She didn’t know she said her thoughts out loud until Korra answered. “I didn’t mean…I…of course you had,” she stuttered, her own cheeks burning red from embarrassment. 



  “It was just twice back when I was a freshman, so no harm done, ‘Sami,” Korra chuckled. Then she had a glint of mischief in her eyes. “Why? Is that the deal breaker?” Asami knew Korra said it in jest, but she froze. “Babe? What’s wrong?” Korra asked, worry evident in her voice.



  “Um…I know I may seem confident about this, but that’s because I…” Asami hesitated, but Korra, her ever-loving girlfriend, waited for her patiently. She decided to share her sudden insecurity. “I had been with people, but um…I hadn’t gone all the way.” There! She said it.



  The athlete was surprised but not unkindly. Korra slid beside her. “Babe, there’s nothing wrong with that.”



  “I know. I just never trusted them enough to be that vulnerable around them,” she said, her voice filled with frustration. She just ruined their night with her insecurities popping up out of nowhere. But then she felt strong arms wrap around her and soft lips on her temple. Asami turned her gaze at Korra and saw nothing but love in her beautiful blue eyes—eyes she could get lost in forever.



  “‘Sami, your feelings are valid. Don’t worry, I won’t think of you any less, okay? I love you.”



  Asami was thankful for Korra having read her so easily. “Thank you. I love you, too,” she responded softly before kissing her wonderful girlfriend. She got her confidence back and decided to continue where they left off. She pulled her girlfriend back on top of her and said sultrily, “Now. Please, Korra. I need you.”



  “Happy to comply,” Korra responded with that cocky smirk of hers.



  With that, no words were exchanged. They continued where they left off. Korra kissed her on the lips once more before trailing down to her jaw, nibbling down on that sensitive spot on her neck that had Asami seeing stars. Then she felt Korra’s hand caressing the underside of her breasts. Oh, how she loved the feeling, even more so when her girlfriend’s thumb grazed her sensitive peak. “Oh,” she gasped.



  Asami moaned at the pressure on her already stiff peaks. Desire shot straight to her core. However, she couldn’t let Korra do all the work, so she rolled her hips, trying to get friction through their clothed centers. Her hands didn’t stay still, either. They roamed the expanse of Korra’s broad back, her fingers dipping into the contours of the delicious muscles underneath her dark skin.



  She grinned when she heard Korra groan at her touch. Asami wanted to hear more. Slowly, she moved her hands to Korra’s abs and made the same caresses she did on her girlfriend’s back before daring to cup the bulge hidden underneath her boxers. Korra hissed against her breast and let go with a loud pop. “Korra, please…” Asami trailed off, not knowing how to communicate what she wanted.



  But Korra knew her needs even before verbalizing them. “Don’t worry, babe. I got you,” the athlete said softly, like a caress. Then she started her journey down toward where Asami needed her. Korra took her time kissing and nipping at Asami’s stomach before situating herself between Asami’s legs.



  Korra looked up at her once more, her blue eyes asking for consent, which Asami readily gave with a single nod. And with that, Korra took her panties off and began to pleasure her.



  One touch of Korra’s tongue at her wet core had Asami’s back arching in pleasure. She gasped loudly at the feeling, and she grasped her girlfriend’s hair as if it was the only thing that could tether her to this world.



  Korra continued to lick her folds oh so slowly. It was torture, but Asami relished in it. Her hips couldn’t stop moving, her breath hastening with every swipe of Korra’s tongue. “Fuck!” she exclaimed when her girlfriend finally found her clit. Her hips would’ve flown upward if it wasn’t for Korra’s forearm holding her down.



  Looking down, she watched Korra devour her like she was her last meal on Earth. Then suddenly, she was drowning in blue when Korra looked up, her gaze smoldering Asami to her very core. And that did it for the aspiring architect. Before her girlfriend could even put two fingers inside her, Asami came, screaming into her hands.



