
[image: cover]





The Girl From Last Night by Nutellacookie



Category: Avatar: Legend of Korra


Genre: Alternate Universe - Arranged Marriage, Alternate Universe - Modern Setting, Angst, Comedy, Enemies to Lovers, F/F, Fluff, One Night Stands, Poor Life Choices, Romantic Comedy, Slow Burn, might be smut later if i feel like it, sorta - Freeform, we'll see lol


Language: English


Characters: Asami Sato, Bolin (Avatar), Hiroshi Sato, Korra (Avatar), Kuvira (Avatar), Mako (Avatar), Opal (Avatar), Senna (Avatar), Tonraq (Avatar)


Relationships: Korra/Asami Sato


Status: Completed


Published: 2021-11-27


Updated: 2023-08-06


Packaged: 2026-10-27 20:47:26


Rating: Explicit


Warnings: Creator Chose Not To Use Archive Warnings


Chapters: 22


Words: 89,534


Publisher: archiveofourown.org


Summary: 
            Asami was pretty fixed on not letting her dad set her up for an arranged marriage. They've been arguing on the matter for years, and every time the subject was brought up, Asami got more and more tired of fighting. So, eventually, she agreed. And not long after her dad informed her that he found a suitable partner. Yay.
Up until what Asami called 'the day of eternal doom', Asami dedicated herself to a rebellious lifestyle, and she never felt more free. It was a good time, doing whatever she wants, whenever she wants, without having any consequences.
That, until consequences caught up to her.

          











1. Chapter 1

Author's Note:
      This is a re-post of my story The girl from last night, due to a technical issue with the original.

the story will go on as planned, no worries:)

it was super important to me to still be able to read all of your comments though, so I added screenshots:))

my original note:

👋

Me again!

I wrote this story for the fun of it, I'm not done with 'Broken expectations', but I've been lacking motivation recently and this came to mind so let's see how this goes:)

Anyway, this is supposed to be a light, funny story. No big trauma, nothing too bad, kind of like what I had in mind for 'The hit list' before I decided to darken it up. Anyways, hope you enjoy!

    


    
    
  This was it.


 

This is the day Asami's life ends.

 

She was currently sitting in her room, rubbing her aching temples from the hangover she suffered. Her dad told her to wear something nice, so she was debating whether or not she should actually do that or to just wear a trash bag and hopefully disgust whatever rich, boring man her dad had set her up with to the point where he absolutely refuses to marry her.

 

She groaned. Why did she even agree to that?

 

Oh, that's right, an overwhelming amount of pressure from her dad as a result of being single at the seriously old age of...

 


  Twenty seven.


 

Sure, she never really brought anyone home, but that was mostly because, well... 

 

She was gay.

 

Well, Bi, but she never saw the appeal of dating men really. Men were... alright, she just preferred girls. Also sex with men was boring as fuck.

 

And since her dad was super traditional (he literally pressured her into an arranged marriage) he didn't know, and Asami never planned on telling him. Besides, it's too late.

 

As if on cue, her father knocked on her bedroom door.

 

She groaned. "Come in!"

 

As expected, her dad walked in.

 

"Why are you wearing sunglasses?" He tilted his head. "Don't you think you should put your eyes on display? You have such pretty eyes!"

 

Asami deadpanned, taking off her glasses and staring at him with her red, hung over eyes.

 

He scrunched his nose in disgust. "Never mind."

 

"Wow dad you're so funny!" She said sarcastically, placing her sunglasses on the bed. "I still can't believe you talked me into that."

 

"That's just what people in our status do Asami," he shrugged, "besides, your mom and I got an arranged marriage, and we were extremely happy together!"

 

"Yeah, but then again your marriage lasted for exactly seven years," Asami reminded him, standing up and folding her arms.

 

He blinked, shocked. "Because... she died Asami," he said slowly, "not because we weren't a good fit."

 

"My point still stands," Asami argued.

 

"I think you just need to just give it a chance," Hiroshi urged, "we're only meeting the family today, if they're shitty people or something, we'll call it off. I promise."

 

Asami squinted her eyes. "And if I don't like them, we'll pull out?" 

 

"Of course," Hiroshi smiled, placing a hand on her shoulder, "I want you to be happy Asami, but I trust my decision completely. I know my daughter, and I'm certain you'll find the appeal in who I chose."

 

I doubt that. "Fine," she rolled her eyes, "I'll be on my best behavior."

 

"That's my girl," he laughed, "now, wear something nice, we'll leave in ten minutes." He said, then pretty much sprinted out of the room. 

 

Asami's eyes widened. "Ten minutes?! How am I supposed to get ready in ten minutes?! I didn't even do my makeup yet!"

 

"Sucks to be you!" His response came from downstairs.

 

"Fuck you." She groaned, slamming her door. 

 

Turns out, her dad was bluffing. He didn't say a thing when thirty minutes later she finally came down, fully dressed and wearing a simple makeup look on. So he probably just tried to get her going, and it worked. Fucker.

 

Usually, since they both enjoyed driving, one of them would drive them places. But today her dad felt the need to order them a limo, she assumed it was to impress whatever rich family he chose for her. 

 

They arrived at the meeting place fashionably early (which made the whole limo thing completely pointless but whatever), it was some fancy ass restaurant that she had never been to since it's entire menu was almost solely seafood based and neither she or her father were a fan of it. But as her father said, the place was chosen by the other family, which meant they had to be big on fish. Ew.

 

Speaking of them, they haven't arrived yet. Asami was a little bit surprised about that, since she assumed they'd want to impress her and her dad by getting there way too early in order to convince Asami to marry their son. So immediately, points down to them.

 

(She definitely wasn't just fishing for faults, who does that?)

 

"That's the Satos for you," Hiroshi chuckled, "always early."

 

"Then I wish they were Satos too," Asami muttered, tapping her fingers impatiently against the table they were seated in.

 

Her dad scrunched his nose in fake disgust, a mischievous glint in his eyes. "That's repulsive, Asami. Do you wish to marry your cousin?"

 

"Ew, what the fuck dad? That is not what I meant! I don't even have a cousin!"

 

"I have a cousin, two actually. I wouldn't suggest marrying them though, they're really creepy." A female voice came.

 

Asami jumped from surprise, not having expected anyone to overhear them. And when she looked to the side her jaw dropped when she saw the girl's lopsided grin, and when recognition hit the girl standing beside the table a moment later, her blue eyes widened.

 

Oh no. Asami really fucked up...

 

Literally. 

 

"You must be Korra," Hiroshi stood up, shaking the girl's hand, who only just now took her eyes off Asami just to smile at Hiroshi.

 

Korra? But that's the name of the guy she's being set up with...

 

What the fuck is going on?

 

"I am. And I'm hoping you're Hiroshi," Korra joked, making Hiroshi burst out laughing as she sat down across from them, ".... which means you must be Asami." Korra said with a weak smile, offering her hand for a handshake.

 

Get it together Asami! "Pleasure to meet you." She took Korra's hand, the physical touch reminding her of last night.

 


 

If it would've been up to Korra, she would be curled up in bed feeling sorry for herself and eating doritos. But of course, nobody asked Korra what she wanted to do. Her friend Opal just decided that they needed to 'celebrate' her last night of freedom. So instead of just laying in bed doing absolutely nothing, she now found herself in a bar.

 

She never wanted an arranged marriage, however, being the 'princess' of the southern watertribe made it pretty obvious that she's gonna have to get one. But, after moving out of the palace and into republic city and making it to twenty six without her parents even mentioning it, she thought she was off the hook.

 

Turns out, she was wrong. One month ago her parents called to let her know that they found a suitable girl for her to marry. 

 

Well, at least they were being considerate about her bisexuality... that's something.

 

Still, Korra wasn't too happy about it. But she had responsibility over her people, and if that was going to help them, then so be it.

 

"You have to stop being so bummed about it!" Opal put both her thumbs on the corners of Korra's mouth, pulling them upwards so that she was smiling. "Tonight is about freedom and hooking up with strangers!"

 

"No, tonight is about misery and alcohol." Korra argued.

 

"Oh come on!" Opal laughed. "What if your future wife is like, super hot or something?"

 

"I doubt it."

 

"Hey, I trust Senna's taste. She did marry your father..."

 

"First of all, ew." Korra tore Opal's hands away from her. "Second of all, they also got an arranged marriage."

 

"For real?" Opal sounded a bit confused. "Is there a reason as to why y'all are always getting set up?"

 

"Well," Korra started, "the title of being married is super important in the 'High society'." She said with air quotes. "Secondly, there's usually a deal coming with each arranged marriage, my parents married to unite the water tribes."

 

"Huh, so why are you getting married?" Opal asked, signaling the barman to bring them two more shots.

 

Korra shrugged. "Something about modernizing the tribe?" She answered. "Her family owns Future Industries."

 

"Damn!" Opal called out with a huge grin. "Sounds to me like you're marrying a super hot engineer. Cheers to that!" She grabbed the shot from the counter and raised the other for Korra.

 

"Or I'm marrying some prissy arrogant rich girl." Korra muttered, taking the shot with Opal and grimacing at the burn of it.

 

"You can't tell me you don't find intelligence sexy," Opal said, an amused eyebrow raised at Korra who was biting on a lime like her life depended on it. 

 

And she had a point, Korra Seriously couldn't. 

 

"Can't you just let me be upset?" Korra pouted.

 

"Ugh, fineeeee," Opal rolled her eyes, "but not tonight, at least let loose for the night."

 

"No promises," Korra muttered.

 

Just as Opal opened her mouth to argue, the barman came back, placing a cocktail in front of Korra.

 

"Um, I didn't order this?" She blinked, confused.

 

"It's from-" he started, only to be cut off by Korra.

 

"You can tell whatever man sent this to me that I'm not interested." She said harshly, pushing it away from her.

 

The barman just looked at her with a raised eyebrow. "It's from the lady across the counter," he emphasized, leaving with a shake of his head.

 

A lady? Korra blinked, and though she really shouldn't have looked, she did. And her breath hitched when she was locked gazes with brilliant grin eyes with a mischievous glint to them.

 

"Damn." Opal said from beside her. "She's hot as fuck."

 


  That was an understatement.


 

Said girl was sitting leg crossed right across from them, wearing a black dress with spaghetti straps and a cleavage that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. Her long legs stretched from the cleft to her dress to what seemed like forever, her full, ruby lips were stretched in the most arousing smirk Korra had ever seen. Her pale fingers were wrapped around a cocktail glass in a way that left Korra drooling, and her wavy, shiny black hair just framed her face perfectly. 

 

And did she- did she just wink at Korra?

 

"You should try the cocktail."

 

Korra blinked, returning to reality. "What?"

 

"Try it!" Opal urged enthusiastically. 

 

"I can't try this," Korra argued, "this is obviously an invitation to... something."

 

"And?"

 

"And I'm getting married!" Korra exclaimed.

 

"You haven't even met the bride." Opal deadpanned. 

 

"Still," Korra folded her arms.

 

"This isn't that serious, we're talking about causal sex." She rolled her eyes. "You're not in a relationship, thus, you're not being unfaithful. Just try the damn cocktail."

 

Korra sighed in defeat. Opal had a point, Korra was just being a coward because she was intimidated by beautiful women. So slowly, she took a sip from the cocktail. 

 

"That's my girl!" Opal cheered.

 

"Wait, this is really good," Korra said, surprised.

 

"Excuse me?" Opal stopped the barman. "What cocktail is that?"

 

"It's called an Orgasm Ma'am," he answered, making Korra choke on it and blush furiously. 

 

"Oooohh you're blushing!" Opal exclaimed. "That means you're interested!"

 

"Opal, shut up." Korra hissed, flustered.

 

"You have to go over there now!"

 

"What?! No! Absolutely not!"

 

"If you don't go there and fuck her soul out, I will." Opal deadass said.

 

"Aren't you straight or something?" Korra frowned.

 

"I am straight," Opal agreed, "not blind."

 

Korra looked across again, this time the mysterious lady was raising an eyebrow at her. As if challenging her to come over.

 

And Korra was always up for a challenge.

 

She inhaled deeply to calm her nerves. "Fine." She said, tightening her grip on the glass and standing up.

 

"Go for it! Text me the details later!" Opal called after her, making her scrunch her nose in disgust. But she kept marching, taking another sip of her drink when she got closer.

 

"Finally catching a hint I see," the girl said when Korra arrived, and Korra wasn't sure if she said so in a seductive manner, or that her voice was just ridiculously attractive. 

 

"You have a good gaydar," Korra chuckled, trying to keep her cool while sitting down.

 

"Oh please, your bisexuality is violently loud, I could hear it from here." The lady laughed. "How did you like my cocktail of choice?"

 

"Very... blunt choice," Korra teased, making her roll her eyes playfully. 

 

"I am very straight forward, I don't fuck around," a smirk started spreading on her lips, "well, I guess I do."

 

Korra mirrored her smirk, trying to fight off the blush threatening to rise on her cheeks. "Is that so?" 

 

"Yep. Also, I guess I'm not that straight-forward," the mystery lady leaned in, "I'm feeling pretty gay right about now."

 

Korra felt a grin sneaking onto her face, and for once, she was glad Opal talked her into this.

 

"Well it's very nice to meet you," Korra said huskily, "I'm-"

 

She was cut off by the girl's finger on her lips. "Shhhh. Don't ruin it."

 

And Korra wasn't sure what she meant, but she didn't really care, because a moment later the girl's lips pressed against her own, and every coherent thought Korra may have had flew out the window. This lady tasted like alcohol, strawberries and perfection. What started with a soft kiss, had evolved into something hungrier, and the intention behind it was clear.

 

"How about we move this to my place?" Korra whispered when they broke apart for air.

 

"Mmm, it depends. You're not a serial killer are you?" The girl joked, playing with the fabric of Korra's shirt, pulling on it.

 

"No, unless you're into that," Korra smirked, immediately face palming herself mentally. Why would she say that? God she was such a gay disaster.

 

The girl didn't look at her weirdly though, she just laughed, a beautiful sound that made Korra's smile resurface.

 

"No, but I ain't judging," she winked, unlocking her phone, "so, I'm calling us a cab?"

 

"Definitely," Korra nodded, then turned around in her seat, "I just need to make sure my friend is- okay, she's making out with a guy in the middle of the dance floor."

 

The lady chuckled. "Nice."

 

"I should probably make sure she's alright and that this guy isn't a murderer."

 

"What is it with you and murder?" She laughed.

 

"Can never be too careful, right?" Korra responded with a shrug, getting up.

 

"Where are they?" She asked Korra, and squinted her eyes in concentration when Korra pointed her index finger in the direction.

 

"Oh, wait," she said after a few seconds, "that's my friend, we came here together. Don't worry, she's in good hands."

 

"You sure?" Korra worried her bottom lip.

 

"Very sure," she nodded, "Hey Bolin!" She then called, somehow managing to get his attention. "Make sure she gets home safe and punch every guy that comes near her!"

 

He saluted, making Opal giggle.

 

"See? Good guy," she smirked, "so..."

 

"Cab?" Korra completed. 

 

The girl laughed. "Absolutely."

 


 

A good few hours had passed, and Korra rolled to the side and closed her eyes, exhausted. Her entire skin was covered in sweat, her breath was heavy, and her heart was racing like never before. It was probably like, six AM at this point, which was a good time to stop and get a few hours of sleep before lunch tomorrow, and Korra was very, very ready for some much needed rest.

 

"Well, this was fun."

 

Just like that, her eyes snapped open. Suddenly it dawned on her that she had a complete stranger in her house, just the night before she was meeting her future wife, and that her parents were going to be in her apartment in a few hours.

 

On the one hand, this gorgeous woman absolutely couldn't stay. But on the other hand, Korra couldn't just kick her out in the middle of the night, that was way too dangerous. Oh, she was fucked...

 

She swallowed thickly, trying to keep it together. "Yeah..." she mumbled, "it really was."

 

Fun huh? More like mind blowing. 10/10 would do so again.

 

"Well," the girl leaned over to give Korra a quick kiss, "thanks, I needed that. I'll get out of your hair now."

 

Korra chewed nervously on her bottom lip as the woman stood up and started to gather her clothing from the floor. "Do you have a way to return home safely? If not, you should stay here, at least until the sun rises." She suggested, genuinely concerned but wishing she wouldn't take her up on that.

 

The pale woman slipped her bra on, then turned to Korra with a bright smile, one that took Korra's breath away. "You're sweet," she warmly said, "but I actually have a thing later, so I kinda have to get going. But otherwise I'd love to stay and give you a few more of these." She pointed at Korra's hickies, smirking.

 

Oh shit. She's gonna have to find a way cover those up tomorrow, why didn't she stop her? 

 

...probably her lack of self control, she fucking loved hickies.

 

"Actually, I also have a... thing," Korra nodded, "so this is probably for the best, should I get you a cab?"

 

"Nah, I got it," she waved her off, putting the last of her clothes on and gathering her belongings, "Wanna see me to the exit?"

 

Korra jumped on her feet, pulling on an oversized T-shirt and placing a hand on the small of the woman's back, leading her to the door. When the two reached the exit, the woman fisted her hand into the fabric of Korra's shirt, pulling her into a deep, passionate kiss. Korra reciprocated, matching her passion. She didn't want to stop, she wanted more, more of this feeling of freedom, and most definitely more of this intoxicating woman, if possible.

 

When they broke apart, the girl just smiled at her softly again, her dazzling green eyes sparking with the light of the bright moon. Korra locked eyes with her, trying to take in as much as possible from the moment, especially since this was her last time doing anything like this before getting married.

 

"Have a safe trip home," Korra wished her, hand rubbing the girl's pale shoulder.

 

"Will do," she nodded, "goodnight, sweet dreams."

 

"Good night," Korra said after her, staying at the doorway a moment more to look at the woman as she made her way. Then, Korra came back inside with a sigh, shutting the door and dropping onto the bed face first, falling asleep almost immediately. 

 

Her dreams were filled with green. Emerald green that filled out every dark void, every corner. The same gorgeous green, that she knew she would never forget, though she will never see it again.

 

And now, a few hours later, looking at the girl her parents apparently chose for her to marry, she was proven to be mistaken.
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2. What. The. Fuck.


    
    Originally when her one night stand sat down at her table, Asami was absolutely one hundred percent sure that she manages to find and fuck her future husband's sister.

 

But, then her father called her 'Korra'. And Korra, was the name Asami had been given. She didn't know the girl's name from last night, otherwise she would've recognized it, and she was certain that Korra was the name of the man Asami was supposed to marry. Or at least so she thought.

 

So, her father set her up with a girl. What the actual fuck?

 

She actually waited for a while to see if another person was coming, not believing the situation, but no. The only people who joined them were the girl's parents. This was actually happening. 

 

Asami and Korra had been in a sort of stare off. Her dad was talking with Korra's parents for about half an hour, and it seemed like they were having a good conversation, given how much laughter she heard. They got along fine, Korra and her didn't exchange a single word, both stumped. Well, Asami was. She couldn't read Korra's emotions well. Her expression was serious and blank, leaving Asami completely baffled as to where Korra stood in this situation. She felt so lost and confused and she hated every moment of it.

 

It also really annoyed her how calm the girl was, and a part of Asami blamed everything on her. However, a larger part of her wanted to know just what was going on. Why did her father set her up with Korra? Did he know she was attracted to girls, or was that a coincidence? What the fuck was going on?

 

Asami had tried to hold her curiosity back and make it through dinner, but she couldn't. She had to know, she had to.

 

So, when she heard her dad laugh, she joined in, trying to pretend like she was a part of the conversation this entire time.

 

"So funny!" She complimented them. "I'm sorry, can you guys excuse us for a second? I need to talk to my dad outside."

 

"Oh boy, I'm in trouble," Hiroshi joked, standing up, "we'll be right back." He assured the three.

 

Asami stood up as well, grabbing her dad by his hand and dragging him outside urgently. She had questions, he had answers to give, and Asami wasn't waiting any longer.

 

"Well, that was rude," her dad folded his arms as they got outside, "also, why are you so quiet? I've never seen you shut up for so long, like, ever."

 

Asami ignored him. "Dad," she started, "Korra's a woman."

 

He blinked, confused. "Well, yeah," he answered slowly, as if he couldn'tfor the life of him figure out what Asami was so baffled about, "Jesus Asami we've been in there for more than twenty minutes, and you only just noticed?"

 

"Oh, my, God, dad!" Asami exclaimed. "Why did you set me up with a woman?"

 

"Because you're gay," he said like it was the most obvious this in the world.

 

Her eyes widened in disbelief. "What?!" How the hell did he even know? "I'm not gay!" Her instincts kicked in, causing her to deny the statement immediately.

 

"Yes you are," he calmly answered, "what was I supposed to do, set my gay daughter up with a man?"

 

"I never told you I'm gay!" Asami blushed furiously.

 

"Oh, Asami, please," her dad chuckled, shaking his head dismissively, "I knew you were gay since you were like, three!"

 

"That makes no sense," Asami argued, "how could you possibly know something like that when I was this young?"

 

"Oh, you made it pretty obvious." He smirked, and immediately, Asami regretted asking. "When you were three, and we would walk outside, you'd leave my hand and run up to any women on the street and tell them how beautiful they are–"

 

Asami's cheeks burned. "That doesn't mean anything!" She interrupted, pouting.

 

"Wait, it gets better!" Her dad started laughing from the story, having trouble keeping it together. "Everytime you did that, those women would get so happy because you were so fucking adorable, and they would thank you or hug you or something like that. Then... w-when I told you to come back you–" her dad had to pause, giggling hysterically and wiping tears of laughter from his eyes. "–when you returned,  you always had the same, sly smile like you knew exactly what you were doing!"

 

Asami's eyes widened, her entire face burning up. "Oh God, please tell me that it never actually happened."

 

"Oh, but it did!" Her dad was laughing so loudly at this point, that people on the street gave him a weird look. "You were so smooth back then! You get that from me."

 

Asami scrunched her nose in disgust. "Ew." She mumbled.

 

"Anyways, yeah, I've known for a while now," he chuckled, "also, you weren't nearly as sneaky as you thought you were as a teenager."

 

After his first story, Asami legitimately didn't think it could get any worse. She was wrong. "Oh my God," she muttered, pacing nervously, "so, you knew? This entire time I was trying to hide my bisexuality, and you already knew?"

 

"Well, I didn't know you were bisexual," her dad said, eyebrows clenching in confusion as he slowly took in the rest of her statement. "You were trying to hide it? Why?"

 

Asami stopped in her tracks. "Well... you see..." she mumbled, unsure of how to phrase it lightly.

 

Though she didn't look her father in the eyes, she knew realization was dawning on him. "You thought I wouldn't accept you?" He said, and even though he did his best to hide it, she could hear the hurt in his voice.

 

"Because..." Asami didn't know what to say, "you're just so traditional... I mean, look at where we are." She gestured towards the current setting. "I'm literally getting an arranged marriage."

 

"Asami," he softly spoke, smiling at her genuinely, "I know I care about tradition, but I care about you your happiness more. I don't mind who you love, I just want you to be happy, and I love you no matter what."

 

Asami felt like crying. "Really?" She asked in a small voice.

 

He nodded. "Really." He promised. "I already told you, if you don't like who I chose, if you're unhappy, we'll cancel this whole thing. Just... give it a chance, okay? I'm sure Korra's a good fit for you."

 

Ugh, why does she have to be my type? "How are you so sure?" Asami asked, curious.

 

"Because she's a hard working woman," he simply answered, "since she's like the princess of the southern watertribe, she decided to move here where there isn't a title attached to her name in order to prove herself. She's passionate and kind, and I know for a fact that she's your type."

 

Asami blushed. "How do you even know what my type is?" She mumbled.

 

"You like strong women," her father laughed, "like father like daughter."

 

Asami scrunched her nose in disgust. "Ew. Please stop talking." She said.

 

"Okay," he agreed, "as long as you go back inside and give this family a chance."

 

Asami was still very nervous. She was upset about last night, and everything it meant. She was upset about the whole situation, and her last rebellious fuck turning out to be the person she despised all this time. But most importantly, she was upset that her dad was right, Korra was her type. Everything he described fitted her character from last night, and she absolutely did like strong women. She hated how right he was about her, but she couldn't express it at the moment,  and it made her even more frustrated.

 

"Fine," Asami said unhappily, "agreed."

 


 

Korra knew she should try and make a conversation, but she couldn't. The words got stuck in her throat and she found herself unsure of what to do. She couldn't tell her parents that she accidentally got railed by her supposed fiancée, and she couldn't speak to Asami in private as long as their parents were present. Plus, she wasn't sure she'd know what to say and how to act.

 

So, she just stared into the girl's brilliant eyes. Trying and failing to figure out what was going through her brain.

 

Some time passed, Korra wasn't sure how much, and Asami excused herself and her father outside. Korra didn't even bother to hide the way she stared at the girl as she left. She was so confused, and she couldn't keep her eyes off the source of her confusion- Asami.

 

"So," her father broke the silence, "what do you think?"

 

She turned her head back, lowering her gaze to her own lap, where her fingers were fiddling nervously. 

 

"I don't know," she said awkwardly, "Uh... she's pretty."

 

"So observant," her mother teased.

 

Korra frowned at her. "What am I supposed to say? We barely exchanged a word!" It wasn't a lie. They didn't do a lot of talking last night.

 

"This may be extreme," her mother started, "but have you tried, I don't know, talking to her? She doesn't bite."

 

Oh, yes she does. "What am I supposed to say?" Korra mumbled. "I know nothing about her."

 

"Yeah, that's the point of getting to know someone," her father rolled his eyes playfully, "Jesus Korra I know you're awkward around girls but this is a whole other level."

 

Korra's face turned into a deep shade of red. "I'm not awkward around girls!" She exclaimed, making a few heads turn her way. "This is a lot more complicated than any of you think." She kept her voice down this time around.

 

"Oh, I get it," her mother smirked, "cause you like her."

 

Korra's eyes widened. "What?!" She asked in disbelief. "Why would I like her? I don't even know her!"

 

"eh, minor detail," her mom waved her off.

 

"How is that a minor detail?" Korra deadpanned.

 

"Hey, I did not bear you for nine months and gave birth to you just so that you could ask annoying ass questions," she scolded, making Korra roll her eyes. She hated that argument, what could she even say in response? "I said it's minor, so it is. Mother knows best."

 

"Cheer up," her dad told Korra, patting her shoulder,  "your date is coming back."

 

Korra's back immediately straightened as he said that, watching Asami sit back down. This time, instead of staring at her, Asami completely avoided her gaze.

 

That was... odd.

 

"Well," her father said, "we sure had our fun, but, I think it's time we let you girls get to know each other on your own."

 

Korra's head snapped to the side, eyes wide in disbelief. No no no no no! What the hell? They can't just leave her like this!

 

She held herself together and didn't scream like she wanted, and instead just shot daggers with her gaze at her parents to let them know just how unhappy she was about their decision. 

 

"Yeah, sounds like a good idea," Hiroshi said, standing up, "it was a pleasure to meet you all, you too Korra."

 

"Same," Korra blurted, failing to sound normal.

 

"We'll see you later dear," her mother said, then turned to smile brightly at Asami, "hopefully you too," she said with a wink.

 

Asami returned the smile. "Bye! So nice to meet you!" She waved at them as they left.

 

However, the second they all left eyesight, Asami's face dropped. If Korra wasn't sure before, she was now absolutely certain that Asami was just pretending ever since she returned to the table. She sighed heavily, burying her face in her hands. "This is so fucked..." Korra heard her mutter.

 

Korra moved uncomfortably in her chair. She didn't know what to say, and she didn't know how to feel either. This whole situation was just so... random. Her feelings were all over the place, and she saw Asami was upset too. 

 

So, trying to break the awkward silence, Korra said the first thing that came to mind. Immediately cringing at her words as they left her mouth.

 

"Well, at least we know we're sexualy compatible." 

 

Asami's hands dropped, and for the second time today she stared at Korra in complete shock. Just from her reaction, Korra knew she said the wrong thing.

 

"Are you serious?" She said in disbelief. "That's what you have to say to me?"

 

Korra threw her hands in the air as a form of surrender. "I don't know! What was I supposed to say?" She defended herself.  "What's the social code for this situation?"

 

"Anything but that!" Asami exclaimed. "Is this really the time to be making jokes?"

 

"There's no such thing as a time you shouldn't laugh in." Korra argued.

 

Asami rolled her eyes. "Wow, okay," she said, "I guess I'm the only one who understands the severity of the situation."

 

"I understand." Korra pouted.

 

"Then why are you acting like this?" Asami exasperated. 

 

"I'm not doing anything! I was just trying to make the situation less awkward!" 

 

"Well, news flash! It's already awkward!" Asami snapped.

 

Korra rolled her eyes. "Wow, sorry." She said sarcastically. "When you wanna stop being a bitch let me know."

 

"Excuse me?" Asami asked in disbelief. 

 

"Oh, I'm sorry, did you not get it?" Korra calmly replied. "I'll say it in a way you understand; let me know," she started talking the way you talk to a toddler, "when you wanna stop acting like a bitch," she emphasized the insult, "for absolutely no reason–"

 

"No reason? Seriously?" Asami interjected, frowning.  

 

"Yep, no reason."

 

"I'm allowed to be upset!" Asami snapped.

 

"Upset in general? Sure." Korra answered. "But not at me,  what did I ever do to you?"

 

"Are you joking? This is all your fault!"

 

Korra's jaw dropped. "Me?!"

 

"Yeah, you!"

 

"You hit on me!"

 

"That's... besides the point!"

 

"How, for the love of fuck, is it my fault?" Korra deadpanned. 

 

"Well..." Asami was reaching,  she could tell. "You tricked me. You knew who I was last night!"

 

"What? How would I even know that?" Korra snorted. 

 

"Oh come on! You can't tell me you didn't Google me." Asami folded her arms. "It's the 21th century."

 

"Just so you know, I didn't," Korra said with a frown, "also, I could blame you too if anything. You didn't Google me?"

 

"I did, but I couldn't find what I was looking for." Asami shot back.

 

"That's impossible," Korra said.

 

"Well, turns out I was looking for the wrong thing." Asami shrugged, eyes clenched in anger still.

 

And Korra was just as furious. "If anything, this whole thing could've been avoided, had you just let me introduce myself like I was trying to do."

 

Asami blushed furiously, both in anger and embarrassment. "I like the mystery!" She hissed under her breath.

 

"See? Your fault." Korra answered simply.

 

Asami groaned. "You, are the most insufferable human I've ever met." She hissed at her. "I can't believe my dad thought we would be a good fit! I don't know how I lasted this long in your presence without killing myself."

 

Korra's entire face turned red in complete and utter fury. She couldn't believe the audacity of this girl! What the actual fuck was wrong with her? She couldn't spend her entire existence with this jerk, heck, she couldn't survive another second of listening to that bitch!

 

"You know what?" Korra stood up, hands at head level, gesturing to her surrender. "Fuck. This."

 

She turned around with the full intention of leaving and never speaking to Asami again. No way in hell was she marrying this girl, her parents couldn't make her.

 

But, before she left, Asami grabbed her arm.

 

"Wait."

 

So Korra did. She turned to look at Asami, an unimpressed eyebrow raised at the girl.

 

Asami hesitated, then sighed. "I'm sorry, okay?" She finally said, conflict written all over her face.

 

"Nope, not good enough." Answered Korra, gesturing for her to continue. 

 

"Look," she started, "today was just... crazy. Seeing you... it was really confusing to me. I didn't even know my dad knew I liked girls up until now." Korra listened carefully, trying to get a better view on Asami's perspective. "And now... last night was like, in my eyes, my last rebellious act against this thing. You were who I was supposed to remember fondly, and now you turned into the person I despised this whole time… I know it sounds silly but it's rough on me."

 

Korra hesitated for a second, before nodding. "I get it."

 

"This day just started and it was already so eventful," Asami said, not meeting Korra's eyes, "but... it's also not your fault, and I shouldn't have taken my anger out on you, I'm sorry."

 

Korra's expression softened at that. Now, Asami seemed more like the sweet girl she saw last night, she was just angry and frustrated, and Korra understood why. "It's okay," she said, "this situation... sucks."

 

Asami laughed. "Yep. But it could've been worse," she smiled weakly, "I could've been forced to marry a man," she said, making a puking sound.

 

Now it was Korra's turn to laugh. "Oh wow, so relatable," she sarcastically said.

 

"I know right?" Asami chuckled. "Bisexuality is my blessing and curse really."

 

"Ugh, the worst," Korra answered playfully. 

 

After a few seconds of silence, Asami sat down, gesturing for Korra to join her.

 

"So," she started, visibly nervous.

 

"So," Korra repeated after her, no idea where Asami was going.

 

"So, you wanna try and make it work?" Asami asked.

 

"Oh," Korra blinked, "is it really up to us? 

 

"I mean, I can tell my dad we don't  get along," Asami shrugged.

 

" I think I can say that to my parents too," Korra rubbed the back of her neck, "do you wanna?" Korra asked.

 

"Not really," Asami admitted, "my dad will probably just find me someone else to marry, and... I don't really want to go through that again."

 

Korra nodded. "Yeah, same." She mumbled.

 

"Look," Asami said nervously, "you're like, not that bad–"

 

"Jee, thanks," Korra rolled her eyes playfully. 

 

Asami scrunched her nose. "What I meant to say is that it could only get worse for me, so..."

 

Korra gasped. "Asami Sato, are you asking me to marry you?"

 

Asami's whole face turned red. "Oh my God, shut up."

 

"But I'm flattered!" Korra laughed. "I'm so good that you feel like anyone else would be worse than I am!"

 

"I'm seriously reconsidering that statement now," Asami mumbled.

 

Korra laughed. "Joking," she clarified, "but, what do you mean make it work? Just like, try and fit together?"

 

"Um, sort of I guess?" She answered with a shrug. "I meant more like a contract."

 

"A contract?" Korra asked curiously. 

 

Asami nodded. "Marriage is a contract, right?" She said, "So like, we could just write it down, expand on it a little?"

 

"Like, ground rules?" Korra asked.

 

"Yeah," Asami nervously answered, "is it weird?"

 

"No, I actually think it's a good idea," Korra said, "maybe this will make this situation less... yeah."

 

"Awkward?" Asami suggested. "Weird?"

 

"Yeah, that," Korra mumbled.

 

After a pause, Korra had an idea.

 

"Hey," she said, "how about the first rule is that we treat this like a normal relationship?"

 

This caught Asami's interest. "What do you mean?"

 

"Just like it sounds," Korra answered, "like, first we date, then we go exclusive, then we make room in a drawer for each other, and so on. Obviously we already know we're getting married, and we met each other's parents, but other than that, we can act as if we're just dating."

 

"Huh," Asami mulled it over, "that's actually not a bad idea. But why is giving each other a drawer part of the list?" She questioned. 

 

"It's a big step," Korra pouted.

 

"So, we go in like it's a normal relationship," Asami repeated, "except we already know we're supposed to marry each other?"

 

"And it's not that weird if you really think about it," Korra added with a goofy smile, "we can just pretend we're uhaul lesbians."

 

Asami giggled. "I mean, we did sleep together for the first time last night and today we got engaged." She agreed. 

 

"Exactly! We're already behind!" Korra snickered. After that,  the two took a breather to stop laughing, Korra's stomach already hurt. Only after a few minutes did the two calm down completely,  and then Korra spoke again.

 

"So, what do you think?" Korra asked once things calmed down a bit.

 

Asami smiled at her genuinely. "It's a great idea," she answered,  "this whole thing is so weird to me and I don't know how to feel about it.  But, maybe this would help me figure it out. Thank you."

 

"You're welcome,"Korra grinned, pleased with her efforts.

 

"And... thanks, for being patient with me," Asami added nervously, "you might need that patience in the future..."

 

"I'll do my best," Korra nodded. "So," she changed the subject, "that concludes rule number one, anything else you wanna add to the contract?"

 

"Yes," Asami said decisively, "rule number two; if and when we move together,  we move into my apartment."

 

"What!" Korra protested. "What's wrong with mine? It's great!"

 

"Nothing's wrong with your apartment," Asami said solemnly, "but mine has a workshop and yours doesn't.  Also, I've been to your apartment, mine is nicer."

 

Korra pouted unhappily. "But mine is close to my gym," she whined. 

 

"You can go to my gym," Asami suggested, "or, I could drive you off to yours, if it's that important."

 

Korra considered it. "Does your building have a backyard?" She curiously asked. 

 

Asami grinned. "Huge. Also there's a park nearby where I always take walks in."

 

"Okay then," Korra agreed, "which brings me to rule number three actually..."

 

"Oh? What is it? Wait,  I'll write everything down. " Asami said, a bit enthusiastically, grabbing her bag and starting to snoop around, probably looking for writing tools.

 

"I have a dog," Korra blurted out, not knowing how to better phrase it.

 

Asami chuckled, clearly more focused on scavenging her bag for a pen and only half listening to Korra. "That's not a rule Korra," she said. Then, as if she just fully processed the information, her eyes widened and her head lifted to meet Korra's eyes. "What?" She asked, shocked.

 

"I have a dog," Korra repeated nervously, "Naga."

 

"Naga?" Asami mumbled, eyebrows clenching as she tried to concentrate. "I don't remember seeing a dog last night."

 

"Oh, yeah, she's a very heavy sleeper," Korra answered, "like owner like dog." 

 

"I… wow, okay," Asami scratched her head. "Does she bite?"

 

Korra chuckled nervously. "No, never."

 

"She big?"

 

"Could probably knock you down," she answered, "but the most violent thing she does is lick people, promise."

 

"Okay then." Asami breathed heavily. "Um, I'll write it down."

 

"Do you… not like dogs or something?" Korra asked, afraid of the answer that might come.

 

"Oh, I don't mind dogs, it's just," Asami searched for her words, "it's a responsibility I didn't expect."

 

"I'll take care of her, don't worry," Korra assured, because Asami not liking Naga would absolutely be a deal breaker, "she's trained and vaccinated and everything's fine with her, she doesn't even bark."

 

"I'm sure she's sweet," Asami smiled at her weakly.

 

"She is," Korra nodded.

 

Asami took in another deep breath, setting her pen down. "While on the subject of responsibility and our… relationship…"

 

Korra waited for her to continue, she didn't.

 

"Yes?" Korra urged, making Asami's cheeks flush in embarrassment. 

 

"Well," she toyed with a strand of stray hair, not looking directly at Korra, "where do we stand on the matter of… kids?"

 

Now, Korra's face burned too, and she shook her head furiously in response. "Ask me again in a year or so." She said, unwilling to already discuss on such a thing.

 

Asami breathed out in relief, closing her eyes. "Thank God we agree," she mumbled, "I'm just asking because I'm pretty sure my dad expects grandchildren."

 

"My parents are definitely expecting grandchildren," Korra added, "nevertheless, I'm absolutely not making plans for kids when I literally met you today."

 

"Yesterday technically," Asami corrected.

 

"God this is weird." Korra said.

 

"It is," Asami agreed with a nod, "but… I think we could make it work."

 

"I hope so," Korra said, chewing on her bottom lip nervously, fingers tapping on the table, "so… according to rule number one, we're supposed to start dating now,  right? So you wanna give me your phone number and I'll text you?"

 

"Take my card," Asami said with a sly smirk, grabbing a small piece of paper from her bag and handing it to Korra, "and I'll see you around?"

 

She has a card? Why on earth does she have a card? Korra gulped, taking it off her hand and nodding.

 

With a wink, Asami got up, saying a final goodbye before leaving. Korra shook herself back to reality, checking out the card Asami handed her just moments prior.

 

 

 

"Asami Sato

Engineer

6'0"


 

 

 



"Did she… put her height on her business card?" Korra mumbled, trying to push aside the realization that Asami was much taller than her.




Then, she realized something else.

 

"The girl just left me with the check," Korra sighed, "women." She complained, getting her wallet out.

 

 


    Great start.
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3. Curiousity


    
    Asami frowned at the doorway to Korra's apartment. She didn't know what was waiting for her at the other side, she assumed that Korra's dead body would lay there somewhere, but she couldn't know for sure.

 

In fact, it could be that this wasn't even the right place at all. Asami's memory was pretty foggy, and she only knew what the address was since it was on her search history on Uber from the night they... yeah. But obviously, it didn't mention her apartment's number. There could've been a complete stranger behind this door, but she wouldn't know, since she didn't have the guts to check. 

 

Suddenly, somebody tapped on her shoulder, snapping her back to reality. 

 

"Excuse me?" A female voice said from behind her, making Asami turn around to face a rather tan shorter girl. "Are you lost?"

 

"Oh," Asami blinked, "yeah, um, I'm looking for Korra. Do you know where she lives?"

 

"You're looking for Korra?" The girl squinted her eyes a little, scanning her suspiciously. Then, something that resembled recognition seemed to hit her. "Holy shit. You're the girl from the bar."

 

"Huh? How did you-" then it dawned on her. "You're the girl Bolin was with!"

 

The girl's face brightened for a second. "Bolin! That was his name," she said with a smile, "he was so adorable! You're gonna have to give me his number later." 

 

Asami chuckled. "Sure," she answered, "he'd love that."

 

"My name is Opal, by the way," she introduced herself, extending her hand out for a handshake.

 

"Asami,"

 

"Wow," Opal breathed in, studying Asami in complete awe, "I just- wow. Sorry I'm so tongue-tied right now, but you're just... even more gorgeous up close."

 

Asami laughed awkwardly, cheeks burning. "Thanks," she said, embarrassed. 

 

"Look," the girl hesitated, "about Korra... if you were hoping for something with her, then I gotta let you know-"

 

"That she's engaged?" Asami completed simply. "Yep, I'm aware."

 

"Huh?" Opal blinked. "How would you even know that?"

 

"It's quite simple really," Asami said, trying her best to not sound bitter, "I'm the fiancée in question."

 

Opal's jaw dropped. "No way."

 

"Yes way," Asami said with an awkward smile, "weird coincidence huh?"

 

"No way hot stuff," Opal shook her head with a huge smile, "this is a sign that you two are meant to be."

 

Asami snorted. "I don't believe in signs," she answered. 

 

"Same. I believe in Senna," Opal chuckled, "this woman has taste..." Opal nodded in approval, checking Asami out again.

 

"Isn't Senna Korra's mother?" Asami asked in confusion. 

 

"Yep, that's the one." Opal affirmed lightly. "Anyways, why are you here? Any hot plans? Korra didn't say anything..."

 

"No hot plans," Asami shook her head, "Korra didn't answer her phone for like, two days, so I came here to check if she's dead, and kill her if she isn't."

 

"Oh, typical Korra," Opal rolled her eyes, "she gave me a key since half the times I come here she doesn't even notice, and I need to do laundry."

 

"You... do Korra's laundry?" Asami's eyebrows clenched. Was Korra one of these adults incapable of functioning as grown ups? That was... upsetting. 

 

"Nah, I sneak my laundry to her," she laughed, lifting the bag Asami didn't notice she was carrying, "and she pretends not to notice. Anyways, I'll let you in."

 

Opal surpassed Asami, getting a key out of her pocket and unlocking the door. Well, at least Asami was actually in the right place and hadn't been staring at some random stranger's door. Still, the lights in Korra's apartment weren't on, was something... actually wrong?

 

"Korra! I'm here!" Opal called, walking into the apartment. Asami hesitated for a moment, before stepping in as well. "Korra?" Opal called again, confused, before laughing. "Ohhhhh, okay."

 

Asami stepped closer curiously, when she saw Korra sitting on the couch, staring at the TV screen, very much alive.

 

"Here's your reason as to why Korra hadn't been answering her phone," Opal gestured towards the screen, "she's playing Zelda."

 

"What, for two days non stop?" Asami raised an eyebrow.

 

"Probably more than that," Opal deadpanned, then tapped on Korra's shoulder, "Hey zombie, I'm here."

 

"Hey," Korra answered on autopilot, clearly unfocused.

 

"Asami's here too," Opal continued. 

 

"Cool," Korra said, not even shifting her gaze towards them. 

 

Opal looked at Asami and shrugged. "Good luck getting her attention," she said, heading towards a different room.

 

Asami inhaled a sharp breath, folding her arms. "You didn't answer your phone," she scolded Korra.

 

"Really?" Korra answered, a bit blankly.

 

"Yes really!" Asami exclaimed. 

 

"Oh," was Korra's mere answer. 

 

"I wanted to tell you," Asami continued, "that apparently my dad is having some sort of company event that I forgot about tomorrow night, and you and I are pretty much obligated to come."

 

"Neat," Korra said.

 

Asami squinted her eyes in suspicion. "Are you even listening to me?"

 

"Aha."

 

Asami raised an eyebrow. "I also wanted to tell you that I think your mom is a total milf." 

 

"Totally."

 

Asami groaned. Of course Korra wasn't listening, why did she expect anything different?

 

Annoyed, she stepped towards the TV, she then looked at the few cables connected to the screen, and pulled all of them at once. Korra may have been a pain in the ass, but when Asami wanted attention, she absolutely got it.

 

"Hey!" Korra exclaimed, then her eyes widened when turned to look at Asami. "What the fuck? When the shit did you get here?"

 

"You haven't been answering your phone!" Asami snapped. 

 

"So you stalk me and come to my apartment uninvited?" Korra asked in disbelief. "Uncool bro."

 

"Are you serious?" Asami exasperated. "I thought you were dead!"

 

"Now you're just being dramatic," Korra waved her off, "I literally just talked to you like, a few hours ago."

 

"You mean two days ago?" Asami folded her arms.

 

"What?" Korra asked. "No! It couldn't have been that long..." she grabbed her phone, eyes widening again when she saw the time. "What?!" She exclaimed. "Fuck! I need to take Naga out!"

 

She went to get up from the couch, but Asami blocked her from doing so, putting a hand on Korra's shoulder and pushing her back to the sofa.

 

"Sit your ass back down." Asami said sternly.

 

Korra gulped, nodding with burning cheeks. Asami ignored that.

 

"My dad has some sort of company event tomorrow night," Asami informed, "and we're kinda obligated to come."