  Asami thought maybe she passed out because the next thing she knew, Korra was hovering above her, smiling warmly. “Hey, you okay?” her girlfriend asked softly.



  “Yes. Just give me a minute or two,” Asami panted, still trying to catch her breath from that powerful orgasm. She was totally surprised, she never came that hard from her own hands. “Fuck, what did you do to me?”



  Korra gave her a chuckle. “What? You don’t like it?” she asked, her tone teasing.



  “I love it, that’s why you have to finish the job.”



  “Your wish is my command.” Then Korra got up and moved back to her rightful place, between Asami’s legs. The aspiring architect gulped when her girlfriend removed her boxers, her already hard-rock cock springing free from its confines. After almost a year of dreaming about it, Asami would finally, 
  
    finally,
  
   feel it inside her. “Are you ready?” Korra asked, a hint of worry coating her voice.



  “Yes, Korra,” Asami moaned in anticipation, rolling her hips to emphasize her want, her need for Korra to be inside her.



  “Okay. I’ll go slow.”



  With that, Asami saw Korra fisting her cock and lining it up in her slick entrance. She did her best to hold back a moan when she felt Korra pushing inside her slowly. “Oh, fuck!” she exclaimed, a mix of pain and pleasure lanced through her. “Wait!” she whined when her girlfriend was halfway through.



  Korra stopped, her face full of worry. “Asami? What happened? Did I hurt you?” she asked rapidly.



  “No, no!” Asami was quick to reassure her girlfriend that she was okay. “You’re just too big. Let me adjust first.” Seeing Korra nod, Asami relaxed herself and played with her own clit. That did the trick, so she nodded for Korra to continue.



  Slowly, Korra thrusted inch by slow inch. They both sighed in relief when the athlete was hilted all the way inside. Asami felt a burst of pleasure rush through her core of them being connected this way. She made a testing squeeze and was content when she heard Korra groan above her. “Korra, move, please,” she moaned.



  So, Korra moved, starting a slow rhythm so Asami wouldn’t get hurt. Oh, Spirits. Asami felt so full with her girlfriend’s cock stretching her to her limit. But then Korra picked up the pace and started a hard and fast rhythm. Asami let out a string of curses as pleasure shot up to a hundred, spreading her legs further to accommodate more of Korra.



  “Asami, you feel so good,” the athlete growled in her ear.



  “Ooohh. You feel so good inside, Korra,” she moaned in return. Her hands suddenly clasped around Korra’s back at a particularly hard thrust, making little moon indents on her beautiful brown skin. Asami experimented and raked her nails across her girlfriend’s back, making her hiss and bite her slender neck in return. “Fuck,” Asami groaned. “I’m…I’m close, Korra. Don’t stop, please,” she begged as she started moving her hips to meet Korra’s thrusts.



  “Me, too, ‘Sami. Oh.”



  Asami didn’t know how it was possible for Korra to go any faster, but she wasn’t complaining. After a few more thrusts, Asami came for the second time that night, shouting her girlfriend’s name. Korra slowed down to let her enjoy her orgasm. By the time her high tapered off, she was left a shaking, sticky mess. In her daze, she didn’t know that Korra pulled out and finished outside her. Part of Asami was saddened her girlfriend didn’t release inside her, but part of her was glad. They hadn’t used any protection and she wasn’t on the pill.



  Soon, their orgasms ended and Korra slumped down beside her. Asami immediately missed the skin-on-skin contact, so she cuddled up beside her girlfriend. “Wow! That was incredible,” she said on Korra’s chest, feeling the warmth her body exuded.



  “Yeah. Wow,” Korra said, giving her a small laugh as she enveloped Asami with her strong arms.



  They stayed silent in their little bubble, caressing each other and content in basking in the afterglow of their lovemaking. However, Asami couldn’t help but feel bad that she didn’t help Korra finish. So, before Asami could fall asleep, she said, “I’m going on the pill, so next time, you can finish inside me.”