 

"What!" Korra exclaimed. "Why didn't you tell me?!"

 

Asami's jaw dropped. "I tried!"

 

"Tomorrow?" Korra's hand went through her hair. "We didn't even had a first date yet!"

 

"Well, whose fault is that?" Asami mumbled. 

 

"Yours," Korra deadpanned, "you're the one with the nightmare schedule."

 

"Engineers are busy." Asami defended herself. "But none of that matters. We can't bail on this. I'm going, and you're coming as my plus one."

 

Korra sighed, pouting. "Fine." She said, unhappily. 

 

"Good, glad we have this settled," Asami said with a sigh. In all honesty, she wasn't too thrilled about having Korra in that dinner party thing. A lot of her colleagues that she had yet to come out to would be present. Plus, her actual friends were coming, and she wasn't quite ready for them to meet her future wife. But, she didn't really have a choice there.

 

"When is it?" Korra asked, rubbing her

eyes.

 

"Around eight," Asami answered, "I'll pick you up in seven thirty?"

 

"That... would be pretty nice actually, thank you," Korra sheepishly answered.

 

"Cool," Asami said plainly. 

 

"Korra!" Opal called. "Did you move the laundry bin?"

 

Korra jumped a little. "Opal's here too?"

 

"Jesus, how did you not notice?" Asami rolled her eyes.

 

Korra shrugged, standing up and bypassing Asami, and walking over to the kitchen. As she did, she tripped over something and fell, barely managing to place her hand on the floor in time to slightly block her fall. After she hit the ground, Asami walked over to help her up, but she never got there. That, because a flash of white fur preceded her. The dog hadn't even been near Asami's eyesight seconds ago, and now she was besides Korra already, using it's head to help push her up.

 

Damn. This is a fast dog.

 

"I'm fine, I'm fine!" Korra giggled, standing up and patting the dog that happily wiggled its tail in response. "Thanks Naga, good girl." 

 

After a few more moments of patting, Naga must've concluded that Korra was okay, because she lost all interest in her owner and ran over to sniff Asami. She was surprisingly gentle for a dog, and she basically just made enthusiastic dog noises and wiggled her tail like crazy.

 

"Damn," Korra blinked a couple of times, "she must really like you."

 

"Or maybe she recognizes her scent,"  Opal teased, emerging from another room.

 

"She never met Naga," Korra rolled her eyes.

 

"But her scent was all over you!" Opal laughed, making Korra turn beet red.

 

"Um," Asami said, hesitantly patting Naga, "good... doggie."

 

Naga was actually, really cute. She just was very aware of the fact that Naga was soon going to be her dog, and she  really know how to feel about that.

 

"God you're adorable," Opal said, looking at Asami in awe, "why am I attracted to you?"

 

Asami laughed awkwardly, her cheeks turning bright red. "Um... thanks?"

 

"Opal." Korra scolded.

 

"Well, I'll uh, get out of your hair," Asami said nervously, "I'll see you tomorrow, Korra."

 

"See ya," Korra simply said.

 

With that, Asami nodded, waving goodbye to Opal before leaving the apartment completely.

 

"Nice job asshole," Korra told Opal sternly as soon as Asami left earsight, "you made her uncomfortable!"

 

"Can we address the fact that I'm low-key attracted to your wife?" Opal changed the subject immediately, sounding confused.

 

"Dude! You drove her away!" Korra stood up, arms folded. "Not cool."

 

"Give me a break, I'm having an existential crisis here," Opal waved her off.

 

Korra raised her eyebrows. "What's the big deal? She's not the first girl you've been attracted to."

 

"Yeah, but all the others were just celebrity crushes, like Scarlett Johnson. Everyone's attracted to Scarlet Johnson, doesn't mean anything," Opal said, eyebrows clenching as she focused more and more, "am I... gay?" 

 

Korra shrugged. "Just like, do research and explore about yourself, you'll figure it out."

 

"Yeah, yeah, you're right, I should experiment," Opal nodded in agreement, turning to face her, "Korra, can I fuck your wife?"

 

Korra almost choked. "What?!" She exclaimed. "No! And she's not my wife!"

 

"You just told me to experiment!" Opal argued.

 

"Yeah, with anyone but the girl I'm about to marry!" Korra protested. 

 

"But she's the one who's making me question!" Opal pouted. "Don't you wanna help your friend?"

 

"Nuh uh, no way," Korra looked away to avoid Opal's puppy eyes, "you're not guilt tripping me into letting you try and sleep with my fiancée. Find someone else."

 

"You're the worst friend ever," Opal rolled her eyes, "fineeee you asshole."

 

"Am I really that horrible for not wanting you to sleep with my future wife?" Korra frowned. "I don't view myself as the bad guy here."

 

"Whatever loser, go figure out what you're wearing tomorrow," Opal huffed, "considering all you ever wear is Mario Kart shirts."

 

"I have some real clothes." Korra pouted. 

 

"Sure, keep telling yourself that," Opal waved her off, "Anyways, I'm gonna go find myself someone to fuck, I'll see you tommorow?"

 

"Yeah, see ya," Korra mumbled, waving her goodbye. Sighing as soon as Opal left. Because she had a fucking galla on her mind now, and Asami... clearly didn't want her there.

 

This was gonna suck so bad.


 

"Wow."

 

Korra knew Asami's family must've  lived good, and Asami did prepare her that they were going to a mansion. But this wasn't a mansion, this was a fucking palace. 

 

Heck, the palace she lived in growing up was smaller. 

 

"What?" Asami stepped next to her. "What are you gaping at?"

 

"Are you serious?" Korra asked in disbelief. "Look at this place!"

 

Asami raised her eyebrow. "Aren't you like a princess?"

 

Korra shushed her. "Only technically," she said, folding her arms.

 

Asami chuckled. "Whatever you say," she said, moving past her and signaling her to come after her, "this way, princess."

 

Korra rolled her eyes, but followed her nevertheless. Trying to look less annoyed by the time they got to Hiroshi.

 

He was actually very happy to see her, and he was very, very sweet. He even hugged her when she greeted him, and then insisted that Asami would give her a tour around the place until everyone showed up. Asami was clearly unhappy about it, but she obliged. So she gave her a very lacking tour, but Korra didn't care,  she was just busy looking at family pictures.

 

Suddenly, a certain picture caught her eye. It was of Asami, as a toddler, with adult size boxing gloves that were way too big for her, frowning at the camera and clearly trying to look intimidated.

 

"That's you?" Korra pointed at the picture with a smirk, making Asami groan and walk over to the picture in order to flip it around. 

 

"We will never speak of this again." She threatened, and the funniest part was that her expression resembled the one she had in that photo very closely.

 

Korra laughed  and shrugged, not missing the way Asami's cheeks turned red. She continued on browsing the photos, until she came across one that she really liked. But unlike the first picture, it wasn't an embarrassing one. It was of Asami, her hair was a little bit shorter but it was still quite obviously her. She was simply just sitting on the beach, laughing, and she looked absolutely dazzling. Something about her smile was just so genuine, she looked really happy at that moment in time. And Korra thought she was really, really beautiful.

 

She went closer and took the picture off the wall, giving it a closer look. "This should be your profile picture." Korra joked. "I mean this is like, a really good photo. Though I'm not a fan of this filter you used here."

 

"Oh, um..." she expected Asami to seem annoyed at the compliment, but she surprisingly wasn't. She just looked mostly embarrassed, and a bit uncomfortable. "Well, thanks, but... that's not me."

 

"Huh?" Korra flickered her eyes between the picture and Asami, then rolled her eyes. "Nice try, I'm not buying it." Korra said, annoyed. She was honest to God just trying to be nice, and Asami once again was really mean to her for no reason. Why was she even surprised?

 

"I'm not fucking with you, I swear," Asami said awkwardly, "it's really not me."

 

"Well, you're definitely the evil twin, so whoever she is must be the nice one," Korra said cynically with her arms crossed, shocked that Asami was actually trying to fool her like that.

 

Asami however, completely ignored the insult. "That's my mom, when she was about my age, it's not a filter, just an old ass camera." She informed, and something about the way she said it made Korra feel like maybe she's telling the truth, and her folded arms dropped to the side.

 

"Oh," she simply said, now staring at the picture and focusing a lot more on it. She didn't meet Asami's mom at the restaurant, but she didn't really think about it. She just assumed her parents were divorced or something. However, if her picture was still hung up there, then...

 

"She's dead, in case you're wondering," Asami said very lightly, considering how heavy the subject was, "Wanna continue our tour?"

 

Korra turned to look at her, confused about her reaction. She didn't seem bothered at all, or like she had a hard time talking about it, and that was very confusing to Korra.

 

"Is it okay if I ask...?" Korra didn't didn't manage to continue her question, before Asami spoke again.

 

"She died twenty one years ago," Asami started, as if she's just summing up a subject, "And no, I don't really remember what she was like. Weird that I look pretty identical to her huh?"

 

Korra did the math. "You were six?" Asami nodded. "I'm so sorry."

 

"Why?" Asami asked, eyes widening, "why are you apologizing? Did- did you kill her? You're the murderer?!"

 

Korra flinched for a second, not knowing what to do with that reaction. That, until Asami couldn't hold back her laughter anymore. 

 


  Aaaaand she's fucking with me again.


 

"It's okay, you can laugh, it's funny," she snickered, "besides, she died from cancer, she wasn't murdered. So don't worry you're not a suspect."

 

"Seriously?" Korra deadpanned. "I was five."

 

Asami chuckled. "C'mon," she said, "let's get back to the party."

 


 

 

 

Korra thought she was doing pretty well. Granted, she mostly followed Asami like a lost puppy since she didn't know anyone, but whenever she was introduced to anyone she said a few words of wit, making everyone laugh.

 

But Asami that is.

 

Currently, Korra was chatting with Asami's friend and colleague Bolin, who she happened to recognize as the boy Opal was going on and on about ever since that night in the club. Although Asami stood besides them and stared daggers into her, Korra mostly managed to ignore it. And her conversation with this Bolin character was quite pleasant, as it turned out the two had a lot in common.

 

"So," he started, "who's your favorite fighter in Super Smash Bros?"

 

Korra took a sip of her drink, mulling it over. "Honestly? I love the Pokémon trainer's variety," she answered, "having three characters in one is pretty neat."

 

"It always gets too confusing to me," Bolin shook his head.

 

"Who's yours?"

 

"Zero Suit Samus," he simply answered, "what about Mario Kart?"

 

"Link, duh." Korra scoffed.

 

Bolin shook his head. "Rosalina." 

 

"I feel like you have a thing for female characters," Korra teased.

 

"What can I say? Feminism makes sure the female characters are the best characters. Just compare Hermione to any boy in Harry Potter."

 

"That is true," Korra agreed, deciding that it was maybe time to address her fiancée and make her a part of the conversation, "you ever play any video games, Asami?"

 

"Hm?" Asami was completely unfocused , she wasn't even looking towards Korra. "Uh, I liked the Wii."

 

"Well, that's something everyone can say about themselves," Korra chuckled. 

 

Asami wasn't listening, but her eyes brightened up and her lips   curved a huge smile. Before Korra could ask her what's going on, some guy showed up, bypassing Korra and giving Asami a big hug, seemingly crushing her in too.

 

Korra squinted her eyes in suspicion as the two broke apart, and his hand found home on the small of Asami's back as he leaned to whisper something to her, making her giggle.

 


  Who the hell is that guy?


 

She cleared her throat, and the two turned to her.

 

"Oh, how rude of me," Asami said, still snickering with a smile plastered on her face, "Korra, this is my friend Mako. Mako, Korra, the girl my dad set me up with."

 

Mako smiled at her, somewhat condescendingly, extending his hand out for a hand shake.  "Pleasure to meet you," he said sweetly.

 

Friend my ass. Two people as hot as this cannot be just friends. They're definitely fucking.

 

Sure, Korra knew they agreed not to go exclusive, but it still felt odd. Like, if Korra was fucking someone, she wouldn't introduce them to Asami, that's just odd.

 

Korra shook his hand only to be polite, then she excused herself away. Her back was starting to hurt, and she didn't wanna bother Asami and her boyfriend.  She went outside, finding herself a bench to rest on, before she exhaust herself too much.

 

"Need a breath of fresh air?" Someone asked from behind.

 

She turned around, smiling weakly at the old man looking at her.

 

"Hello Hiroshi, how are you?" She said politely. 

 

"Well, as much as I love the company, my old ass is not up to this all night partying." He laughed, catching Korra by surprise, "oh, don't give me that look. You're family! I'm allowed to curse around my family, right?"

 

Korra chucked. "Not quite family yet Mr Sato," she said. 

 

"Well, besides Asami of course, you're the closest thing I have to one, " he answered. 

 

Korra pursed her lips together, patting the seat next to her, "why don't you sit with me?"

 

"Don't mind if I do, " he took her up on her offer,  sitting down next to her. 

 

After a few seconds of silence, Hiroshi spoke again. "So, how are things with my daughter?"

 

"If I'm completely honest, I don't think we clicked yet," she admitted. 

 

"Ah, well, that's Asami for you, stubborn as a brat," he shook his head, "she probably convinces herself she doesn't like you, just so that I wouldn't come off right."

 

Korra laughed. "Sounds like her."

 

Hiroshi joined in on her laughter. "But she does like you, just so you know." He smirked. 

 

"You think so?" Korra asked awkwardly. 

 

"I know so," he said confidently.

 

"How?" Korra squinted her eyes. 

 

"Because I saw the way she checked you out when you left." He winked at her.

 

Korra laughed, mostly from embarrassment. And her cheeks burned like shit. "Yeah?"

 

"Yeah, she just hates the arranged marriage bit." Hiroshi said, a bit sadly. "I can't blame her to be honest."

 

"Um, not to be rude or anything," Korra started, rubbing the back of her neck, "but if she's so against it, why are you forcing her to participate?"

 

Hiroshi flinched from her words. "Forcing is a big word," he said, frowning, "she agreed to this."

 

"Really?" Hiroshi nodded. "Wow, she is a stubborn brat."

 

"Hey, that's my daughter you're talking about, " he joked, making Korra scoff, "but to answer your question, I have a bit of a selfish motive to do so."

 

"Oh? What is it?"

 

Hiroshi stared off into the distance for a bit, before he spoke again. "Well, you've seen my mansion."

 

"It's beautiful," Korra complimented.

 

"It's empty." Hiroshi corrected her. "This place is huge and empty and it's depressing. Yasuko and I planned to fill this place up and..." he smiled sadly, "that never happened."

 

"I'm so sorry," Korra said.

 

"Don't be, it's not like you killed her," he laughed.

 

Korra groaned. "That's exactly what your daughter said to me too."

 

"Ah, well, don't let her looks deceive you," Hiroshi smiled, "she may look just like her mother, but her personality is all me."

 

"Is that so?" Korra chuckled.

 

"Yep, it is," he said proudly. Then, he turned back to look at the night sky. "As for my selfish motive, I think both me and Asami desperately need a big, loving family, even if she doesn't know that yet," he said, "I... always got lonely here, and I think she did too, which is why I imagine she moved out so early in life. She went to college at sixteen and never moved back in."

 

"Are you sure? Maybe this place just reminded her of her mom or something."

 

"I honestly don't think she remembers her mom at all," Hiroshi answered, "she was... very young."

 

"Yeah, she was," Korra's gaze dropped to the ground. She was still unsure as to how to address the situation as a whole, and more specifically what to say in regards to it. "I'm sure she's happy to have you in life," Korra tried cheering him up.

 

"I hope you're right," he simply said.

 

Just then, she heard a loud laughter from the inside, and turned to see Asami, still with this guy, laughing so hard she had to hold her stomach. 

 

She was suddenly furious, though she knew it was unfair, and she knew it wasn't her place, she was. Something about the guy made her feel threatened and annoyed, and honestly she just disliked him entirely. Still, she didn't know anything about him, and it felt slightly unfair.

 

"Hey," Korra turned back to Hiroshi, "it's a different subject entirely,  but... do you know this Mako boy?"

 

Hiroshi blinked. "Sure, he works at the design department, he's Asami's best friend. Why?"

 

Bullshit. "Were they ever... a thing, or something like that?" She asked, ignoring the guilty feeling that came as a result of her snooping around in Asami's life.

 

"Um, I think they used to date in high school, but that was... a long time ago." Hiroshi said, scratching his hair.

 

I knew it! I knew something was going on between these two. Korra turned around to look at them again, annoyed at the fact that Asami spent all of her time with him, without even bothering to check whether Korra was okay or not. It boiled her blood, and she didn't even care if she had no right to be upset. She wanted revenge.

 

 


    Okay Asami, two can play that game.
  

 


    
      [image: ]
    
  


 

  







4. Jealousy, Jealousy


    
    Asami was having a pretty normal day. It was around eight P.M, she just got back from work and decided to take a walk outside. It was nice out, and she could use a clear head. 

 

She strolled around in the park closest to her house, taking in the fresh air and the noises of the night. She was quite fond of taking walks, it really helped relieve her stress from work and distract her from life in general. Plus, other than martial arts, she didn't really exercise regularly, so this made her feel better both physically and mentally. Right now, she was completely and utterly calm, wich was a rare occurrence for Asami. She always had something going on, at work, in her family, in her love life, but not now.  This was Asami's time to just relax, admire the star light and simply exist, with nothing in particular going on in her life.

 

That, until she saw Korra sitting on a bench.

 

This was especially odd considering that Korra didn't live anywhere nearby. Granted, she didn't live that far away either, but it wasn't close by any means. And definitely not close enough for her to just hang out in this random park that was minutes away from Asami's place. All of this didn't sit well with Asami. Besides, Korra had never been to her apartment, so how did she even know to be there? This was either a very odd coincidence or a highly upsetting occurrence, and Asami was not in the mood for that type of conversation. 

 

At first, she decided on just walking away and pretending not to notice Korra at all. She knew Korra was a decent person, a nice one even, but her frustrations at the sucky situation the two were in deterred her away from ever liking the girl. So, to say Asami didn't want to talk to Korra would be an understatement. However, she changed her mind mere seconds later, when she heard a girl's laughter from Korra's direction. 

 

Korra laughed quite a lot, and this sounded nothing like Korra's adorable, lively laughter. No, this was someone else. More specifically, some other chick. 

 

This convinced Asami to look back and give the bench a second look. As she did, she actually noticed another girl she had previously missed. She was sat next to Korra, the distance between them practically nonexistent, with Korra's arm rested on the girl's back support. And the worst part about this was, that said other girl, was actually pretty hot. Dammit!

 

Sure, Asami didn't want to marry Korra, and she was quite relieved when Korra suggested that they don't go exclusive right away. Still, in a way, she felt slightly territorial over her. After all, Asami was a very, very possessive person. If something was hers, she would rip it out of an armed soldier with her bare hands if she had to. And even though she wasn't particularly happy about Korra's status in her life, a certain part of her mind still perceived the woman as something that belonged to her in the long run. That, because the two were bound to be together at the end. And that part, that saw Korra as hers, was furious. Especially since it was so obvious those two on the bench were a thing.

 

This girl just had to be hot, right? Korra couldn't be fucking with some stinky ass man. No, she had to have class.

 

Well, Asami couldn't conclude for sure whether or not Korra was messing with her, but if this was a game, Asami was going to win. She never lost in anything, she always got what she wanted, and she had a plan.

 

Of course, before she did anything drastic, she called Mako. Not because she thought he would talk her down her from doing so, but because she was absolutely certain that he would encourage her impulsive, reckless behavior. After all, that's what friends are for, right?

 

"Heyyyyy," he answered the phone cheerfully, "what's up?" 

 

"You'll never believe what Korra has done this time." She said sternly.

 

"Ohhhh drama!" He chuckled. "I swear if this ain't juicy and you're just mad at her for existing again..."

 

"No no, she actually did something," Asami shook her head, as if he could see her, "she's with some other girl, right next to my house."

 

He gasped. "No way."

 

"I couldn't make this shit up." She deadpanned. 

 

"Damn," he said, "whatcha gonna do?"

 

Asami squinted her eyes. "Go over there."

 

"Fuck yes! Get your girl!" He cheered, then laughed really hard. "Dude, I'm in a restaurant with Wu, and everyone is looking at me."

 

Asami chuckled. "Well, then I won't bother you then. Say hey to Wu for me!"

 

She could distinctly hear him yelling back 'hey sis!', making Mako laugh.

 

"He says hi," Mako told her, as if she didn't hear for herself, "talk to you later?" 

 

"For sure, bye, I'll give you an update when it's due."

 

"Byeeeeee."

 

She hang up, taking a deep breath and wearing a serious expression before marching towards Korra and that other girl. She saw Korra smiling, like genuinely smiling. Smiling like she smiled at her dog, smiling like she smiled at Asami that night at the bar. She knew she shouldn't be this upset, considering she was against getting set up with someone and Korra was that someone, but she was a possessive ass bitch. And right now this chick was messing with something who was soon to be hers.

 

So, she walked towards them. She didn't need a game plan, she knew damn well how to pick up someone, including Korra.

 

As she approached the two, she wore her most flirtatious smile. In fact,  it was the exact same smile she used to get Korra in bed that night in the club.  She was pretty confident in her seductive skills, so she didn't even hesitate.

 

"Hey you," she greeted Korra warmly as she approached, making Korra turn to her, looking very surprised.

 

"Oh! Asami, uh... hi," she greeted back, "I wasn't expecting you." Annoyingly, she didn't seem phased. Like, at least have some shame when you run into your fiancée while you're with another girl. The audacity of her...

 

"Well, I wasn't expecting you to be so close to my house," Asami teased, "what, are you stalking me now?"

 

Korra laughed nervously. "Me? No way," she said, "weird coincidence, huh?"

 

Just then, the other girl Asami had been actively ignoring cleared her throat, and Asami just barely stopped herself from rolling her eyes.

 

"Oh, sorry," she faked a smile, turning to her, "I didn't see you there." I did, I'm just ignoring your dumbass.

 

"No worries," the girl said with a smile, extending her hand for a handshake, "I'm Kuvira."

 

I don't care. "It's a pleasure to meet you," Asami said with forged sweetness.

 

"Yeah, uh, that's Kuvira," Korra introduced her awkwardly, "and Kuvira, this is... um..."

 


  You better fucking say who I am to you. Say it. 


 

"...Asami."

 


  This Bitch..!


 

"What are you guys doing here?" Asami didn't let her annoyance show, she just kept on being her very hot and nice self.

 

"Oh, y'know, Kuvira lives nearby so I just came over to..." Korra scratched the back of her neck, nervous. "... hang."

 

"We took a walk together," Kuvira said with an infuriating smile.

 

'Oh did you?' Asami answered cynically in her mind. 'Wow was a cute fucking couple hangout. You two are so sweet. I'm gonna fucking barf.'

 

Instead, she said this. "You wanna take a break at my apartment? I live like, five minutes away by foot," she suggested to Korra, catching her by surprise once again, "You've never been to my apartment. I can make us tea!"

 

"Oh, that sounds really nice actually," Korra agreed sheepishly. 

 

"I could use a cup of tea," Kuvira chimed in.

 

Who the fuck invited you asshole? "Cool, let's go then," Asami offered Korra a hand to help her up.

 

She kept quiet for most of the walk, letting Korra do most of the talking. She'd only start talking whenever this Kuvira chick open her mouth, and she made sure to stay by Korra's side too. After they took the stairs to her apartment, the three walked in. Asami went straight to the kitchen to get some tea (or even better- wine) and snacks, telling Korra to feel at home there.

 

After boiling some water, she noticed that Korra didn't tour around. She approached the kitchen with an awkward smile, going straight to Asami.

 

"Please tell me that there's an elevator in this building." She said nervously.

 

"Really?" Asami laughed. "Aren't you like an athlete or something?" She teased.

 

Korra's expression changed from nervous to slightly offended. "I am," she defended herself with a pout, "I just have back problems. That's it."

 

Asami cursed Korra at that moment. Because her pout was fucking adorable. Why did her dad have to nail her type? 

 

She pushed that aside. It wasn't relevant to this moment. Right now, Korra being exactly her type was a good thing, she could use that as motivation to keep on going. 

 

Korra blinked a few times, confused. And Asami was thrown back to reality, realizing that she was just staring at Korra being adorable without answering.

 

Blushing, Asami tried to remember their conversation. "Back problems?" She asked, Korra nodded. "I think my dad used to have really bad back problems after some injury, and he went to this really good physical therapist and they fixed him up good. I can give you their number if you wanna."

 

Korra returned to her previous state at that, smiling awkwardly. "Uh, no thanks, I'm good."

 

"Really?" Asami raised her eyebrow. "Why? He's like, really good, why wouldn't you go?"

 

"Because she is a really good physical therapist." Kuvira said with an eye roll, emerging from the living room. "Seriously, how do you not know this?"

 

Asami ignored her snarky remark, turning to Korra with eyebrows furrowed in confusion. "You're a physical therapist?" Why did she not know this? 

 

"Well, uh, yeah..." Korra answered with pursed lips.

 

"Is this like, a touchy subject?" Asami asked, baffled. "Why didn't I know?"

 

"When have you ever made any effort to know anything about my life?" Korra deadpanned.

For a moment, Asami got really angry at that answer. That, until she realized Korra was right- she made absolutely no effort to get to know Korra at all. She was too busy sulking and being angry at her for existing, even though she knew it wasn't really her fault. She knew she had mixed feelings about Korra and their relationship, but it felt odd to know absolutely nothing about her. Plus, as long as Kuvira was there, Asami was going to be the best fucking fiancée in the world. This game may be rigged, but Asami would be damned if once the two marry, Korra would miss that girl.

 

"Well," Asami concluded, "I do wanna know about your life. So spill it." She half commanded, pouring the now boiled water into two cups and serving them. After handing Korra her tea, she made sure to sit down so that the distance between them would be as small as possible. Also, just to make Korra extra flustered, she made sure to place a hand on Korra's knee.

 

God, she was so cute when she blushed.

 

Asami knew that she was shooting herself in the foot here, and that most of what she's doing right now is purely out of jealousy, but it was out of her control. If she decided to want Korra, then she wanted Korra. And absolutely no one could stop her from achieving her target. She could be angry at herself for being attracted to Korra later, right now, she was competing with Kuvira, and Asami Sato never loses.

 

"Well, where to start?" Korra laughed, trying to hide her blush unsuccessfully. 

 

"You know what?" Asami squeezed Korra's thigh, making her yelp. "How about we talk about this dinner we've been meaning to have?" 

 

"D-dinner?" Korra barely managed to get out.

 

"You free tomorrow evening?" Asami asked seductively. 

 

"Nope," Kuvira interjected, making Asami roll her eyes in annoyance, a gesture that didn't go unnoticed by Korra, "we were planning to go out, right K?"

 

And Asami fucking lost it.

 

"What kind of nickname is that?" Asami snapped. "Your name starts with a K too!"

 

"Okayyyyy," Korra laughed awkwardly, standing up, "Kuv, sweetheart, can you give us a moment alone?" 

 

Did she– did she really just call her sweetheart?!

 

"Are you seriously going to let her talk to me like this?" Kuvira exasperated.

 

"Let's talk in the hallway, I'll see you out?" She suggested Kuvira, placing her arm around the woman's shoulders.

 

"That sounds nice," Kuvira smiled warmly in her direction, making Asami's blood boil.

 

"I'll see you in a few seconds, promise," she told Asami with an apologetic smile, trying to charm her up. It worked. Asami instantly calmed down.

 

"Okay," she nodded, "I'll wait here."

 


 

The moment they left Asami's apartment, Korra burst out laughing.

 

"Dude, you're a fucking genius!" She bumped their shoulders together. "I cannot believe she bought it."

 

"I guess these acting lessons have been worth it," Kuvira smirked, "if I managed to convince anyone that I'm attracted to you." She made a barfing sound.

 

"Hey!" Korra pouted. "I'm a catch!"

 

"But really, kudos to Opal for extracting Asami's address out of Bolin," Kuvira chuckled, "and her plans for tonight."

 

"He's nice, I like him," Korra nodded in approval.

 

"Asami likes you y'know," Kuvira teased, "nobody can fake being that into a person."

 

"Eh, who cares? I don't care." She tried to act cool and collected, but really she was enjoying Asami's jealousy way too much. She couldn't get enough of it.

 

"You're a terrible liar," Kuvira told her, "your blush gives you away every single time."

 

"Shush," Korra mumbled.

 

"Well, are you gonna meet Asami tomorrow?" Kuvira asked her, arms crossed. "Or was all of this for nothing?"

 

"Oh, um..." Korra opened her calendar. "I have group therapy at four thirty, so if she can do six that would be great."

 

"Tell her I agreed to reschedule with you if Asami's available, and that if she can't on six then no pressure and you and I will go out," Kuvira suggested, "there's no way she'll say no to that."

 

Korra shook her head. "Kuvira you evil genius," she said with a sigh.

 

"Well, I'll get going," Kuv said, "let me know how it goes?"

 

Korra grinned at her. "Sure thing."

 



 



Asami waited for Korra to return for what seemed like forever. It must've been around five minutes, but all Asami could think about was Korra and Kuvira making out in her hallway.  And that image made the time pass slowly like a turtle that got run over by a truck.

 

And when Korra returned with the silliest smile she had ever seen, she was moments away from snapping.

 

She swallowed her anger though, and instead smiled back at Korra with the most dazzling smile she could manage.

 

"Hey you," she said flirtatiously.

 

"Hey," Korra offered, rubbing the back of her neck awkwardly, "so um, if you wanna meet tomorrow... Kuv said that we can reschedule."

 

Asami grit her teeth. "Great." She managed.

 

"I do have a group thingy until five thirty," she said, "So six would be ideal."

 

"A group thing?" Asami asked curiously. "Like, AA?"

 

Korra blinked. "Um, yes, but also, no?" She chuckled awkwardly. "I'm not an alcoholic if that's your question."

 

"Hey, who am I to judge? Alcohol is the shit," Asami joked. 

 

"Heh, yeah..." Korra mumbled. "Does six work for you? If you can't, it's fine. I'll just meet up with Kuv as planned." 

 

Over my dead body. "Six sounds perfect." Asami answered softly.

 

"Okay," Korra breathed out heavily, "so... it's a date?"

 

"Yep," Asami agreed, "it's a date."

 

Only afterwards, when Korra left, what happened really dawned on Asami.

 

She had a date.

 


  With Korra.


 

And the most upsetting part about this?

 

She was not bothered by that fact in the slightest.


 

  







5. Uncovering Secrets


    
    Asami was fucking nervous.

 

Why was she nervous? She's never nervous! She doesn't get nervous when picking up people at the bar, asking people out, all those things. She was so fucking smooth and she knew it, so why the fuck was she nervous?

 


  To a date with Korra no less?


 

Asami woke up this morning feeling stupid. Last night she allowed her territorial self take over, and it made her do stupid shit. She asked Korra out? Why?! Her intentions were to move as slowly as possible with Korra, so how come she regressed backwards into asking her out?

 

She had no idea how and why she was in the situation she was in, and what baffled her even further was the fact that she didn't bail on Korra. She couldn't bring herself to do so, as if her subconscious secretly wanted her to date Korra, unlike her healthy logic that demanded that she wouldn't.

 

And why was she nervous?! What was so fucking special about that girl?

 

She couldn't put her finger on it. Even when she saw Korra at the bar that night, something about her was different. Asami didn't just go over and charmed her, she felt like she needed to put more effort. And when they hooked up, there wasn't anything alienated or selfish about the act. It was passionate, well communicated and very much in effort to satisfy the other side.

 

It took her almost an hour getting her makeup right, something she usually did in a matter of minutes. Now, every stroke of her brush seemed crooked, every shade she used felt wrong. She had no idea what came over her, it's like she actually... wanted to impress Korra.

 

And the worst thing about it? Korra had to be a total sweetheart and offer to pick her up. For some reason, Asami found it quite charming, and she agreed to her offer even though she actually enjoyed driving.  It was unlike her, and she didn't like it.

 

Just then she got the text to come down.

 

With a deep breath, Asami went downstairs. She was seriously conflicted; on the one hand, she wanted to hate Korra. She really wanted to hate Korra, she wanted to prove her father wrong no matter what. But on the other hand, she didn't hate her. In fact, one may say she even liked her a little bit- if they were blind and deaf, because Asami did not like Korra. Still, she knew that Korra was probably the best she could do in the whole arranged marriage department, so why was she so desperate to ruin this?

 

What would her therapist say?

 

'Well,' Asami mentally imitated his voice, 'it wouldn't be the first time you self sabotage.'

 

(He would probably put it a bit more gently though.)

 

And then Asami would scoff. 'Yeah, right. You always say that.' She'd say with an eyeroll.

 

'You've said it yourself. You're trying to prevent something that could potentially be good for you, and you claim to do so without any good reasoning behind it too. Wouldn't that be classified as self sabotage?' He would calmly answer.

 

'I'd argue that proving my dad wrong is good reasoning.' Asami would mumble.

 

'Not when you're the only one getting hurt,' he'd answer.

 

Asami snapped back to reality when she saw Korra get out of her car with a funny look, making her realize that she'd just been standing there, deep in thought, not sound anything. The thing was, that like real therapy, Asami wasn't going to listen to her fake therapist's advice. So that whole fabricated exchange was absolutely worthless.

 

"Hellooooo?" Korra waved her hand in front of Asami's face. "Anyone home?"

 

Asami rolled her eyes. "Well, considering how I've just left my apartment, no."

 

"Oh, Asami, no." Korra laughed. "You have a terrible case of single dad syndrome. All you can tell are God awful dad jokes."

 

Asami was not amused. "I'm not a single dad." She answered. 

 

"You're just proving my point," Korra chuckled.

 

Asami pinched the bridge of her nose, trying to contain her annoyance. "Can we just drive?" She mumbled. 

 

"Of course," Korra said, opening the door to the passenger's seat, "ladies first."

 

"Does that logic work when we're both women?" Asami questioned, sitting down.

 

"Jesus you woke up annoying today huh?" Korra muttered.

 

"I'm always annoying, thank you very much." Asami scoffed.

 

"No argument here," Korra said, shifting to 'drive'. "You should probably  wear your seat belt though. Y'know, gays can't drive at all." She joked.

 

"I'm a race car driver actually," Asami said, looking out the window.

 

"Should I be worried?" Korra joked.

 

The rest of the drive went by pretty much in silence. In fact, the two haven't exchanged another word, until they had a parking crisis where there were absolutely no available spots, which infuriated them both.

 

"Okay, there's no way we still can't find a parking spot." Korra said, irritated. 

 

"If you don't believe me, take a look for yourself." Asami was so close to losing her shit. "I'm telling you, the only spot available is handicap parking."

 

Korra looked over her shoulder. "Only one?" She asked hesitantly.

 

"Yeah, why?" Asami asked.

 

Korra sighed. "Nothing," she said, taking a turn, "sorry about that. I'm sure we'll find a parking spot soon."

 

"I'm not as optimistic as you are." Asami shook her head.

 

They did find a parking space eventually, and only had to walk about five streets to arrive at the restaurant, fifteen minutes late to their reservation, so they had to wait for even longer before they were finally sat down. This wouldn't have been that bad, if they hadn't been completely silent this entire time.

 

Like, Asami didn't want this to work out, but this was way too awkward. 

 

"So..." she started as the two sat down, browsing her mind for potential conversation topics. "Oh! How was your group thingy?"

 

Korra seemed surprised, like she wasn't expecting this question at all. "Uh, it was... alright."

 

"What even is it? Like, for what?" Asami asked, really not knowing what else she could talk about.

 

"Well..." Korra searched for words. "It's like... for people with ptsd."

 

"Oh, so like one of the groups my therapist tries to force me into joining?" Asami asked curiously. 

 

Korra moved uncomfortably in her chair. "Not exactly..." she mumbled. 

 

"I... don't follow." Asami blinked.

 

"It's basically for veterans," Korra admitted, "and since there weren't any wars within Republic City in recent years..  I doubt you served in one. Like, It's just me and a bunch of old ass people."

 

"Oh," Asami absorbed the new information. Wow, she really knew absolutely nothing about Korra. "You're a veteran?"

 

"I am," Korra affirmed, "I served in the south if it wasn't clear, not the United Forces."

 

"So that would mean you've served in that civil war that broke out in the water tribes ten years ago," Asami said in complete shock, she heard terrible things about that war when it occurred. Thinking that Korra actually had to experience it...

 

Damn.

 

"Just served? Some may say I started it." Korra laughed, mostly to break the serious tone of their conversation.

 

"Huh," many things were going through Asami's mind at the moment. She was intrigued by the new info about her date presented to her, she had a million questions surrounding the experience that she wanted to ask Korra. She wanted to interrogate her, interview her... and since first dates were essentially that, she didn't feel like she should hold back.

 

"Have you had to kill anyone?" Asami blurted before she could even think it through.

 


  Okay. Maybe hold back a tiny bit. That came out SO WRONG.


 

Korra seemed to think so too. Her expression turned stern, and at that moment Asami saw the soldier Korra used to be, because the girl was freaking scary like that. Up until now, Korra was just a lovable dork, so associating her with the army was probably the last thing Asami would do. But right now? She was giving Asami a terrifying, deadly glare, and Asami immediately regretted ever opening her mouth.

 

"Listen, city girl." She started, and she sounded furious. "It's so fucking easy to sit here safe and sound in the United Republic and judge other people on what they had to do to survive. But you have no idea what it was like down there."

 

"I didn't mean–"

 

"Everything I've ever done I did to save my people." Korra continued, her frown only deepening. "And I lost so much in the process. So to answer your question, yes, I did shoot people. But I only did it if I absolutely had to, and I never shot to kill unless that person gave me no choice."

 

"That came out SO wrong!" Asami finally managed to get out. "I'm so sorry! I didn't try to be a condescending little shit, I was just wondering and apparently I have absolutely no filter."

 

Korra's expression was still unimpressed. "Okay." She gestured for her to continue. 

 

Asami chewed on her bottom lip nervously. "I, uh..." she tried thinking of what else she could say. "I know absolutely nothing about the war and what it was like. So, I wasn't going to judge you or something, it's not my place."

 

Korra continued on staring at her with a stern expression, before sighing. "Yeah, okay, sorry about my reaction." She said. "I'm just very used to 'woke' people who never had to fight for their lives tell me how much of a terrible person I am. So, touchy subject."

 

"Must be rough," Asami nodded.

 

"Yeah," Korra simply replied.

 

Asami was still a bit freaked out about how badly she just fucked up. And the worst part about it, was that their conversation only got slightly better after that. They didn't fight or anything, but it was so fucking awkward. Every bit of conversation after that incident felt absolutely forced, and Asami honestly just waited for it all to be over. She even let Korra pay. She never lets her date pay, but at that point she was sure that Korra was so stubborn that if she'd insist on paying they'd be stuck there for hours with no end.

 

"I uh..." Korra scratched the back of her neck after walking Asami to her apartment. "I had a nice time."

 

Asami knew she was lying. "Same," she answered.

 

"So, um..." Korra seemed nervous. "I should... probably kiss you right now, right?"

 

Asami blushed. "Oh." She mumbled. "Do you wanna?"

 

Korra shrugged. "I really don't mind."

 

Ouch. What the actual fuck? That's probably the worst thing she could've said in the situation. Who even says that?

 

"I think I'll pass." Asami bitterly answered. 

 

"Oh," Korra seemed surprised, "um, okay then."

 

"Bye, see you soon." Asami waved her off, not even waiting for a reply before shutting the door behind her.

 

She waited until she heard Korra walking away, and closed her eyes shut. Why was she disappointed? She didn't even want this to work out! This was a good thing, this date going badly was good for her cause, she had no reason to feel this bummed.

 

So why was she bummed?

 

She didn't have much time to dwell on it, because all of a sudden her phone rang. With a sigh, she answered the call, pinching the bridge of her nose.

 

"Hello?" She said, her voice a bit quiet.

 

"Heyyyy bitch!" Mako exclaimed on the other line, clearly drunk. "How was your date with brown sugar?" He asked suggestively. 

 

Asami was absolutely going to barf. "Ew. Please never call her that again."

 

"Choco dream?"

 

"Isn't it a little bit racist?"

 

"Nuh uh! I'm just observant!" Mako argued. "...Moca goddess?"

 

"You're done." Asami chuckled. 

 

"Whatever. How was your date?" He asked again, excited.

 

"Honestly Mako, not that great." Asami admitted. "And for some reason I'm actually upset by it."

 

"It's because you likeeee herrrrr." Mako rolled the sentence over his tongue.

 

"Pfft. As if." Asami rolled her eyes.  "You're just drunk, Mako."

 

"You should be too!" He answered. "After a terrible date, the best thing you can do is get drunk!"

 

Asami thought about it for half a second, before nodding her head as if Mako could see her. "Yeah! I should get drunk. Sounds better than sulking around in my apartment. What bar are you in?"

 

"I'll get Wu to send you the details." He said enthusiastically. "I'll call Bo too! Girl's night out!"

 

Asami chuckled. "Sure Buddy. I'll be there soon."

 


 

"Tell me exactly what happened."

 

Korra groaned into the pillow, trying her best to tune Opal out, but was unsuccessful. "It was just... awkward."

 

"Awkward how?" Opal asked, intrigued.

 

"Awkward like..." Korra clenched her eyebrows in concentration. "Just awkward!"

 

"Okay okay!" Opal laughed. "I'm just trying to understand why you're so upset, it's only the first date!"

 

Korra chewed on her bottom lip nervously. "I know..." she mumbled. "But what if we never get along and we'll just get married and resent each other?"

 

"If you guys won't like each other, you could probably just have an open marriage," Opal shrugged, "if you'll both consent to it, it's really no harm done."

 

"She ain't wrong," Kuvira added, giving Korra a cup of tea, "you can definitely go that route worst case scenario. It's not that bad!"

 

Korra sighed. She knew that already.

Obviously she considered it at some point, but it didn't make her feel any better. In the beginning of their relationship she wouldn't have minded marrying Asami as a formality, and otherwise just living her life as usual, but as days went by... that option seemed less and less attractive, to the point that Korra downright despised that thought. Something changed, and though she hated to acknowledge it, she knew exactly what it was.

 

"Yeah but... that's not what I want." She admitted sheepishly, cheeks turning bright red.

 

At first, Opal just seemed confused. Then, the implication of Korra's words seemed to dawn in her. An audible gasp left her mouth, and both her hands went to cover her mouth in shock. Kuvira on the other hand, stayed completely clueless.

 

"Are you saying that...?" Opal asked, her eyes wide.

 

"Yeah... I am." Korra answered truthfully, unwilling to look Opal in the eyes.

 

"Am I missing something?" Kuvira asked, baffled.

 

"I uh..." should I say it? I never said it out loud...

 

"You what?" Kuvira repeated.

 

"I... like her." Korra admitted, and though she didn't think it was possible, her face turned to an even darker shade of red. 

 

Kuvira's jaw dropped to the ground. "No way."

 

"Yes, yes way," Korra mumbled, "and um, it really sucks."

 

"You liking the girl you're about to marry sucks? That's great news!" Opal exclaimed enthusiastically. 

 

"No. Because she doesn't like me back." Korra collapsed backwards on the couch she was on.

 

"What? She was all over you yesterday!" Kuvira argued, folding her arms.

 

"Yeah, well, not today." Korra sighed. "I might have had a chance with her if we weren't in this arranged marriage bit, but we are. And she's a stubborn brat."

 

"Give it time," Opal said, "you're a catch! She'd be crazy not to like you, those things take some time. She'll come around eventually."

 

"You think so?" Korra asked sheepishly. 

 

"If she won't, then she's probably the dumbest human imaginable." Kuvira agreed. "Opal's right, you're a hot yet kind piece of ass."

 

A small smile spread across Korra's lips. "I am pretty awesome," she admitted proudly.

 

"That's my girl!" Kuvira smiled warmly.

 

"How about we take your mind off this for the meanwhile?" Opal suggested. "Let's go to a bar! I need to get laid!"

 

"Ew, you're my sister." Kuvira made a barfing sound. "Did not need to know that."

 

"Oh, grow up," Opal rolled her eyes, "we need to go to a gay bar though, now that I'm bi-curious."

 

"More like bi- yourself," Korra teased.

 

"Aren't you seeing this Bolin fella?" Kuvira asked.

 

"We're not exclusive," Opal shrugged.

 

"You had me at 'gay bar'," Kuvira shrugged, "how about you K?"

 

Korra nodded. "I'm down, I could use some fun tonight."

 

"Ayyyyy!" Opal clapped her hands excitingly. "Girl's night out!"

 

And that conversation is what brought her to the situation she was currently in.

 

The moment she stepped foot at the bar, she noticed them. Furious green eyes scowling her way, she was still wearing the outfit she wore to their date, much like Korra, meaning that like herself, Asami immediately left her apartment as soon as she entered and went drinking.

 

She was here for a while already, judging by the pink tint to her cheeks. Korra thought she looked fucking adorable with her drunk frown. That, until she saw who she was with.

 


  Is she fucking serious?!


 

She didn't even manage to walk up to Asami before Asami was already beside her, grabbing Korra by the cloth of her shirt and dragging her away from Opal and Kuvira. When they got far enough she let her go, with such force that Korra stumbled and nearly fell. 

 

"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Aaami half yelled at Korra.

 

"Me?" Korra asked in disbelief. 

 

"Yes you!" Asami snapped. "It's been maybe two hours since our date, and you come into a bar with her?!"

 

Korra had some trouble figuring out what Asami meant by that, before she remembered that only yesterday Kuv and her pretended to be a thing to make Asami jealous. 

 

"Yeah? Well, how is that different from you coming with him?" Korra defended herself.

 

Asami was taken aback. "With who?" She asked, sounding genuinely confused.

 

"Oh don't play dumb with me," Korra rolled her eyes.

 

"I have no idea what you're talking about." Asami deadpanned.

 

"With Mako! Who else would I be talking about?" Korra exclaimed. 

 

Asami blinked. "Mako? What does he–" suddenly it seemed to dawn on her, and her eyes widened. "You think I'm sleeping with Mako?" She asked in disbelief. 