  “Don’t worry about it, babe. I love it all the same,” Korra responded in her hair.



  “Still, I promise I’ll help next time.”



  Asami felt a slight rumble in Korra’s chest, probably chuckling at her. The last thing she heard before sleep claimed her was her girlfriend’s sweet voice, saying, “Whatever you need, babe. I love you.”


 


  **


 


  “Say cheese!” Yasuko said through the camera.



  Graduation day had finally arrived, and Air Temple Island was abuzz with excitement. Tenzin and his family were all dressed up for the occasion while Pema busied herself preparing a celebratory dinner.



  That morning, when they came down to the dining hall for breakfast, Asami was taken aback by the awkward atmosphere that pervaded the room. She scanned the faces of the people seated around the table and noted Tenzin’s red face, who couldn't even meet her gaze. Pema, meanwhile, kept shooting them knowing looks, and her mother hid a smug smile behind her teacup. That’s when it hit her. Her face turned crimson as she realized the entire island must have heard them making love the previous night.



  She wanted the earth to swallow her up right there and then. It was only Korra’s reassuring touch that got her moving, and she greeted their family good morning.



  After the awkward breakfast, they got ready for their graduation march. Asami couldn’t help but feel happy they survived their final year with a bang. She took Korra’s hand as they posed for her mom in full graduation attire: cap, gown, and semi-formal dress underneath.



  “Have you got everything you need, sweetie?” her mom asked.



  Asami smiled at Yasuko fondly. It was only in her dreams that her mother could attend one of her most important milestones in life. Remembering to answer the question posed at her, Asami nodded her affirmation. “Yes, Mom. I got what I need…” Then she took Korra’s hand and pulled her close before she continued, “...right here.”



  They all laughed when Korra became a flustered, sputtering mess, even Naga joined in with a happy bark. Finally, it was time to go. Yasuko drove them to school, who was also as excited as them.



  When they arrived at RCHS, the couple bid their family a “see you later” and made their way to their assigned seats in comfortable silence, hand in hand. Asami gazed fondly at Korra, reminiscing. Asami looked at her girlfriend fondly and reminisced.



  She remembered the first time she saw Korra and how her heart had skipped a beat. She remembered stealing glances at the school recluse and thinking how cute she was with her wolf tails framing her serious face. Oh, how Asami was so thankful she found the dork underneath the façade. Asami remembered their first conversation and how her heart raced at hearing Korra’s voice for the first time, their first “date,” Korra sharing her story, their first kiss, and all the events that had followed. Most of all, Asami remembered the love they had shared the previous night.



  She hadn’t realized she’d stopped walking until Korra waved a hand in front of her face. “Asami? Are you okay?”



  Blinking away her reverie, Asami nodded. “Yeah, just thinking about the year we had together.”



  Her girlfriend smiled that lopsided smile she loved so much. “Yeah? Despite everything that happened, it was good, right?” Korra asked, nudging her shoulders as they continued walking.



  “Yeah. It was.”



  “Thank you, Asami.”



  “For what?”



  “For accepting me as I am. For loving who I was and who I am now. I never thought I’d feel love—true love—until you came into my life. And now I know,” Korra answered, her eyes shining with unshed tears.



  Asami smiled, her own eyes brimming with tears. “No. Thank 
  
    you,
  
   Korra. For making me realize that I shouldn’t be ashamed of being myself. For teaching me how to love myself. You freed me from my father’s prison, and I will forever be thankful for you. I love you.”



  “I love you, too, Asami.” Korra kissed her then. When they pulled away, her girlfriend looked at her lovingly. “Come with me. To the Southern Water Tribe, I mean,” Korra suddenly suggested.



  “What, now?”



  “No, dummy! After graduation, of course!” Korra rolled her eyes playfully. Then she rubbed the back of her neck. “I think I’m ready to face the South again. And I think it was also time I visited my parents grave. I know I can do it—as long as you’re with me.”



  Without hesitation, Asami took Korra’s hand firmly. “Of course, I’ll go with you,” she said, sealing her promise with a kiss. “Now, come on! Graduation’s starting.”



  Hand in hand, the couple walked to their assigned seats, both looking forward to their future together, toward their new beginning.
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  “Sweetie, are you ready? We’re going to be late!” Asami yelled from the living room.



  “Just a sec!” came Korra’s muffled reply, likely in the midst of trying to fix her pants. A few seconds later, her wife emerged from their bedroom, fumbling while still adjusting her pants.



  Asami chuckled in mischief. “What took you so long?” she teased.



  Korra shot her a look. “Well, 
  
    someone
  
   couldn’t keep their hands to themselves,” her wife retorted, her tone playful yet pointed.



  “I’m sorry,” Asami said slyly. She was not sorry in the least. Asami took Korra’s hand and kissed her tan cheeks. “Ready to go?”



  “Yep!” Korra replied, popping the ‘p’ at the end to show her excitement.



  She was waiting for Korra to finish getting dressed up for the opening of their school—well, Korra’s school, but her wife insisted that it was theirs. Finally, after a decade of hard work and dedication, they were now going to open their own school.



  The Avatar’s School.



  As they drove toward the school, Asami reminisced about the journey they had taken to get to this point in their lives.



  It had been ten years of a rollercoaster of a life.



  As discussed, they went to the Southern Water Tribe after graduation, taking Naga with them. Kya joined them a week later. Their first destination was Master Katara’s house, and Asami was nervous about meeting her. She didn’t know why. But all her nerves went away when she met the sweet old woman.



  Then they went to where Korra buried her parents. It was a solemn affair. Korra had a lot to say. She told them that she missed them, that she was sorry, and sometimes she still thought that everything was her fault. Lastly, Korra told them that she loved them.



  Asami somewhat understood what losing a parent was like, but then again, she got her mother back. Korra wouldn’t. The only thing she could give was her love and support, so she held Korra through the tears.



  After a day in bed at Master Katara’s house, Korra finally was back to a somewhat happy state and took Asami on a tour. The people kept staring at them, but they were so used to those kinds of stares that they ignored them. That was until they bumped into Korra’s old basketball captain, Mana. They caught up with each other, and Mana said sorry for not believing and supporting Korra before, and asked if they could be friends again. Her girlfriend forgave her with a smile and agreed.



  After a month of pure bliss in the Southern Water Tribe, they had to go back to Republic City for college and apartment hunting.



  Living with someone that was not her parents was tricky at first, Asami learned. But as with everything, they made it work.



  College was fun, but Asami and Korra didn’t expect that they would face their greatest hurdle during that time.



  It was sophomore year when Korra got injured during basketball season. It was grave. The doctors told Korra that she would never play basketball ever again. It was a downward spiral after that.



  Korra became depressed. She couldn’t get out of bed, couldn’t play, couldn’t do whatever she wanted to do before. But Asami was there to be her rock. Yasuko and Tenzin’s family were there, too. But Korra was stubborn and didn’t want their help. They almost broke up because Korra wanted to. Asami was exhausted from her studies on top of taking care of her, too, so she almost said yes.



  However, Asami wouldn’t want that. Korra was the one for her, and she’d be damned to let Korra surrender. With renewed resolve, Asami fought for both of them until Korra realized that she was being stubborn and unreasonable. The aspiring teacher apologized and promised to work on herself and to make it up to Asami.



  That took almost two years, but Asami thought it was worth it in the end.



  Asami graduated earlier than Korra and started working at a famous architecture firm. She quickly rose to the ranks with how talented she was, and after three years, created her own firm. Yasuko resigned from her old work in Ba Sing Se to support Asami and work with her.