 

"As if you could make it any more obvious." Korra mumbled.

 

"Mako?" Asami repeated. "My Mako?"

 

"Yes!" Korra exclaimed. "What's wrong with you? Why are you speaking to me like I'm stupid?"

 

"That Mako?" Asami pointed behind Korra, making her turn around. She didn't understand what she was looking at in the beginning, until she recognized Mako, making out heavily with some skinny shorter guy.

 

"That... doesn't prove anything..." Korra mumbled, blushing.

 

"That's Wu, his husband." Asami said slowly, folding her arms. "I cannot believe you thought we were a thing."

 

"Your dad said you dated in high-school!" Korra defended herself, pouting.

 

"Yeah, since we were both closeted," Asami said with an amused smile, "and that was more then ten years ago."

 

"Oh," great, now Korra felt really fucking stupid.

 

"Yeah, oh is right." Asami said. "Now, your turn. Care to explain why you're here with that girl?" Asami nudged her head towards Kuvira. 

 

"Um... about that..." Korra rubbed the back of her neck, "I'm not… actually… sleeping with Kuvira, she's an actress." She sheepishly said, really hoping Asami wouldn't get angry.

 

"Excuse me, what?" Asami asked in disbelief. 

 

That didn't sound good. "I was getting back at you for you and Mako in your dad's company event thingy." Korra admitted. "But we're not..."

 

She expected yelling, but it never came. Instead, an amused smile slowly surfaced on Asami's face. "You're shitting me." She said. "Ms. Korra, are you by any chance... the jealous type?"

 

"What? No!" Korra denied. "You're the jealous type!"

 

"I am, but so are you." Asami said. "Don't worry about it! I'm flattered really."

 

"Fuck off." Korra muttered, full on blushing now.

 

"No way, this is hilarious," Asami said, still smirking.

 

Korra groaned. "Can I just buy you a drink or something?" She said, trying to deter her from the subject.

 

Thankfully, it worked. "Yes please," Asami grinned.

 


 

Korra happened to posses a very special skill; she could always tell when the people around her had one too many drinks.

 

Everyone had a tale. Korra always got super chatty, would make terrible jokes and laugh really hard at anything (Kuv claimed that it wasn't a tale, just her usual self), Kuvira usually had an identity crisis in the bathroom and so on. Opal was an easy example to this too, she would just get slutty whenever she drank too much. In the last thirty minutes, Korra had to shoo Opal away from Asami at least a dozen times until Bolin finally handled the situation. She would never consciously try and hook up with someone she knew Korra had a thing for, meaning she isn't making rational decisions in the moment.

 

It wasn't hard at all to figure out Asami's tale. Other than the alcohol induced blush, less sophisticated speech and her ever so slightly messy hair, Asami spills all of her secrets when drunk. 

 

Like, all of her secrets.

 

Korra felt a little guilt listening to those, but then again, she was pretty wasted herself.

 

"Waaaaait," Korra laughed, "there's no way he said that!"

 

"He did!" Asami exclaimed, joining the laughter.

 

"That he knew you were gay since you were a toddler? How is it even possible?" Korra asked her, playing with the straw to her drink while smiling widely at Asami.

 

"He claims," Asami slurred, leaning closer to Korra, "that I used to hug random women on the street when I was like, two."

 

"Whaaaat?" Korra stretched out in disbelief. 

 

"Yeah!" Asami bursted out laughing. "He said I used to compliment them too! Toddler me was such a sly bitch!" 

 

"Dude we were so different," Korra shook her head, wiping away tears of laughter, "I used to just want to beat up anything that breathed."

 

"Is that why you joined the army?" Asami teased.

 

Korra chuckled, shaking her head. "This tendency to kick people's asses didn't pass when I turned eighteen. So I guess you can say that."

 

"Called it!" Asami bragged. "So, did your will to fight people is also why you  started a civil war?"

 

Korra laughed again, secretly flattered that Asami remembered stuff from their earlier conversation. "Noooo," Korra shook her head furiously, "all I did was say that the North are uncool and then BAM! A civil war broke."

 

Asami smiled at her. Like, genuinely smiled, and Korra couldn't help but smile back. They've been together for what seemed to be hours, and they didn't get tired of each other like they did in their date. Korra honestly felt like they could talk and have fun together, and a part of her wondered where that was earlier.

 

"This is fun, right?" Korra asked nervously. "Like, we're having fun, right?"

 

"Duhh," Asami chuckled, "but don't tell my dad! I can't stand the thought of his smug smile when he hears about us getting along." 

 

"Is this why our date went badly?" Korra blurted, looking at Asami with hopeful eyes.

 

"Oh," Asami was caught by surprise, blinking a couple of times, "maybe?"

 

"Maybe?" Korra asked.

 

"I mean, it makes sense," Asami shrugged, "but it's not all my fault! You weren't exactly innocent in this."

 

"Me? What did I do?" Korra questioned.

 

"You were mean to me!" Asami pouted.

 

"When we talked about my time in the army?" Korra blinked a couple of times, confused. 

 

"What? Noooo,"  Asami shook her head furiously, "when you asked to kiss me!"

 

"Oh," Korra blushed, "did I cross a line asking?"

 

"No!" Asami whined. "You answered 'I don't mind' when I asked you if you want to kiss me! Who does that?"

 

Oh! She did do that. Why the fuck would she do that? "I was just playing it hard to get," Korra mumbled.

 

"How am I supposed to feel desirable when you pull off that nonsense?" Asami pouted again, and once again, looked freaking adorable.

 

"D-did you want me to..?" Korra asked curiously, chewing on her bottom lip nervously. 

 

"Hmmmm..." Asami said seductively, leaning down and retrieving the straw to Korra's drink, taking a zip while maintaining eye contact with Korra. A gesture that didn't go unnoticed on her part. "Mayyyybe." She said innocently.

 

"I can fix that," Korra said breathlessly.

 

"Maybe you should." Asami answered with half lidded eyes.

 

And without another word, Korra placed her hand on Asami's cheek and leaned in.


 

  







6. The Girl From Last Night... Again


    
    Asami had the worst headache in the history of headaches, to the point where she could feel her heartbeat in her head. Her eyes felt dry when she opened them, and her vision was blurry. She had the most disgusting taste imaginable in her mouth, and immediately upon waking up, she felt nauseated.

 

God, how much did she have to drink?

 

"I see you're finally up."

 

Asami jolted upwards from the surprise, eyes widening when she saw Korra, standing right next to her bed with a cup of tea in her hands. She was still wearing her outfit from their date last night, which was now sloppier and slightly dirty. So what...

 

"What the fuck are you doing here?!" Asami exclaimed, pulling the blanket up in a form of protection.

 

"Shit. I was hoping you could answer that," Korra sighed. Then extended her arms towards Asami. "Tea?"

 

"Did... did we..?" Asami blushed furiously. That was the last thing she needed right now! If her dad knew about this...

 

"I doubt it," Korra answered with a shrug, "I woke up on your couch."

 

Asami breathed out in relief. "Good," she said, "Uh, no offense."

 

"None taken," Korra shrugged, "now, do you want your tea or nah?"

 

"Do you always break into people's apartment and make them tea?" Asami joked, taking the tea nevertheless.

 

"For your information, you had a nightmare," Korra informed her, "I was just being nice."

 

"Oh, thanks," Asami took a zip, "that's really sweet."

 

"Oops." Korra rubbed the back of her neck nervously, "I didn't know how much sugar to put in."

 

"Not the- the gesture!"

 

"Ohhhhh."

 

Asami laughed. At first, Korra just looked flustered, but soon enough she loosened up and joined in on the laughter. It was quite nice actually, joking around together, it felt really nice.

 

"So," Korra started after the two had finally calmed down, "do you... remember anything from last night?"

 

Asami had to mull it over for a second or two. "I remember some," she decided, "what about you?"

 

"I uh..." Korra scratched her hair, "I remember seeing you, then buying you a drink... then I think we might've danced together?"

 

"I remember that too," Asami confirmed .

 

"Then I remember Opal trying to sleep with you," Korra said, a little bitterly.

 

"Oh, yeah." Asami remembered. "Why did Opal try to sleep with me?"

 

"Apperently you caused her to question her sexuality or something," Korra chuckled, "and she's a terrible friend."

 

"That she is," Asami mused, "anything else?"

 

"Nope. That's about it." Korra answered. "I was hoping you could fill in the blanks."

 

"Let's see," Asami tapped her chin with her index finger, "we were dancing, drinking... then you kicked Opal away..."

 

"I do remember that yes," Korra nodded.

 

"Then I teased you about it," Asami continued, "then we just sat by the bar and talked, and then-"

 

The memory hit Asami full force. Her and Korra laughing, talking about their unsuccessful date, and their short, tender kiss that quickly evolved into a heavy and passionate makeout session in the bar's bathroom.

 

Also, she could distinctively remember this conversation taking place;

 


  "I should probably take you home," Korra said breathlessly, her entire face covered in Asami's lipstick.


 


  "Ooooh," Asami said with a flirtious smirk, "are you saying what I think you're saying?"


 


  "You wish." Korra laughed. "You're way too drunk for that."


 


  "Speak for yourself, princess," Asami played with Korra's shirt, allowing her hands to slide beneath Korra's shirt, "I'm good, trust me."


 


  "Nah," Korra waved her off, though her blush gave her away, "no way city girl, I'd like you to remember our first.... well, second time."


 


  "Boooo!" Asami whined. "You're no fun."


 


  Korra laughed. "C'mon, let's get you home safe."


 

Asami blushed hard once her flashback faded away. Korra was looking at her weird, which made sense given that they've been talking about their night together and out of nowhere Asami started blushing.

 

"What?" Korra asked, eyes squinting in suspicion. "What happened then?"

 

"Oh, nothing much." Asami automatically lied. "You were just really sweet and walked me home so that I'd get here safe."

 

"Aha." Korra didn't seem to buy it. "Than why are you blushing?"

 

"It's just really hot in here," Asami made up an excuse on the spot.

 

"Suuuure." Korra said skeptically.

 

"Believe whatever you want, I'm telling the truth." Asami shrugged, she used to think she was a good liar since she was in the closet for twenty seven years, but as it turns out her dad never bought her act. So, she was a little nervous that Korra might figure out she was bluffing.

 

"Look at the time!" Asami exclaimed before Korra could say anything, "I'm so sorry, I don't mean to kick you out but I have a project submission tommorow and I have to get to work!"

 

"Tommorow's Saturday," Korra said.

 

"Oh, you know what I mean." Asami waved her off immediately. "On Monday, I don't count the weekends as days."

 

"What a sad life you live," Korra deadpanned.

 

"Do I need to get you a cab?" Asami asked, ignoring her.

 

"Nah, I'll get by." Korra shrugged, standing up and straightening her clothes. That's when Asami noticed the very red lipstick stain the girl had on her neck, and immediately she jumped to her feet and cleaned it up using her thumb, earning herself an odd glance from Korra.

 

"Uhhh, okay..." Korra said, weirded out. "I'm gonna... go now."

 

"See you later." Asami barely managed to get out.

 

Korra gave her a small nod before actually turning to leave. As she did, Asami collapsed backwards onto her bed burying her face in her palms. She only had a single thought in her mind, and it was of how badly she fucked this up.

 

The things is, that she wasn't sure whether she was feeling that way because of her night with Korra, or because of that morning. She didn't know if she was upset about them getting along, or disappointed that they didn't go any further.

 

Something was completly fucking wrong with her. It was like she was in a constant battle of wills, and she kept winning and losing in both departments consistently.

 

Well, it's official; Asami Sato had gone fucking insane.

 

She pulled herself to a standing position rubbing sleep out of her eyes as she marched to the living room. As she got there, she noticed that Korra left her jacket on the couch. Involuntarly, her hand moved forward and snatched it, pulling it close nuzzling her face to it. Korra's smell was still stuck to it, and Asami's instinct ordered her to wear it throught the day, so that the familiar, soft smell would act as her shield. Asami's reaction startled her, because she never was this girl. She never craved someone else's warmth and familiarity. Never has ever found comfort in wearing a partner's clothes, no matter how much she liked that person. She felt like a lovesick teenager, she felt pathetic.

 

Maybe she had denied it up to this point, but she really did like Korra. And this could never happen.

 

So she took in a deep breath, folded the jacket and placed it aside. Then, she went to her bathroom and removed her makeup.

 

That jacket couldn't stay. And her feelings for Korra couldn't stay either. She had to get rid of both.

 


 

Korra intended of just walking to her apartment as a morning (well, more like early noon) workout. However, as soon as she walked out, she realized she could barely walk. Apperently, sleeping on Asami's couch did not sit well with her fucked up back, and being too proud to go back and ask Asami for a ride home, she had to call in a cab and limp her way downwards.

 

Also, she didn't really want Asami to see her in this situation, especially after the snarky remark she made after Korra had informed her about her back problems. She didn't take offense, but she felt like she would snap if Asami made another right about now.

 

Plus, Asami was being weird today, so she'd rather not deal with it.

 

So, after barely dragging herslef home she opened her apartment's door. Naga came rushing as soon she walked in, and it took her exactly a second to realize the situation before she walked over and pulled her a chair to sit on.

 

Korra laughed. "Thanks," she said, genuinely grateful, "what would I ever do without you?"

 

Naga now went over to the kitchen, using the rope attached to the fridge and grabbing a water bottle, then she rushed back to Korra and handed it over, rattling her tail and keeping a close eye on her.

 

"Anyone there?" She then heard Opal say, and a moment later she stepped into the room. "Oh! Korra! There you are!"

 

"Hey," Korra answered, confused, "what are you doing in my house?"

 

"Laundry day," Opal shrugged, "also I wanted to ask, did I try to hookup with your crush last night?"

 

"Can you not refer to her as my crush?" Korra groaned, short tempered. "I'm not fucking sixteen."

 

"Yeah, yeah." Opal was used to ignoring her sudden anger bursts. "But did I?"

 

Korra sighed. "Yeah."

 

"Oops. Sorry about that." Opal smiled apologetically. "Where have you been?"

 

Korra shrugged. "Out." She simply answered.

 

"Are you wearing the same getup from last night?"

 

"I don't know, I didn't pay attention dressing up." Korra grumbled.

 

"Oh my God. Were you with-"

 

"Opal!" Korra exasperated. "Is it really the time to talk about this? Right now?"

 

Opal blinked at her, just confusingly staring at Korra before realization hit her.

 

"Oh." She said, apologetic. "It's one of these days, huh?"

 

"Yep." Korra said bitterly. "Apperently sleeping on a person's couch with a spinal cord injury is not the best idea."

 

"I could tell you that when I'm asleep. That was pretty stupid of you Korra." Opal reprimanded, crossing her arms.

 

"I know." Korra sighed, placing her face in her hands. "I was trying to be respectful, y'know? I'm just trying not to fuck it up, and I couldn't just explain to her that I slept in her bed because I was too tired to go home and I'm crippled."

 

"Why?" Opal asked.

 

"Because I'm trying to impress her!" Korra was starting to lose her patience. "Whatever! It's not a big deal, I'll just go and do stretches at the gym. Should be empty today anyways."

 

"Do you want me to come with you?" Opal suggested.

 

"Nah, it's fine." Korra waved her off. "Naga! Crutch!"

 

"Um... how about we wait with that?" Opal laughed nervously.

 

"Not in the mood Opal." Korra rolled her eyes.

 

"Yeah but-"

 

It took her dog mere moments to bring it over, then finally Korra could get up and walk to her room to change to her sports attire, ignoring Opal as she called after her.

 

Then she opened the door to her bedroom, only to come face to face with an extremely nervous yet smiling Bolin.

 

"Hey... dude..." he laughed nervously, "umm... what's up?"

 

She squinted her eyes. "Opal." She accused.

 

"Yeah, so um..." she rubbed the back of her neck. "That laundry story was a complete lie."

 

"Why my apartment?" Korra complained.

 

"What?" Bolin blinked, then it hit him. "Ohhhh no we didn't have sex here, we played Mario Party! I don't own the game. "

 

"It was... intense." Opal nodded.

 

"Out." Korra said sternly. "The two of you. Out."

 

They did not object even for a moment. So, finally, she could switch to her sports attire.

 

Midway into her struggling to put on a sports bra, her parents called. And she almost fell trying to answer it.

 

"Hello?" She asked breathlessly, collapsing on her bed.

 

"Korra!" She heard her mother's voice from the other side of the line. "How are you?"

 

"Incredible." She sarcastically answered.

 

"I don't appreciate your tone." Her mother scolded.

 

"Yeah! You better be respectful towards the woman who nursed you." Her father chimed in.

 

"Guys, not the time." Korra gritted her teeth.

 

"Oooooh, I get it." Her mother said. "She's with someone." She then whispered to her father.

 

"What?" Korra's cheeks burned. "Am not!"

 

"Korra, it's okay," her father said, "you're twenty four! You're allowed to have... people... over. Especially if it is who I think it is-"

 

"Let me stop you right there." Korra sighed. "I'm home alone and I'm twenty six."

 

"Ugh, don't remind me." He dramatically answered. "I'm so old."

 

Korra chuckled. "That you are."

 

"Well, now that we're done with the pleasantries, do you remember Suro?" Her mom asked.

 

"Suro?" Korra's eyebrows clenched. "Hard to forget, why?"

 

"Well she's getting married in two months," her mother informed, "and we're on the guest list!"

 

"Shocking," Korra cynically said, "it's not like, y'know, the two of us endured a highly traumatizing experience together or something. Or even like I saved her life or anything. "

 

"Well, We're invited," her mom said, avoiding the subject, "and so is Asami, of course. It'll be so nice to have the two of you in the south for a week or two leading up to this."

 

"I'll have to ask her first," Korra answered, "but I think I'll be there even if she can't."

 

"Okay then, just let us know." Her father said.

 

"We love you dear!" Her mom said.

 

Korra rolled her eyes. "Yeah, yeah. I love you guys too."

 

"Well, bye now."

 

"Bye, talk to you later." Korra signed off.

 

She sighed, closing her eyes shut.

 

Another long day of physical therapy ahead of her.

 



 

What Asami didn't expect walking into Korra's apartment, was four adults screaming at each other like maniacs in front of a very colorful screen. Not mentioning that Korra wasn't even there. In fact, two out of these four grown man were her own friends. What the fuck?


 

"Nooooo not the blue shell!"


 

"Shut up Kuv you're in first place!"


 

"I fucking hate Luigi."


 

"Ooooh Lucky Eight! You guys are going downnnn."


 

"What the fuck is going on here?" Asami asked.


 

Absolutely no one acknowledged her. "You only got the Lucky Eight because you fucking suck." Kuvira teased Bolin.


 

"I'm gonna have to plug out that fucking game again right?" Asami rolled her eyes, stepping closer. "Hello?" She raised her voice, her face inches away from Mako. She managed to startle him so bad that he let out a little scream, and Kuvira stopped the game.


 

"Shit Sami when did you get here?" Mako asked, confused and startled.


 

"A few minutes ago," Asami answered, "what the fuck are you doing here?"


 

"Kicking ass at Mario Kart," Bolin chuckeld, "duhhhh."


 

"You wanna join?" Kuvira asked her. "Opal would be glad to make up for last night by giving up her controller."


 

"Kuv!" Opal punched her shoulder, her face completely red.


 

"Mario Kart? That racing game I had on my Wii?" Asami asked, tilting her head to the side.


 

"Yeah, but like..." Bolin searched for the right words, "fifteen years later."


 

"Pass." Asami waved them off.


 

"Oh come on Sams! You're the only one who could beat Kuvira!" Mako exclaimed. 


 

"I'm a race car driver, I'd rather play something I can't do in real life." She said, folding her arms.


 

"Your loss," Kuvira shrugged.


 

Asami rolled her eyes, actively reminding herself that Kuvira hadn't actually slept with her fiancée. Still, she had to get used to not hating Kuvira. "So um," Asami started, "where's Korra?"


 

"Why?" Mako smirked. "Miss her already?"


 

Asami frowned, looking away to conceal her blush. "In your dreams maybe, I just need to give her something."


 

"How 'bout a kiss?" Bolin chimed in. 


 

"Fuck off, the two of you." Asami sternly said. "Can anyone just, answer the freaking question?"


 

"She's at her work place," Opal informed, still having a difficulty looking Asami in the eyes. "which is why I... set up a Mario Kart party. Don't tell on us."


 

Asami looked at her, unimpressed. "Your secret is safe with me," she promised. "But it's Friday, what is she doing at work?"


 

"She works at a physical therapy gym," Kuvira reminded her, "she probably works out right about now."


 

"Oh, gotcha," Asami mumbled, "what's the address?"


 

"I'll send it to you," Opal nodded.


 

"Thanks," Asami weakly said, "you can get back to your little game then."


 

"Don't knock it 'till you try it," Bolin huffed out. But before Asami could respond Kuvira unpaused the game, and just like that everyone was sank back in.


 

Asami rolled her eyes. "Video games..." she muttered, leaving the apartment and looking at the address Opal sent her.


 



 

Considering Korra's physical shape, Asami always assumed her workouts consisted on heavy weight lifting and other testosterone induces exercises. However, when she entered that gym, she saw Korra doing exercises that she herself was familiar with from her pilates and yoga classes.


 

She might've stared a little before making herself known, but could you blame her? Korra was hypnotizing. Her brown hair was up in a tiny ponytail, with a large amount of stray hair strands falling out due to their short length. A thin coat of sweat enveloped her, making her skin sparkle. Her muscles popped due to the intense physical activity, and though Asami had previously deemed it impossible somehow they appeared even more defined. And when a sweat drop fell from her forehead... to that tasty looking neck... to in between Korra's breasts... to the defined line of Korra's abs...


 

Asami was ready to die on the spot. 


 

She then shook herself back to reality, forcing herself to get ahold of herself as she cleaned her throat, making Korra jump a little in surprise.


 

"Oh," she said, pulling herself up to a sitting position and grabbing a towel to wipe her sweat. "What's up?"


 

Something about that was somehow, really memorizing. "I'm well," Asami managed to get out, "you?"


 

Korra shrugged. "How did you know to find me here?" She asked. "Why are you here?"


 

"I uh..." Asami started nervously. "I went to your apartment and you weren't home so I asked Opal and she said I'll find you here."


 

"Opal was in my home?" Korra squinted her eyes, visibly annoyed.


 

Oops. "Yeah, just doing laundry," Asami lied on the spot.


 

"Sure, sure." Korra waved her off. "That's what she always says. Seriously ever since I bought that switch she's been snicking people into my house like a horny fucking teenager."


 

Asami couldn't help herself. She genuinely laughed, and that seemed to cheer Korra up a little.


 

"You have a nice smile city girl," Korra said playfully, "you should use it more instead of just grumbling in my direction."


 

"Ugh, shut up princess." Asami rolled her eyes, biting the the inside of her cheek to stop her smile from expending.


 

"Whatever you say." Korra chuckled. "Anyways, what were you doing in my apartment?"


 

"Oh, um, I was looking for you," Asami answered sheepishly, "to return this." She nudged her head to the jacket in her arm. "You left this at my place."


 

Korra gave her an odd look. "Why didn't you just leave it in my apartment then?" She asked, confused. "Why would you go through the trouble of driving up here?"


 

Asami had to stop herself from slapping her own forhead. Of course she hadn't thought of that, she was too fixated on seeing Korra to forget that the whole idea of returning this jacket was to stop liking her. Idiot!


 

"So you know how people tend to say I'm smart?" Asami joked. "It's a conspiracy. I'm secretly really dumb."


 

Korra laughed, and it actually felt really good. Something Asami mentally cursed herself for. "Nah, I know smart when I see it. Not everyone can go to college at sixteen."


 

"Fifteen, actually..." Asami mumbled. 


 

"Point proven." Korra stuck her tongue out. 


 

"Ugh, whatever, just take your stupid jacket." Asami tried pretending like she was annoyed, but she didn't succeed in the slightest.


 

"Thanks for bringing it," Korra genuinely said, "you can just leave it there, I'll get that when I'm done."


 

"Cool," Asami nodded, placing it on a nearby stand, "so, uh..." this was the part where she left. Why wasn't she leaving? Why didn't she want to?


 

"Oh, actually I wanted to talk to you," Korra suddenly said.


 

Asami breathed out in relief. Thank God. "Yeah?"


 

"Yeah, um, this girl from my unit it getting married in two months, and we were invited." She informed Asami.


 

"Oh, in the south?" Asami asked.


 

"Bingo." Korra nodded. "My parents asked if we could stay with them for a week or two prior, so I wanted to ask if that works for you."


 

"I think I can manage, but I'll have to check," Asami answered.


 

"Okay, just... let me know." Korra rubbed the back of her neck.


 

Again, Asami was aware of the fact that the conversation was over and she was supposed to leave, but she didn't. She just looked at Korra, the adorable, sexy as fuck Korra sitting before her, and Korra stared right back with those brilliant cyan eyes that made Asami believe that Korra truly start a civil war, because Asami would die for those diamonds irises in a heartbeat.


 

And at that moment, she decided that she was done. 


 

Fuck it, right?


 

She was shooting her shot.


 

"Hey, you're probably busy, but do you want to get coffee later?" Asami said as confidently as she could, hoping Korra didn't notice her blushing.


 

"Oh." Korra seemed to be taken by surprise, and not in a good way. "I'd... love to except today isn't really a good time..."


 

Asami's mood turned from hopeful to sour in a matter of seconds, the stab of rejection darkening her mood completely. She used this excuse to brush people off enough time to know what it meant. "I see." She said flatly.


 

"I'm serious," Korra quickly said, "like, maybe another day or..."


 

"Save it. Message received." Asami waved her off. "Enjoy your workout." She said, turning to leave and ignoring any calls she heard behind her.


 

Well, the good news were that Asami got what she came for. Because at the moment she felt nothing but bitterness towards the water tribe girl.


 



 

As soon as it was obvious that Asami was not coming back, Korra grabbed her bottle and threw it across the room. "Dammit!" She cursed herself and her stupid injury that had to temper with her life. Of course today had to be the day where she was in so much pain she couldn't walk, and even though it got a lot better by the hours she was in no condition to go on a date. She barely had any days like those anymore, but that was just her luck right? Fuck!


 

Asami was pissed. She saw it in her eyes, she was fucking furious. And she didn't know about Korra's injury, or at least to what extent it went, so she couldn't explain it to her.


 

Well, she knew she would have to tell Asami sooner or later... but she preferred later to sooner. Korra wasn't a big sharer, and she hated to re-tell the story again and again. 


 

She buried her face in her hands and slowly rolled back into a lying position. And once again, she cursed her disability, that even after seven years it still found ways to ruin her life.


 

  







7. Cornering


    
    Korra added her protein powder to the cup and closed the lid. She made sure it was closed tight, and started shaking it. Other than protein powder, her shake consisted of spinach, kale, cauliflower and mango so that she doesn't puke on herself and go commit suicide. She missed chocolate so much, she had no idea how she was going to survive the next couple of months on this fucking diet.

 

She took a sip, grimaced, and cursed the day she started taking MMA classes.

 

"How's your shake?" Her mother asked.

 

"Disgusting." Korra grumbled. "How's your Ramen?"

 

"It looks almost as amazing as it tastes," her mother chuckled, "you sure you don't want some?"

 

"Nah, I gotta keep in shape," Korra tapped on her stomach, "the pre-match to the international championship are soon and I wanna do my absolute best. Plus, what if I meet the love of my life there and I don't have abs to show off?"

 

"Well, if she's the love of your life I assume she wouldn't be into you just because of your physical shape," her mom answered, "she'd love you because of your personality!"

 

Korra rolled her eyes. "Mom, I don't work out so much because I want girls to drool over my personality." She answered like it was obvious. "Besides, my muscles are basically a part of my personality now."

 

"You're ridiculous." Her mother said.

 

Korra laughed, leaning in to give her a kiss on the cheek. "I'm your daughter, you can only blame yourself."

 

"I blame your father," she answered, winking her way.

 

As if on cue, the front door opened and her dad walked in, smiling and waving a letter in his hands. "Korra! You got mail."

 

"Who the fuck uses mail these days?" Korra chuckled.

 

"Language." Her mom scolded.

 

"I'm eighteen!" Korra complained.

 

"Apperently, the Southern Defence Forces do," her dad answered with a smirk.

 

Korra almost dropped her smoothie. "Shut up." She said, shocked. "I got an answer?"

 

"Yep," he said, "you wanna open it?"

 

Korra surged towards him, snatching the letter out of his hand and tearing it open. Her eyes browsed through the words, searching for the phrase she was looking for, until she found it.

 

'We are pleased to inform you, that after careful evaluation we found you eligible for a military service..."

 

Korra squealed in excitement, her hand slapping to cover her mouth. This was it. She actually got in. She's been dreaming about that day for so long, she's going to be the best fucking soldier in history, just like her father.

 

Then she saw the date listed, and her smile dropped.

 

"But that's... that's a month from now." She mumbled. "How is that possible?"

 

"A month?" Her mother said in shock. "I thought the whole drafting process takes about a year!"

 

"The army is in a bit of a man power shortage," her father said, eyebrows knotted, "but I didn't know they were shortening the the process by this much."

 

"That means I won't be in the championship." Korra realized.

 

"Can't you just, delay this?" Her mom asked.

 

"It's the army Senna. If she delays it she could be transferred to a lesser unit, or not get in at all." Tonaraq sighed.

 

"So what? It's all or nothing?" Korra asked sadly. "I have to choose?"

 

How could she choose? Being a soldier was something that she needed to do, what she wanted to do for the rest of her life. But the championship was what she wanted to do now. She loved MMA, she loved competing, and she was good at it. So what? She was supposed to choose between what she loved doing and her future?

 

But she couldn't just give up on serving, not with her father being Cheif. It would wreck their reputation. There wasn't a choice there, not a real one at least.

 

"It's fine," Korra shrugged it off, putting on a fake smile, "it's not a big deal, I'll just enter the next championship after bootcamp."

 

"You sure?" Her mother asked, softly taking her hand.

 

"You know, no one will blame you if You decide not to enlist." Her father assured.

 

But he lied, she knew he did. If she ditched military service, she could forget about having a career in politics. If she willingly decided not to serve, people will call her a hypocrite, and they would be right. She didn't have a choice, not a viable one. Only one option made sense.

 

"It's okay," Korra fake smiled, "really. I can't wait to be a soldier."

 

 



 

 

"Uh oh."


 

 

Korra twisted the car key again, and once again, her car made some sort of rustling sound and nothing else. It didn't sound good at all, she was absolutely fucked.


 

 

Asami hadn't been talking to Korra for two weeks. Two. Weeks. She was such a stubborn fucking brat! Korra called nonstop, sent messages, she even went to Asami's apartment to make sure she was alive, and still, no answer. It got so bad, that Korra resorted to telling on her to Hiroshi, and he invited the two to dinner so that they'll have to see each other, he was fucking brilliant.


 

 

Except, Korra's car wouldn't start. So she's fucked.


 

 

Plus, tommorow she had home sessions, so she was double fucked. She had absolutely no idea what to do, and it left her feeling anxious and upset.


 

 

With a sigh, she dialed Hiroshi number. She would've called Asami, except she doubted Asami would answer her even now. So, Hiroshi it is.


 

 

It ringed only a couple of times, before Hiroshi answered.


 

 

"Hello Korra, how are you?" He warmly greeted.


 

 

"I'm well," she answered, "unfortunately I think I have to cancel on tonight, sorry that it's last minute."


 

 

"Oh," he certainly sounded surprised, "it's alright. Did something happen?"


 

 

"Not really, but my car wouldn't start." Korra pinched the bridge of her nose. "So I gotta take it to the shop. I'm so sorry, I just have to get it up and running by tommorow."


 

 

The other line went silent for a few seconds, before Hiroshi barked out a laughter. "Seriously? You wanna take your car to the shop?"


 

 

"Uh, yeah?" Korra blinked, confused. "Isn't it what people do when their car breaks down?"


 

 

"You do understand you're talking to the head of Future Industries, right?" He answered, amused.


 

 

Then it dawned on her. She was talking to one of the greatest engineers of all times, about her btoken car and how she was planning on taking it the the shop. She was so fucking dense. She was supposed to marry a brilliant car engineer, yet her instinct was to go to a garage and probably get overcharged. What a fucking idiot.


 

 

A small "Holy shit," left her mouth before she could stop it, and it made Hiroshi laugh even harder. Her cheeks turned red from embarrassment. She never really realized just how smart he and Asami were. Sure, she knew that on an intellectual level, but it didn't sink in up until now. It was sort of amazing and intimidating at the same time.


 

 

"You're one lucky bastard," Hiroshi chuckled, "I'll call Asami and tell her to come fix your car. Not only will it be up and running by tommorow, you'll have some time together. She wouldn't dare to say no to me."


 

 

"Thanks," Korra managed to get out, just barely.


 

 

"Don't mention it, kid."


 

 



 

 


    Click!
  


 

 

"Next!"


 

 

Korra dropped the fake smile she's been holding, and went to sit down in the waiting room. She dropped her kitbag on the floor and tried to adjust her new pants, but her efforts were in vain. These uniform somehow managed to be loose, yet tight in all the wrong places. It was fucking horrible.


 

 

"I heard these pants give girls UTI," someone next to her said.


 

 

Korra turned around, seeing a girl about her age sitting down with matching uniform and kitbag, smiling her way.


 

 

"I'm not surprised, given how deep these pants are inside me," Korra grimaced, failing to adjust her pants once more. "I don't remember consenting to having sex with my fucking uniform."


 

 

The girl giggled. "Oh yeah, I'm really feeling the strech. I barely managed to sit down."


 

 

Korra laughed. "Seriously, how are we supposed to do anything physical with that? I can barely move!"


 

 

"These are just the formal uniforms," the girl informed as Korra struggled to sit down next to her, "for ceremonies or for when you're in civilian territory. In the base itself you get a much more comfortable set. I'm surprised you didn't know this."


 

 

"Because I'm the chief's daughter?" Korra asked.


 

 

"What?" The other girl seemed confused, then her eyes widened when recognition seemed to hit her. "Holly shit! You're... Korra. Like, the Korra! Oh my God!"


 

 

Korra gave her a cocky smirk. "I am," she affirmed, then extended her hand for a handshake, "and you are?"


 

 

It took her a few moments, but the girl finally managed to shake herself back to reality. She breathed in with closed eyes, before opening them and giving Korra and big smile, taking her hand. "Suro," she finally answered, "I'm so honored to meet you."


 

 

"It's a pleasure to meet you too," Korra teased, making her blush, "so, Suro, what brings you to the army?"


 

 

"I think it's important, protecting my country and such," she answered on autopilot, making Korra raise an eyebrow.


 

 

"And that's it?" She asked Suro suspiciously.


 

 

Suro gulped. "I'm not sure what you mean."


 

 

"C'monnnnn, you can tell me!" Korra chuckled. "Promise I won't tell my dad."


 

 

Suro studied her for a few seconds, before loosening up a little. "I also need money for college." She admitted.


 

 

Korra barked out a laughter, and Suro joined her. They laughed for a few minutes straight, before their names were called to go on a shuttle.


 

 

"Well," Suro smiled her way, "it seems that we're going to be on the same unit."


 

 

Korra smiled back. "I can't wait." She answered cheerfully. "I have a feeling that we're gonna be really good friends."


 

 

And that, they were.


 

 



 

 

Korra felt quite nervous when she saw Asami get to her garage. She didn't drive her car, she was actually on a motorcycle. Korra didn't even know she had one, but she guessed that was to be expected when you design vehicles for a living. She probably owned a helicopter too. Korra felt a little embarrassed that she needed Asami's help to fix her car, and if she didn't need her car so urgently she would've wished that Asami wouldn't able to fix it to spare her pride. But she really needed that piece of shit to work so...


 

 

Asami took off her helmet and walked over, displeased. She wore black, torn jeans and a red blouse, and she looked quite firey in Korra's eyes.


 

 

"You look nice," Korra awkwardly said.


 

 

"Thanks. I can't wait to ruin this outfit with car oil and dirt." Asami sarcastically said.


 

 

Korra grimaced a little at that response, but said nothing, what could she even say to that? She didn't want to come off rude or mean, Asami was doing her a favor.


 

 

"Thanks, again." Korra mumbled.


 

 

Asami shrugged. "It's not like I had a choice. So, tell me, what happened?"


 

 

"Um," Korra rubbed the back of her neck, "I tried to start the car and it wouldn't."


 

 

"Did you have any warning lights lit prior to today?" Asami asked with crossed arms.


 

 

"I'm... not sure." Korra mumbled.


 

 

"You're not sure." Asami repeated, unimpressed.


 

 

"I didn't notice any but there might've been," Korra chuckled awkwardly, "I'm not very observant."


 

 

"Well, you should notice," Asami said slowly, "it's important."


 

 

"If I would've noticed, don't you think I would've taken my car the the shop long ago?" Korra said, getting short tempered.


 

 

"It does seem logical," Asami agreed, "but it also seems logical that you check your warning lights every now and then. So, what do I know?"


 

 

Korra rolled her eyes. She forgot how much of a bitch Asami could be when she truly wanted to. "Right." She simply said.


 

 

Asami sighed. "Do you have anything I could change into? Something that you wouldn't mind if it ruined?"


 

 

Korra blinked. "Uh, I think so, wait just here."


 

 

She went up to her apartment and searched her closet. In all honesty, she owned many clothes she didn't wear anymore, especially crop tops from her teenage years when she didn't have a huge ass scar on her lower back. After a few minutes, she settled on one of her oversized shirts and sweatpants. It may be a little short on Asami, but that was honestly the best she could do.


 

 

She got back down to her garage and handed Asami the clothes, Asami studied them for a little, squinting her eyes at the shirt Korra choose.


 

 

"What?" Korra asked, confused.


 

 

"Nothing, it's just..." Asami held the shirt up. "This is your unit shirt."


 

 

Korra shrugged.


 

 

"This might be ruined," Asami slowly said, "that's okay with you?"


 

 

Korra shrugged again.


 

 

"Um, okay," Asami blinked, "um, where can I change?"


 

 

"Here," Korra grabbed the garage remote and hit close, "I'll uh, turn around."


 

 

Now it was Asami's turn to shrug. "It's nothing you haven't seen before." She said, immediately taking off her shirt.


 

 

Korra snapped around so fast that she almost collapsed. Her cheeks burned like never before, and her eyes were wide. She was very glad she had her back turned, not even for the sake of decency, but because she didn't want Asami to see her this flustered.


 

 

"You're weird." She heard Asami comment.


 

 

"Thanks." Korra mumbled in return, trying to calm herself down.


 

 

After a few minutes, Asami had informed her that she could turn around. Korra took another moment to herself before doing so, just to make sure that the pink tint to her cheeks was gone. When she did, she saw Asami walking over to her car with the new outfit and open the hood.


 

 

As soon as she opened it, a cloud of dust welcomed her, making her start coughing.


 

 

"Oops, sorry." Korra said, rubbing the back of her neck.


 

 

"Jesus..." Asami managed to get out between coughs. "Do you ever clean this thing?"


 

 

In all honesty, she didn't.


 

 

Asami didn't wait for a response, she just waved away the dust and looked inside. Immediately, she squinted her eyes in confusion.


 

 

"What is it?" Korra urgently asked.


 

 

"Nothing, I just can't seem to see the date listed on the battery," Asami answered, "when did you last replace it?"


 

 

"Replace it?" Korra asked awkwardly.


 

 

"Yeah, you know how you need to replace the battery every couple of years?" Asami said, distracted.


 

 

Korra just stared at her awkwardly, and when no answer came, Asami raised her head to look at Korra, blinking in confusion.


 

 

"You do know that, right?" She asked in disbelief.


 

 

"Suuuuuure, right I uh.... I had no idea." Korra admitted.


 

 

"Are you serious?" Asami asked, eyes wide.


 

 

"At my defense, I'm the only member of the family that even has a license, there aren't any cars in the south. Well,  for now at least," Korra said, folding her arms, "so I had no one to teach me this nonsense."


 

 

"Korra," Asami asked slowly, "how long have you had this car for?"


 

 

"I've had it ever since I moved to the city, kinda," Korra answered.


 

 

"And that was..." Asami signaled her to continue.


 

 

"Like... six years ago?" Korra shrugged.


 

 

Asami stared at her, too shocked to speak. Korra just waited for her to calm down, but that never came. She just kept staring.


 

 

"I take it that it's not good..." Korra chuckled nervously.


 

 

"Okay let me ask you this," Asami shook herself to reality, "did you buy the car new?"


 

 

"Nope. Used." Korra said.


 

 

Asami's hands dropped to the sides of the car and held her up. "So I'm looking at an at least six year old battery, but potentially more." She said as if she couldn't believe her own words.


 

 

"Is it that bad?" Korra asked nervously.


 

 

"You're supposed to replace it every two to three years," Asami informed, "maybe four, that if you're lucky."


 

 

"Oh, that's... that's not great." Korra mumbled.


 

 

"The fact that your car worked up until now is both a miracle and a safety hazard." Asami mumbled.


 

 

"Can you fix it?" Korra asked nervously.


 

 

"Can I? Of course I can," Asami answered, "but I have to replace the battery and I don't have one here. Can you bring the car to my workshop tommorow and I'll change it?"


 

 

Korra shook her head. "I need the car tommorow for work." She firmly said.


 

 

"Take a cab then," Asami suggested.


 

 

"No, no no." Korra nervously answered. "Tommorow I make house calls and I have to drive around the city I-I can't just call a cab it'll cost a fortune and-"


 

 

"Okay, okay!" Asami interjected. "I get it! You absolutely have to have to have a vehicle tommorow! Jesus..."


 

 

"Yeah..." Korra mumbled. "Sorry..."




"I can't believe that's what I'm doing with my Friday night..." Asami pinched the bridge of her nose. "Okay, let's go." She said, walking over to her motorcycle.

"Where are you going?" Korra asked, confused.

"To my garage. And you're coming with me." Asami said sternly, handing Korra her helmet.

"Um, why?" She awkwardly questioned.

"Because I'm a nice person, and if I have to drive all the way over there and back you're coming to suffer with me." Asami answered.

 

And that was that.


 

 



 

 


    That could've been me.
  


 

 

It was such a ridiculous thought. It always made her laugh whenever she heard people say it. 'That could've been me,' Yeah alright Kyle, suuuuuure. Your unathletic ass could've been a professional soccer player. And Korra could've been a fucking doctor. But this, this was a little different. Because it almost was her.


 

 

It almost was her. She was supposed to be the one wearing the South Pole's flag, she was supposed to be the one waving at the cameras, she was supposed to be the one in the Republic City arena, competing with this super hot girl from there. Yet, there she was. Sitting on her bed. Her torn, lice filled bed, watching the competition on her phone with crappy reception under the blanket, since she wasn't allowed to be on her phone.


 

 

Someone entered the room, making her jump before she realized it was just Suro, and she breathed out in relief.


 

 

"Jesus, you scared the living shit out of me." Korra said with a hand on her heart, sitting back down.


 

 

"Are you on the phone?" She asked in disbelief. "Do you wanna spend the weekend here?"


 

 

"Shush, it's the southern representative versus the Republic City one," Korra squinted her eyes.


 

 

"What are you talking about?" Suro asked quietly.


 

 

"The MMA championship." Korra answered.


 

 

"Oh," Suro's voice softened, "I'm sorry."


 

 

"It's okay, I made my choice," Korra said, distracted. Her eyes still locked in her phone screen.


 

 

"Are the competiters at least ugly?" Suro joked.


 

 

"Nooooo that's the worst part!" Korra whined, showing her the screen. "Look how hot this RC girl is! I can't believe I miss out on that to be in the world's stinkiest base!"


 

 

Suro laughed. "Jeez, loosen up! It's not like there aren't any pretty girls in the army. I mean, look at me!"


 

 

Korra rolled her eyes. "Like, you're hot babes but I cannot imagine  ever being intimate with anyone here. We're too far up in each other butts."


 

 

Suro giggles. "Besides, there's no way you would've won against her. I've seen you gay panic over our commander, you could barely get your name out."


 

 

Korra smirked. "To be honest, even if I didn't gay panic I'd still let her win, just for the off chance that it would get her to sleep with me afterwards."


 

 

Suro scored out a laughter. "You're ridiculous."


 

 

"Ridiculously sneaky," Korra answered with a grin.


 

 

"Not nearly as sneaky as you think you are."


 

 

Korra jumped out of her bed when she recognized her commander's voice, her head hitting the upper bunkbed as she did so. She stood in a millitary position, doing her best to keep the panic from displaying on her face.


 

 

"Yes ma'am." Korra said, freaking out internally.


 

 

"I see that while your fellow soldiers are on kitchen duty,  you deem yourself too important to participate?" She sternly said.


 

 

Korra winced. "Um, not exactly –"




"And instead of helping your friends, you decide to treat yourself to extra phone time instead," she continued, frowning, "we're giving you a forty minutes of phone time every two days, that is plenty of time."

 

"It's not like that." Korra shook her head.

 

"I'm sorry, are you addressing me?" Her commander almost yelled.

 

"I meant, it's not like that Ma'am." Korra quickly fixed herself.

 

"Well, you can forget about home for the coming weekend," she said, "you'll be making up for lost time here instead."

 

Korra's eyes widened. "But–"

 

"And now you can forget about the next weekend as well." She interjected. "One more word and you're going on trial, got that rookie?" She said slowly, like she was speaking to a child.

 

Korra gritted her teeth. "Yes Ma'am."

 

"Good." She said, leaning closer to Korra. "You may not be used to this, private Korra, but over here no one gets special treatment. You either earn respect, or die for this country. That's your options. Understood?"

 

Korra kept her expression blank. "Understood, Ma'am."

 


 

Sometimes, Korra was really grateful that she wasn't a man. Because she knew for a fact that if she was a man, riding in a motorcycle while rightly holding Asami would cause her... 'problems'.

 

Plus, she had Asami's helmet on, that smelled like Asami's perfume. So, it wasn't helping.

 

"And here we are," Asami said while parking her motorcycle, getting off.