  Korra, on the other hand, graduated two years after Asami. She tried teaching at Republic City High School and tried to implement her thesis about a new education system, but the school was rigid about the system already in place. She only taught for a year and resigned. Korra decided to teach somewhere else.



  After a month of searching, Korra finally found a school that was willing to try her progressive ideas about education. Her girlfriend believed that “learning is not confined to four walls.” The students in Korra’s alternative education model studied in open fields, working with their hands, and engaging in practical, real-world tasks. They learned through doing, experiencing, and solving problems rather than through rote memorization inside the classroom.



  Korra also taught her students to follow their passions and excel in fields they were genuinely interested in. And the students and teachers alike loved the new system.



  Over the next few years, some schools in the four nations caught wind of what Korra had done, and wanted to apply it to their own. They flocked to Republic City as they studied under Korra’s guidance and brought the new system to their own nations. And they called her love “The Avatar.”



  Asami was so proud of her wife. And she knew that Korra was proud of her, too.



  Even though in the midst of their busy lives, Asami and Korra still had time for each other. However, their relationship, like any other couple, wasn’t perfect. They had their fair share of misunderstandings, fights, jealous moments, having no time for each other and everything in between. But they overcame everything. Their relationship was stronger, forged in the fires of hardships and struggles that they overcame. They believed that communication was the key, and as Korra told Asami, “Love is a choice. And I choose 
  
    you
  
   every single day for the rest of my life.”



  Of course, Asami took that as a proposal and said yes. They made love all night that night.



  And now, finally, here they were ten years later, opening their own school in the heart of Republic City.



  Asami parked just outside of the school, noticing the flock of reporters, paparazzi and parents. She noticed Korra took a deep breath, likely gathering her courage to face everyone.



  Korra exhaled as she turned to look at her. “Let’s go?” her wife asked.



  “Before we go…,” Asami hesitated, her nerves suddenly getting her, but she figured that there was no better time than the present. “Korra, do you want to…start a family?” she pushed through, her heart racing in her chest. She knew they both wanted to, but they both had been not ready yet. However, Asami felt that she was ready now and hoped that Korra was, too.



  Asami didn’t need to wait any longer. She felt Korra took her hand gently and squeezed, making her look at her wife. Korra was smiling at her softly, her blue eyes shining with unshed tears. “Asami… There’s nothing more than I can ask for,” her wife responded, tears now falling down her face.



  The next thing she knew, Korra’s lips were on her. They kissed and laughed in glee, having a new goal in life. “I love you so much,” Asami said, mustering all the love she had.



  “I love you, too.”



  With one last kiss, the couple climbed out of their car, ready to face the world once more. Hand in hand, they walked toward the school, waving toward the crowd, their family and friends. They both knew it was only the beginning of another beautiful chapter in their story.


 

 


  ~The end.~


 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thank you for reading up until the end!

So, I decided on the title “Fall From Grace” because the plan I had in mind at first was to have Korra leave Asami after the revelation and then the disownment. So, Asami would have really been at her lowest. I intended to prolong their separation and let Asami be alone. However, as I was writing that, the story said, “Hmmm... Let's try a different route this time.” So, I listened to it, and the impact of Asami’s secret being revealed and her fall wasn’t as angsty as I had initially planned.

And I’m happy with what I’ve written. I know that there are things that could be better, so I'm taking this as an opportunity to learn.

Also, I forgot to put in chapter 15 (I think) that Opal went back to Zaofu when Korra returned to school.

Also, the educ system that Korra did was the same as what Rancho did at the end of the movie "The 3 Idiots." If you haven't watched that movie, then you should give it a try!! It's a Bollywood movie, btw.

And with that, I hope you enjoyed this story. Thank you once more for all the comments, kudos, and overall support on this one. I know that there are TONS of other great Korrasami fics out there, so I thank you for taking the time out of your day to give mine a chance and read this, too. I'm super grateful to you.🥺🙏🏽

Until next time!
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