 

Korra blinked, her mind sort of in a haze. "Uh ha," she managed to get out.

 

"You coming?" Asami asked, raising an eyebrow.

 

Korra stared at Asami. "Uh ha."

"Okay, weirdo." Asami chuckled nervously. "Take your time, I guess."

 

It took Korra a moment to get herself together, than she finally jumped off the vehicle and took the helmet. Asami seemed to gather some tools from the garage and placed those in her car, so Korra just snooped around the place. It was messier than she expected, blueprints and tools scattered around the place, in contrast to the girl's apartment that was always spotless. It was a big garage too, and Korra noticed a few tech... thingies... that seemed like project prototypes or something. She intended on asking Asami about it, before something else caught her eye.

 

"You spar?" Korra raised an eyebrow, looking at the sparring mat in the room's corner.

 

"What?" Asami raised her head from the tool box. "Oh, yeah. I used to do MMA.  I barely get to sparr nowadays though..."

 

"No way! So did I." Korra grinned widely, happy that she found something the two had in common.

 

"Did you now?" Asami asked, eyebrows raised. As if she was testing Korra.

 

"Yeah," Korra chuckled with a cocky smirk, "it's not a big deal but... I was supposed to compete in the world championship when I was eighteen."

 

"Reallyyyy?" Asami sounded weird, not impressed. She sounded almost... skeptical. Or maybe she was being sarcastic?

 

"Yep, unfortunately I had to withdraw from the competition to join the army," Korra folded her arms and shrugged it off, "but, like, it's whatever. It's a shame though, I could've easily have won."

 

"You're one year younger than me, right?" Asami asked.


 

"I... believe so yes." Korra said, confused. "Why?"


 

"Than you couldn't have won." Asami chuckled.


 

"What?" Korra blinked a couple of times. "What makes you say that?"


 

"Because I won that championship when I was nineteen." Asami said with a huge grin. "You stood no chance."


 

Korra's mouth opened a little from the surprise. "No, that's... that's not right." Her eyesbrows clenched. "I would've remembered that..."


 

But than she did remember. Not much, but she remembered watching the match between the southern champion and the RC champion. She remembered drooling over that girl, and though she didn't remember Asami participating, it made sense, Asami was hot shit. Holy fuck!


 

"That is right," Asami answered, "because I won, and I fucking crushed it too. I barely had any competition."


 

"Got it," Korra answered after taking the information, deciding to use this opportunity to tease Asami and maybe even flirt a little, "so, how does it feel to know you only won because I got drafted?"


 

That got Asami's attention. "Excuse me?"


 

"I'm just saying," Korra laughed, "you got sooooo lucky. I would've destroyed you."


 

Asami stepped closer. "Are you challenging me, princess?" She asked slowly. "Because let me make this very clear; there isn't a time and place in our entire universe, where if we would square up, you would beat my ass."


 

 

"You're lucky I'm rusty," and disabled, "otherwise, I would have crushed you."


 

 

"Oh, are you scared?" Asami taunted. "I'm gonna put you in a hospital."


 

 

Oh, it was on. "You're the only one who's gonna need a hospital," Korra said, cracking her knuckles, "and for your sake, I hope there's one nearby."


 

 

"Let's go then." Asami took her fighting stance.


 

 

"I'll give you a head start," Korra signaled Asami to begin.


 

 

Asami started out with a punch. Korra easily dodged to the side, surprised with how naturally it came to her. She took a wide stance, fists going upwards to protect her face. She tried landing a hammer fist punch, but Asami managed to duck beneath it. It went on from there, punching, kicking... just like old times. Korra suddenly remembered why she liked MMA so much, she felt alive. The adrenaline kicked in, her heart beat fastened, she was aware of every little detail surrounding her. She read Asami's body language and reacted accordingly, dodging and blocking when she needed to, and even successfully landing a hit or two every now and then.


 

 

Asami went for a tackle, and Korra instinctively threw her waist back to balance herself. Unfortunately, what muscle memory did not know, was that she wasn't in the same physical shape as she was eight years ago. So, instead of preventing Asami from knocking her down, Korra throwing her weight backwards did the exact opposite, and the two collapsed to the ground.


 

 

Asami rose upwards, a smug smirked plastered all over her red from effort face. "Gotcha." She said, breathing heavily.


 

 

Korra felt upset for a brief second, before every emotion in her body got overriden by embarrassed. Or labeled, 'gay panic'. She couldn't even answer, all she could think about was the fact that Asami was literally on top of her. The red, sweaty, beautiful Asami, on top of her. She was hyper aware of Asami's arms at her sides, holding the girl up. Of her thighs, spread to trap Korra's figure beneath them. Her messy hair, the strands falling down from Asami's ponytail and  tickeling Korra's face. Their lips, that were so close together that Korra could practically feel the warm huffs of air leaving Asami's mouth. She was literally one breath away from kissing her, and that thought stunned Korra.


 

 

A moment later, it seemed to dawn on Asami too. Because somehow, she turned even more red than before, and she slowly got up, offering Korra a hand to follow hee as well. Korra took it, still unable to get a word out of her mouth.


 

 

"We should... go fix your car now," Asami awkwardly said.


 

 

"Yeah, totally." Korra nodded, unwilling to look her in her brilliant green eyes.


 

 

Asami pursed her lips together and nodded back, staring at Korra for one more second before walking over to her car and stepping into the driver's seat. Korra watched her go, and she felt creepy doing so, but she couldn't help herself. Asami had some sort of a grip around Korra, and though she shouldn't have liked it, she did.


 

 

Eventually, Korra made her way to Asami's car as well. She was silent for thw entire ride, yet her mind was racing like never before. She kept replaying what happened, imagining it again and again, remembering the feeling of Asami's warmth glued to her.


 

 


    Holy shit.
  


 

  







8. Exchanging favors
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And yes, I'm well aware that I said this was going to be a fun little story, but deal with itttttt trauma is what makes people interestingg




    
    Asami was so fucking sunburnt.

 

Seriously, she was not suited for this sun. At first she was excited about moving to Ba Sing Se, thinking that finally she would get a tan. But no, she just got red. Soooo red. Which meant that the endless teasing from her fellow students about her pale ass just got worse and worse. Sure, Ba Sing Se had a great University, and people came from across the world to study there. But, not many fire nation people studied there, and not many fifteen year olds did too. So, she stood out for her age, and she stood out since she wasn't from around.

 

It wasn't all bad, she had... friends. Sort of. Mostly people who wanted her to do their homework and stuff like that, but that was something! Plus, Future Industries was way less dominant in Ba Sing Se in comparison to Republic City, meaning that she wasn't recognized nearly as much. She was almost normal, except she really wasn't. Because when she wasn't the daughter of a tycoon, she was the teenager that outsmarted every classmate and professor in this danm university. Not to mention, she wasn't from around and it showed.

 

Yeah, this was a sucky situation.

 

"Yo, Sam's!"

 

She turned around, rolling her  eyes when she saw Tahno. He was one of the stupidest people she had ever met. In fact, the only reason he was getting a higher education was that he was a star athlete or something. Also, he was a fucking dick. However, he was one of the most popular people in campus, so she couldn't exactly brush him off. No matter how much she wanted to.

 

"Yeah, Tahno, what's up?" She asked, her tone blank as he sat down next to her with a huge grin.

 

"Oh, why the long face babe?" He asked. "You should smile more."

 

You should get punched in the face more. "Whatever," she scoffed, "what is it? I doubt you only came over to tell me that."

 

"Why? You have a nice smile," he chuckled.

 

"Yeah, okay." Asami mumbled, irritated.

 

"Hey, if we're already talking..." he leaned forward, "you wanna sit next to me at the exam today?"

 

She squinted her eyes suspiciously. "Why?"

 

"You're a smart girl," he shrugged, "and I could use a better score. I thought maybe we can switch our test sheets and you can solve them both... it takes you five minutes to finish yours anyways."

 

Asami pinched the bridge of her nose. "How about this isntead; You can sit next to me and copy whatever you want, and I'll wait until you signal me you're done. Deal?"

 

"I'll take it," he grinned, standing up, "thanks Sam's, you're the best."

 

With that, he and his gang left. Asami let out a sharp breath, closing her eyes. She tried to clear her head, but before she managed, someone cleared their throat.

 

"I'm sorry about him," some boy said with a bright, apologetic smile, "Tahno can be a jerk sometimes."

 

"Than why are you friends with him?" Asami asked.

 

He shrugged. "He's nice to me, I don't give a fuck about other people."

 

Asami giggled as he sad down next to her, grinning. "So," she started, "why are you apologizing if you don't care?"

 

"I'm a gentleman," he chuckles.

 

"Well, thanks," she smiled at him softly, "it's nice seeing a friendly face. I'm Asami."

 

He extended his hand for a hand shake. "It's a pleasure meeting you. I'm Shaozu."

 

Asami took his hand, softly giggling as he smiled at her again. She barely met any nice people in general, let alone on campus. So, this was a nice change of pace, and Asami truly hoped this could evolve to some sort of friendship. It would make him her third friend, and the only true friend she'd have on campus.

 

She was getting ahead of herself, wasn't she?

 

"Well, Asami," he grinned at her, "I'll see you around sometimes, right?"

 

She truly hoped so.

 


 

Asami yawned, sterching herself. It wasn't that late, but it was a busy night. And now, she had to replace Korra's battery. She didn't even want to see Korra, but her dad asked her so she had no choice, and the worst part about it was that they were having a nice time. Which sucked, because Korra was a fucking asshole.

 

One does not simply reject Asami Sato. What the fuck.

 

And now, she was stuck with Korra for hours, and it got a little bit awkward since...

 

Well, Korra challenged her to an MMA match, and the tension between them was so thick she could cut it with a knife.

 

With a sigh, Asami went to try and pull the battery out, and failed miserably. If she was completly honest, it was a tough week, and she was sore all over. She had absolutely no idea how she won against Korra in their little fight, she was a hundred percent sure that she was about to lose.

 

She tried picking it up again, and once again it didn't badge. This must've alerted Korra, because she jumped out of her seat and walked over.

 

"Allow me," she said, gesturing towards the battery.

 

"Pfft, I can lift it." Asami defended.

 

"I don't doubt it, but this is heavy and you're obviously tired," Korra answered, "just let me."

 

Asami grumbled unhappily, but she moved to the side and allowed Korra to take the battery nevertheless. And Korra, effortlessly leaned down and picked it up, leaving Asami shocked as she just casually carried like, forty kilograms without doing as much as flinching.

 

"Where should I put it?" She asked nonchalantly.

 

Asami shook herself back to reality. "On my table should be just fine," she mumbled.

 

"You got it," Korra chuckled, placing it on the table and rubbing her palms together.

 

"I could've carried it too, I'm just a little bit sore," Asami defended, arms folded.

 

Korra laughed at that. "Let me guess. Your lower back is killing you?"

 

Asami raised an eyebrow. "How did you know?" She asked.

 

Korra shrugged. "You work a nine to five, and given you weren't in your apartment this week much later than that... my guess is you were working your ass off in the office. Lower back pain is very common with people who have a desk job."

 

"Right, physical therapist and what not." Asami remembered. "Wait. How did you know that I wasn't home?"

 

Korra smiled nervously. "So, um... funny story..."

 

"Korra." Asami threatened. "Spill it."

 

"So you didn't answer my calls," Korra started rambling, "and I wanted to make sure you're okay so I drove to your place a couple of times, and since you were never home. So, I just assumed you were at work..."

 

"Oh," that was kind of sweet of her, "well, yeah, I had a few all nighters I guess..."

 

"Yeah, so... yeah." Korra awkwardly said. "Anyways, do you exercise?"

 

"Excuse me?" Asami asked, a little annoyed.

 

"I meant like stretches and stuff," Korra quickly clarified, "something for your back?"

 

"Oh, um... I mean I have a yoga class once a week... and I try going to pilates too but I'm usually too busy y'know?"

 

"Well that's a start," Korra nodded, "though, I'd suggest trying to prioritize that a bit more and go a little more frequently. I can prescrive you some helpful exercises too if you want. Question, do you go to a masseuse?"

 

"Uh," this was a lot, and it took her a moment to take it all in. "A masseuse? No not really, why?"

 

"You should consider it, it could really help you out." Korra answered. "I think I can recommend a few people to you, does that sound good?"

 

Asami shook her head. "No thanks, I'll feel a little awkward letting a stranger give me a massage."

 

"I mean... you slept with me when I was a stranger," Korra teased.

 

"Well, that's... different." Asami argued.

 

"How so?"

 

Because when I sleep with someone, I have control over the situation. "It's just is." She answered simply, unwilling to elaborate.

 

"Okay," Korra scratched her head as if she was mulling something over. "Um, I guess I could give you a massage if you wanna."

 

Asami scrunched her nose. "Wouldn't that be weird?"

 

"Why would it be weird?" Korra asked, baffled.

 

"I mean... we... you..." Asami tried, cheeks starting to burn for the millionth time this week.

 

"I'm a professional," Korra chuckled, "besides, you'll still have underwear on!"

 

"Fuck you." She mumbled, flustered.

 

"Hmm... I usually charge extra for that, but as a personal favor..." Korra said with a wink.

 

"Pffffft," Asami turned away from her,  mostly so that Korra wouldn't see the way her whole face turned completely red.

 

"Jokes aside, since I'm already doing home sessions tommorow I can squeeze you in at the end of my day." Korra suggested.

 

"Why are you working on Saturday anyway?" Asami asked.

 

"Well, when I need to make housecalls  it's usually on saturdays, considering that most of my clients work on weekdays..." Korra explained, "its just the most convienent for them."

 

"Oh, gotcha," Asami mumbled.

 

"Does five work for you then?" Korra asked her with a huge, gorgeous smile, and Asami tried to suppress the huge urge she felt to agree.

 

"Yeah, five sounds great," she replied.

 

Unsuccessfuly.

 

"Great," Korra chuckled, "so..."

 

"So..." Asami wasn't sure of where this was getting at.

 

"So..." Korra rubbed the back of her neck awkwardly, "about my car..."

 

"Oh!" Her eyes widened. "Right! I should... get back to that."

 

Korra chuckled. "Right."

 



 

Asami was in the zome. She was in the library with her laptop, writing down assignment after assignment. These assignments were supposed to take her weeks, yet she just finished all of them in less than an hour. Now she was just stalling, because finishing and submitting all of her assignments so early felt condescending in her eyes, as if going to college at fifteen wasn't condescending enough. 


 

She was in the zone, until someone tapped on her shoulder.


 

"Hey gorgeous," she heard someone say.


 

Turning around, she recognized her friend Shaozu, and she smiled brightly. "Hey, what's up?"


 

"Nothing, are you busy?" He asked, his hand still on her shoulder.


 

"Honestly? At this point I'm just pretending to be," Asami admitted.


 

"Alrighty smarty pants," he chuckled, "how about we go grab dinner? My treat."


 

Asami scoffed. "I can pay for myself." She objected.


 

"I know," shaozu shrugged, "I just wanted to do something nice for you. Y'know, because we're friends."


 

Asami's face softened at that, and she smiled his way. "Okay then," she agreed.


 

He returned her a smile, standing up and offering her a hand, and as she took it he broght it to his lips and placed a tender kiss to it. 




"You know me," he winked at her, "I'm a gentleman."

 

Asami chuckled. "Right on." She affirmed.

 


It was quite late when Asami came back to her dorm room. She ended up hanging out with Shaozu late into the night, she really did like that guy. She finally felt like someone can see her as an actual person, and not just a smart, annoying teenager. Unlike other people.

 

Her roommate, for example.

 

She slowly and carefully entered into their room, doing her best to not wake Elle up.

 

"Dude, what the fuck?" She heard her groaning.

 

Asami winced. "Sorry."

 

She didn't hate Elle. Well, she tried not to hate Elle, but the girl did not make it easy. Especially considering that her sleep was so fucking easily disturbed, while Asami was a night owl. Meaning, Elle blamed Asami whenever she was tired, which was all the time. Fucking morning people...

 

"You better not have any homework." Elle said, or more like threatened.

 

Asami rolled her eyes. "Nope. No homework." She answered, taking off her shoes.

 

"Good. Go to sleep Sato." Elle said, turning in bed to face the wall.

 

Yeah. Asami really didn't have many friends in college.

 


 

Asami chewed on her bottom lip nervously, she was pacing around the room and playing with her hair, unsure of how to handle the up and coming situation.

 

"It's not that bad," Mako said on the other line.

 

"It's the fucking worst Mako!" She snapped.

 

"Nahh, she's a medical professional, it's just a thing she does," he waved her off, "the only problem is that you can't seen to get your act together."

 

"She's gonna... touch me and stuff! How is it not awkward?" Asami complained.

 

"Dude, she already touched you and stuff!" He laughed.

 

Asami's cheeks flushed. "Well," she started, having absolutely no idea what to say to that, "it's different."

 

"Why is it different? Because you're intooo herrrrr?" Mako stretched out the sylabols in an attempt to get on her nerves.

 


  He succeeded.


 

"If you're not going to say anything helpful you might as well just shut up." Asami scolded  irritated beyond belief.

 

"It's very helpful," Mako argued, "to me."

 

Asami was mere seconds away from telling him off, except her train of thought was lost when a knock on the door echoed around the room. Every feeling of nervousness or panic that she felt prior doubled in volume and consumed her, thus erasing any former annoyance she felt towards Mako at the moment.

 

"Holy shit Mako she's here what do I do?!" She shot at him under her breath.

 

"Quick! Close the lights and pretend you're not home!" He answered as urgently as she asked.

 

"Really? You think that'll work?" She asked quietly.

 

Mako barked out a laughter. "No!" He barely got out between pits of laughter. "Open the fucking door!"

 

"You're mean." Asami pouted.

 

"Thanks, I know," he said, as if she just gave him the biggest compliment ever. "Have fun with your erotic massage!"

 

"It's just a massage. Nothing eroric about it." Asami rolled her eyes.

 

"If you say so," Mako said with fake sweetness, "talk to you later?"

 

"Sure," Asami sighed, "Bye Mako."

 

"Bye bestieee." He chimed.

 

Asami hang up, holding the phone close to her chest and taking a deep breath. I can do this... she thought to herself, I can do this... I can do this!

 

Determined, she walked towards the door and opened it, wearing the brightest smile she could manage.

 


  She couldn't do it.


 

On the other side of the door, stood Korra. However, this wasn't her every day, usual Korra. No amount of mental preparation could prepare her to see Korra with the tiniest, most adorable ponytail ever, glasses, and most importantly– Korra was wearing a nurse outfit.

 

The color looked amazing on her. The light, turqize color came in contrast with her skin and made her look even more tanned, as well as making her cyan eyes pop. Not to mention, the uniform's sleeves fell just below her shoulders, which brought Asami's attention to her arms. And oh God her arms... Korra was carrying a massage bed in one arm, making her bicep flex, and Asami couldn't stop staring.

 

"Asami?"

 

This also brought her attention to the fact that Korra had a tattoo on the back of her elbow, some number written in Roman characters. How come she never noticed it before?

 

"Helloooo? Asami?"

 

Finally she snapped back to reality, face turning red from the embarrassment. "O-oh! Hi!" She stuttered, shaking her head in an attempt to be back to normal. "Sorry... I'm not concentrated today..." she excused, moving out of the way.  "Come in."

 

Korra laughed. "Yeah, okay, whatever you say," she entered. "Where should I put this?" She asked, nudging her head towards the bed she was effortlessly carrying.

 

"Oh, um, the bedroom ahould be okay," Asami answered.

 

"Gotcha," Korra chuckled, heading over to the bedroom.

 

Asami's mind was racing. She was not ready for how hot Korra was going to look today, and she dug herself a hole she couldn't dig herself out of. She was embarrassed beyond belief, and she just stood there awkwardly as Korra set up the bed in Asami's room.

 

"Alrighty, all done," Korra came back after a few moments or so.

 

"Just so you know, I was just looking at your tattoo before." Asami excused, her voice giving away her lie.

 

"Sure ya did," Korra said sarcastically.

 

"I did! It was Roman characters and shit." Asami argued, trying to make her point sound believable.

 

"Wowwww, good job," Korra laughed, "what Roman characters?"

 

"I... um..." Asami mumbled. "Oh come on, how should I remember?"

 

"It's a date, just an FYI." Korra said. "Weird you didn't notice the format, having stared at it for so long."

 

"Okay, we get it, shut up,"  Asami mumbled, gaze falling to the ground.

 

"Fine, fine, I'll drop it," Korra chuckled, "Anyways, have you ever had a professional massage?"

 

"Not really," Asami said, still avoiding Korra's eyes.

 

"Okay," Korra said, her voice now sounding more professional and less playful. This did not help Asami's situation in the slightest. "So, you're gonna remove you're clothing except for your underwear–"

 

"Wait, that part was serious?" Asami blushed, hard.

 

"I assure you, this is solely professional," Korra said sternly, "I won't see anything other than your back and legs, nor would I touch you inaproprietly."

 

Is it bad that Asami's first thought was 'what of I wanted you too'?

 

She gulped. "O-okay," she answered.

 

"If I do anything you're uncomfortable with, or I'm hurting you, you gotta let me know," She continued, "you're not supposed to suffer."

 

"Okay," Asami answered again.

 

"Alrigthy then," Korra clapped her hands together, "so go ahead, change inside the room and lay in bed face down. Call me when you're done."

 

Asami stared at Korra for a few more seconds, before sheepishly qalking into the room and closing the door behind her. She closed her eyes, inhaling deeply and trying to calm her nerves. She didn't know how she felt in this situation, or how to act in the situation. She felt so nervous and awkward and she hated every single moment of that. She just didn't know what to do.

 

She tried to focus on what Mako said; Korra's a medical professional, it's just a thing that she does. Don't make this weord Asami, it won't be weird unless you make it weird...

 

So, she did as Korra asked, slowly removing her clothing and laying in bed. She felt really fucking awkward calling Korra, and she really tensed up when she heard the door open.

 

But then, Korra placed a soothing hand on her shoulder. "You're safe here, okay?" She softly said. "You can trust me."

 

And Asami actually calmed down a little.

 

"You're pretty tense," Korra said, "you'll need to relax your muscles, otherwise you're gonna pull even more muscles."

 

Asami gulped, nodding and closing her eyes. She breathed in and out, slowly relaxing herself. Eventually, Korra warned her she was about to smear some calming oils and what not on her back,  and it was actually quite a pleasant feeling when she did so.

 

Asami found herself relaxing more and more by the minute, with Korra's strong hands kneading into her shoulders. It hurt slightly, but not necessarily in a bad way. It felt good, healthy even. Mako was right, it didn't feel weird or awkward at all, she felt comfortable with the situation, with Korra's hands firmly pressing into her sore muscles.

 

Asami's eyes closed on their own as she felt herself relaxing more and more, and she allowed herself to fully commit into the situation around her. She cleared her head as much as she could, took in the soothing melody Korra had put on earlier and the sensation of Korra's hands gliding across her back.

 


 

"Guess who!"

 

Asami yelped when someone hugged her from behind, or more like fell on her from behind. She struggled to stay on her feet. Just barely managing to glance over her shoulder and recognize the boy who decided to rest on her back.

 

"Shaozu!" She laughed. "What the fuck are you doing?"

 

"I got lost," he slurred, smiling hard, "then I saw you. My savior!"

 

Asami could easily smell the alcohol in his breath. "Just how much did you have to drink?" She asked, pushing him away to a standing position.

 

"Not that much!" He defended. "But.. enough."

 

Asami rolled her eyes. "C'mon, what's your dorm room number? I'll take you there."

 

"It's nine!" He informed with a toothy grin.

 

"You mean one zero nine?" She asked, given that the dorm numbers started from a hundred.

 

"Nope. Just nine." He repeated.

 

"That's impossible," Asami answered.

 

"Oh," he furrowed his eyebrows in confusion, "Than I dunno."

 

"You don't know." Asami repeated.

 

"I can't remember," he pouted.

 

Asami had absoulotly no idea what to do with him. "Um, okay... how about we go to the info counter and ask them?" She suggested.

 

"It's so farrrrrrr," Shaozu objected, "I'm too tired to go thereee."

 

"Than what am I supposed to do with you?" Asami replied.

 

"I wanna stay at your dorm room!" He enthusiastically said.

 

This caught her by surprise. "I don't know... it's not allowed..." Asami trailed off, her lips pressed together.

 

"Oh, okay nerd," Shaozu teased, "jeez I knew you were a geek but who knew you were that lame?"

 

Asami scoffed, slightly offended. "I'm not lame." She argued.

 

"Prove it." He challenged, smirking.

 

Asami's jaw clenched. And even though she knew Lyla was going to kill her for not only coming back late but also bringing a boy in, but he challenged her. Asami was a Sato, she was up for any challenge. Anything.

 

"Fine. Follow me." She said sternly, starting to walk towards her dorm room. It wasn't far, but it still took forever to get there due to how slowly her friend stumbled around. She was really annoyed, but she had to calm herself down and get a grip. She didn't have other friends on campus, she couldn't afford to snap over every little thing, she had to let this go.

 

Getting there was a bitch, especially because Asami tried being sneaky while Shaozu made absolutely no attempt at doing so. Somehow, they still managed to get there without anyone noticing. Asami had a bad feeling about this, like this was gonna get her in trouble or something. But she pushed that feeling away.

 

She opened the door and walked in. Asami looked around, breathing out in relief to see that her roommate wasn't around and gesturing him to follow her. When she saw that he didn't enter, she turned around only to see him fiddling with the door handle for some reason, until he finally decided to come in, closing the door behind him.

 

"Okay," she whispered, "I can put a blanket on the floor and you sleep there tonight–"

 

He stepped closer. Like, much closer. Like... way too close. "I think I have a better idea." He said, his voice a tone lower than usual.

 

"W-what are doing?" Asami stumbled backwards, yet it didn't help. He closed the distance between them in no time.

 

"C'mon Sam's," he playfully rolled his eyes, smirking, "don't be a fucking child."

 

This struck a nerve with Asami, and she froze up. Something about the way he said it made her want to prove him wrong, made her want to prove she wasn't a child. So she just stood quietly still, unable to move herself as he leaned in. She just hoped this will be over soon.

 

But before anything could happen, the door slammed open.

 

"Get. The fuck. Away from her."

 

Asami could only watch as he jumped to the side in in surprise, and Asami was absolutely shocked at who she saw in the entrance. It was her roommate Elle, who hated her, and she seemed absolutely furious.

 

And was she... holding a taser?

 


  Asami was fucked.


 

"Woah! What the fuck is wrong with you?" He called out. "Didn't you see the sock on the door knob?"

 

"Yeah, I saw your dirty ass sock on the door knob," she answered, sounding like she was about to murder  someone, "and since my roommate is fifteen, I immediately knew something was off."

 

"It's really none of your business. Can you go now? You're interrupting." He said, rolling his eyes.

 

She raised her taser more. "I will not hesitate bitcb. Go the fuck away and never go near her again." She said with a murderous glare. "Otherwise trust me that once I'm done with you you'll never be able to walk again."

 

He threw his hands up in surrender. "Okay, okay, whatever," he said, starting to walk away, "crazy ass bitch..." Asami heared him mutter under his breath.

 

The moment he left the room, Asami felt like she wasn't suffocating anymore. She was relived, but that didn't mean she felt good. Now, all she could feel was sick to her stomach. She should've seen this coming. Why would this guy be intrested in becoming friends with her, while nobody else was? Knowing that she never had actual friends on campus crushed her, and it somehow felt worse than how it felt before Shaozu. He wasn't special, he wasn't diffrent, he didn't get her. He just saw a chance to use the insufferable child and took it, and now she had absolutely no one. She was a fucking idiot for not realizing this sooner, it was so fucking obvious and now she dragged her roommate to this mess too. As if their relationship wasn't strained enough.

 

This wasn't worth it.

 

Her gaze dropped to the ground, because she felt too ashamed to evem glance at Elle. "I'm sorry," she said under her breath, tears threatning to spill from her eyes.

 


  This wasn't worth it.


 

She expected yelling, she expected scolding, she expected pretty much any horrible scenario that could go down. What she didn't expect, is for her roommate to simply hug her tightly.

 

"Don't you dare apologize," she answered, "this is not your fault."

 

"It feels like it is..." Asami's voice was so weak, it nearly broke at the end.

 


  It's not worth it. College isn't worth it.


 

"I know babes, I know," she held her closer, "but it's not, and you're safe now."

 

It's never been worth it, Asami's been busting her ass off all semester in hopes to just get this over with as early as possible and go back home. She's been studying day and night without sleeping properly, she had zero friends, all of her professors hated her and she despised every fucking moment of being there. She missed high-school, she missed Mako and Bolin, she missed her dad, she missed doing the things she loved and she missed feeling happy. Everything about this sucked, and for what?

 

She didn't even want to be a mechanical engineer.

 


 

Asami felt like a whole new person, she never imagined massages would be that amazing. Shw felt refreshed, rested, her muscles felt more loos, it was fucking incridble. She felt a wave of affection towards Korra, and she didn't even try to suppress it. She was in the moment, and that moment felt like a dream.

 

Korra had already left the room, letting Asami get dressed on her own time. She slipped into her robe with ease, walking over to the door and opening it, signaling Korra that she's done.

 

"Thank you," she breathed out as Korra walked in, "you have no idea how much I needed that."

 

"You're welcome," Korra chuckled, "I'm happy to help."

 

Asami folded her arms. "Seriously, I owe you. If you ever need anything, let me know."

 

Korra took a step closer. "I can think of a few things," she answered, but her voice sounded different. It was hoarse in contrast to before, deeper. It almost sounded... seductive.

 

"What are you doing?" Asami asked, breathless.

 

"Nothing," Korra answered simply, "unless you want me too."

 

Asami's eyes widened at the bold statement, and she found herself speechless.

 

"Do you want me to?" Korra asked in a raspy voice, brushing a strand of Asami's hair behind her ear.

 

"Yes." She didn't remember saying that, but the answer came out of her mouth nevertheless. She wasn't even upset by it, she felt relived that the truth was finally out.

 

She did want Korra. She really wanted Korra.

 

Korra stepped closer, placing both of her hands on Asami's hips. She felt her own breath hitch, heart beating faster as Korra leaned in, and her eyes closed on their own. Waiting for Korra to close the difference.

 

But the kiss never came, instead, she vaguely heard Korra say her name.

 

"Asami?"

 

Her eyebrows clenched in confusion, the voice was so muffled that she wasn't sure it was real. She decided that she probably imagined it. Yet, Korra still didn't close the difference.

 

"Asami?" She asked again, this time her voice didn't sound nearly as distant.

 

Asami opened her eyes, baffled when everything was a bit blurry. She blinked a couple of times to clear her vision, and she was even more confused when Korra was upside down.

 

It took her a moment to realize that she was still on the bed facing the floor, and that Korra was laying down on said floor in front of her.

 

"Welcome back," Korra said with a dazzling smile, "you fell asleep."

 

Asami blinked. "Did I?" Her voice was still laced with sleepiness. "Sorry."

 

"Don't be," Korra shrugged, still smiling, "it's normal, happens all the time."

 

"Oh," Asami wasn't sure what to say to that.

 

"I uh... I should probably let you get dressed now," Korra sheepishly said, "I'll wait outside?"

 

"Sounds good," Asami still felt confused.

 

"Right," Korra stood up, stepping out of the room and closing the door behind her.

 

Asami let the post sleep confusion fade away, and as soon as it did it was replaced with embarrassment as well as another type of confusion. This was a dream. She dreamt about Korra, and it was...

 

Damn.

 

She almost wished she was asleep for longer.

 

Her mind was racing as she stood up and slowly put her clothes back on. She thought about the dream, and then she thought about it more, and then she thought about all the directions her dream could've gone too... and then she was flustered as fuck.

 

Dammit. Why wouldn't her feelings just go away?

 

She slowly got out of the room, and without another word Korra hopped into the room and gathered her stuff. That was when Asami started freaking out. She liked Korra, she really liked Korra, and this was her last excuse to see her before they went to that wedding.

 

"Well, I guess I'll get out of your hair now," Korra said with a sheepish smile.

 

No, no, this wasn't good, she didn't want that. Not at all

 

"Thanks again," Asami said, stalling.

 

"Thanks for fixing my car," Korra said, grinning. "I'll see you around."

 


  She needed to find an excuse, ASAP.


 

Korra turned around to leave, and Asami freaked out. So, she just said the first thing that came up to mind.

 

"Hey," she started, "my birthday is next week and I'm having like a get together with all of my friends to celebrate, if you wanna come."

 

Korra turned back around, eyebrows raised. "Really?" She asked.

 

"Yeah," Asami rolled with it, "I'm turning twenty eight so..."

 

"Sure, I'd love to come," Korra answered warmly.

 

"Great," Asami smiled at her, "I'll... text you the details."

 

"Awesome, I'll see you there," Korra waved her goodbye.

 

"See ya," she mumbled as Korra left, slapping her forehead. Shit.

 

She dialed Mako's number, pacing around the room nervously once again and waiting for him to pick up.

 

"Howwww was itttttt?" He immediately asked upon answering, his voice suggestive and mischievous.

 

"We have a problem." She simply stated, pinching the bridge of her nose.

 

"Oh no, what did you do?" He laughed.

 

"So I... might've told her my birthday's next week..." Asami mumbled.

 

"So? Your birthday is next week." He said, confused.

 

"Yeah, but I might've also invited her to my birthday party," she continued, chewing on her bottom lip nervously.

 

"What? You aren't throwing a party," Mako sounded even more baffled than before. "You haven't celebrated your birthday in years..."

 

"I know, Mako. I know." Asami said. "Which means..."

 

"We have to organize an awesome party with enough people as to not make you look like a loser in less than a week." It finally dawned upon him.

 

"Exactly." Asami breathed out.

 

"We're fucked."
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    "Okay, so how many people are coming?"

 

"So we gathered a few people," Mako said in a serious sounding tone, "I'm bringing Wu, Bolin's bringing Opal and Kai, Kai's bringing his girlfriend Jinora. A couple of people from work are coming in as well– Iroh from design and Baatar from engineering. And of course, Korra and yourself."

 

"That's it?" Asami asked, nervously chewing on her bottom lip.

 

"Asami, love, you really don't have that many friends," Mako gently said, "yet we managed to get eight people to get here in less than a week. We did the best we could've."

 

"No, no, it's not enough... I'll look like an idiot..." she shook her head, "I should probably just cancel the whole thing, r-right?"

 

"Absolutely not, you cannot cancel on the day of the party," Mako argued, folding his arms, "we have to go through with that, it's too late to back away now."

 

"Wait! I'll call Elle," the idea suddenly popped into her head, and she couldn't believe she hadn't thought of it before, "she moved to Republic City a few years back, I completely forgot about it!"

 

"Elle? Your only friend from college?" Mako tilted his head, his eyebrows furrowing in confusion. "Is one person really gonna make much of a difference?"

 

Asami opened her phone, searching her contact name and clenching her eyebrows. "It's more complicated than that," she mumbled, "she wasn't exactly my only friend... she and her friend group sort of adopted me after– well, they just did. If anyone else from our gaang is in town she could invite them."

 

"Okay, that's a good idea," Mako nodded, "you should definitely call her then, I fucking love Elle."

 

"Yeah, I know," Asami smirked, dialing her number and walking over to the balcony.

 

After a few rings, Elle picked up the phone.

 

"Asami! What's up babe?" She answered cheerfully. "It's been a hot minute."

 

"Hey! I'm fine," Asami smiled immediately, she really did miss her friend, "how are you?"

 

"Same old, same old," Elle waved her off, "anything new with you?"

 

"Wow, yeah, so much," Asami chuckled, "are you in town? I'm throwing a bit of a small get together today, for my birthday."

 

"Oh!" Elle sounded surprised. "Congrats! What time is it?"

 

"Thanks," Asami sheepishly said, "it's around ten, does that work for you?"

 

"Sounds great, Ill be there. Just a quick question though; do you always have a birthday party and I was just never invited?" Elle laughed.

 

"No, no, I hate celebrating my birthday, this was all very last minute," Asami thought of how to explain the situation to her, "basically... this is just happening because... um, my... fiancée, is supposed to–"

 

A loud noise came from the other side of the line, cutting Asami off and leaving her slightly baffled. Than, there were another few noises, before her friend spoke again.

 

"Sorry! Sorry! I dropped my phone!" She exclaimed. "You're getting married?! I didn't even know you were seeing someone!"

 

"It's more complicated than that," Asami answered, taking in a deep breath, "it's more of an arranged marriage bit."

 

"Oh," Elle said, "old man finally got to you?"

 

"Yep," Asami affirmed, "but... she's fine, she's sweet."

 

"Is she just fine fine or is she fiiiiiine?" Elle asked in a teasing manner.

 

Asami rolled her eyes, cheeks flushing just a tiny bit. "...yes." She answered in a non-committal tone.

 

"Ha! Good one," Elle said, "well I'm dying to meet her then!  Did you want me to invite our old friends?"

 

"Yes please," Asami said, grinning.

 

"Awesome, I'll see who's in town." Elle said. "I'm excited! See you later Sams!"

 

"Bye Elle, see ya," she said, hanging up, still with a huge smile on her face.

 

"College chick to the rescue?" Mako asked as she walked back into the apartment.

 

"College chick to the rescue." Asami affirmed.

 


 

Korra was pretty excited about her invitation to Asami's birthday party. In all honesty, she wasn't one to offer free massages, she just wanted to get Asami to like her better, and she was ecstatic when it worked. She made sure to clear her entire day so that she'll have time to prepare, she made sure that she has something nice to wear, she made sure to get there on time... basically, she made sure everything was perfect.

 

Also, Opal was coming too as Bolin's plus one, so she would at least know two people there. Still, she wanted to get to know Asami's friends better. Maybe even win them over, who knows? She was charming enough.

 

She even made sure to come exactly on time, just incase she and Asami got some alone time–

 

Bolin opened the door for her. "Korra! You're late!"

 

She blinked. "What? No way," she checked her clock, "it's ten thirty."

 

"Yeah, and it all started at ten," Bolin said, than realization seemed to dawn on him, "ohhhhh you know what, sometimes Asami invites people she wants to impress to later hours than everyoneelse... makes total sense."

 

That made a small smile appear on Korra's face. "Asami wants to impress me?" She asked, satasfied with herself.

 

"Duh!" Bolin laughed. "Come in! I'll go get her."

 

Korra entered the apartment, closing the door behind her. She could spot Mako and Opal with Mako's husband, and that's all the people she recognized currently. Other than that, she had a bunch of people she never saw.

 

Bolin was nowhere to be seen, but a moment later Asami came over. She was fucking dazzling, it melted Korra's brain every single time. She had to take a deep breath to calm her nerves, but it didn't help at all. The moment Asami tackled Korra into a hug, her last three braincells committed suicide.

 

"You made it!" She beamed. "Thanks for coming."

 

"Thanks for inviting me," Korra answered, smiling back, "sorry I'm late." She said, raising an eyebrow, testing Asami.

 

"No, no... my friends just... like to come early," Asami lied, badly.

 

"Sure they do," Korra sarcastically said.

 

If Asami caught the sarcastic note to her tone, she didn't show it. She ignored Korra's remark completely and placed a hand on her shoulder. "C'mon, I'll introduce you to everyone."

 

She then led them to where a bunch of people gathered, including the few people she already knew and a few she had never seen. She was a little nervous, but Asami seemed to br pretty chill about everything, which was a rare occurrence. Asami started the introductions a moment after saying hi to everyone, and Korra smiled throug her anxiousness.

 

"You know Mako and Bolin," Asami said, "and this is Elle and Ki, my friends from college. Guys, this is my fiancée Korra."

 

Woah. Big introduction there. Korra didn't remeber if Asami had ever formaly introduced her as her 'fiancée'. Of course, she was Asami's fiancée, but Asami acknolowging it felt... nice.

 

"Friends from college huh?" Korra chuckled. "Friends with a twelve year old?"

 

"Fifteen. Don't make this creepy," Ki chuckled.

 

"Okay," Asami didn't seem to be to be listening, "you want anything to drink?"

 

"Wine would be great," Korra smiled her way, "thanks."

 

"You're welcome!" Asami beamed, going on her way.

 

"So, any embarrassing stories about Asami from college?" Korra immediately asked when Asami left. "For the wedding?"

 

"A few, but you absolutely can never mention those  to Asami," Elle chuckled, taking a sip from her beer.

 

"Why not?" Asked Korra, confused.

 

"Oh, we don't about college," Mako shook his head.

 

"She never lets us," Bolin explained.

 

"Why?" Korra was still confused, even after their explanations. "I assumed she had it pretty easy in college."

 

Elle snorted. "Who the hell has it easy in college?"

 

"Wasn't she like... a prodigy child?" Korra asked. "If she was smart enough to be in college at that age..."

 

"Oh, she was smart enough to attend college when she was wayyyy younger," Bolin laughed, "she just didn't want to."

 

"Wait, she didn't want to?" Korra asked, baffled. "Like, even before she had a rough time in college, she didn't even want to attend?"

 

"She didn't say that," Bolin shrugged, "but it was pretty obvious."

 

"How so?" Korra asked.

 

"Good question!" Mako called out with a fake smile. "How about I visualize it for you?"

 

"Oh no. What have you done?" Bolin groaned.

 

"What did I do?" Korra asked, genuinely confused.

 

"He is deeply traumatized by this whole thing." Bolin answered, sighing.

 

"It was my birthday!" Mako exclaimed. "Don't invalidate my feelings!"

 

"Sorry," Bolin threw his hands up in surrender, "go ahead."

 

"It was my birthday," Mako repeated,  speaking in an overly dramatic tone, "we were celebrating and we were having the time of our lives."

 

"We were having the time of our lives," Bolin agreed, affirming his statement.

 

"But, then Hiroshi walked in, with a huge ass grin..." Mako said seriously.

 

Seeing the confused look on Korra's face, Bolin clarified.  "We were celebrating at his mansion," he told her, "they have a pool and our living situation at the time was... complicated."

 

"Bolin, are you telling this story or am I?" Mako snapped at him, annoyance written all over his face.

 

"I'm sorry bro, go on." Bolin said with an apologetic smile.

 

"Hiroshi told her she got accepted into college," Mako continued, as if he was never intrupted, "and you could literally the color of Asami's face drains."

 

"She was pretty upset by it," Bolin whispered.

 

"And we spent the rest of the day just... crying." Mako said, his lips pressed together, "she didn't want to go, and we didn't want her to leave. It was all Hiroshi."

 

"Somehow I didn't take Hiroshi to be that guy." Korra said, eyebrows furrowed together.

 

"Hiroshi is a good guy, and a good father. He's just not a perfect one," Bolin said, "I don't think he even knows that she didn't want to go to college, I guess he didn't want to see it."

 

"What kind of fifteen year old would want to go to college?" Ki mused.

 

"Um," Korra tried to think back to when she was fifteen, but it was a hard comparison to make. At the time, all she cared about was becoming a soldier and make her family proud. She definitely didn't think she'd go to college, and if she did it wouldn't be for physical therapy...

 

But then it hit her. When she was fifteen all she wanted to do was become a soldier to make her family proud.

 

"Did she even want to be a mechnical engineer?" Korra then asked, after having imagined herselfin the situation.

 

"Who knows?" Mako shrugged. "She was always so driven and she was under immense pressure from her dad, I don't think she ever considered other options." He said, a little sadly.

 

"Yeah, I know what that's like..." Korra mumbled.

 

The conversation had been intrupted when Asami has then returned, no wine, just a confused look on her face as she approached the gaang.

 

"Korra, was I supposed to get you anything?" Asami asked, half whispering and scratching her head.

 

"Uh, wine?" Korra answered, feeling just as baffled as Asami looked. "Are you okay?"

 

"Ohhh that's right!" Asami seemed to have  finally remembered remembered. "I'm fineeeee just got a little side tracked." She excused, and once again, it was very unbelievable.

 

Korra squinted her eyes in suspicion, examining her carefully. Asami's cheeks were flushed, and for a moment Korra thought that it was a symptom of embarrassment Asami, but then it clicked.

 

"Just how drunk are you?" Korra asked in amusement.

 

"Me? Drunk? Pffftttt..." Asami tried to deny it, but after seeing that Korra wasn't buying it, she broke her act. "That obvious?"

 

"So obvious." Korra laughed, "it's okay, I'll get my own wine, no worries."

 

"Noooo! I'll get it for you, I'm the hostess." Asami said as if she was stating a fact. "I can do this!"

 

"You sure it's a good idea?" Korra asked, folding her arms.

 

"I'll look out for her," Mako volunteered, "c'mon babes, let's go."

 

"I don't need a babysitter." Asami complained.

 

"I'm not a babysitter, I just wanted to hang out with you." Mako excused. "You coming or what?"

 

"Oh," Asami blinked, "Okay then."

 

Korra couldn't help but chuckle as the two walked away. She couldn't believe she didn't notice how drunk Asami was immediately. Her walking was more crooked then her sexual orientation.

 

"Has Her alcohol endurance always been crap?" She jokingly asked Elle.

 

Elle shrugged, grinning. "Most of my endurance has developed in college, and she didn't exactly have a crazy college experience like we did." She replied.

 

More like you did. Korra thought to herself,  but she didn't say it out loud. "What a nerd," Korra chuckled, "when I was sixteen I drunk more then I do nowadays."

 

"Oh dude, she was such a nerd!" Elle laughed. "She used to pull all nighters day after day even though she was done with every task she got. She was two years ahead of class when junior year was over!"

 

"I'm not even surprised," Korra shook her head, "must've been a nightmare being her roommate."

 

"Trust me, it was," Elle smirked, taking a sip out of her drink. "I truly despised her at first."

 

"Oh, you were her roommate?" Korra asked, eyebrows raised.

 

"I was," Elle affirmed, "I wasn't the best roommate to he honest, I don't think I realized how rough I was on her until we became friends."

 

"How did you two become friends then?" Korra questioned.

 

"It's a long story, and it's really not my place to tell it honestly," Elle shook her head, "let's just say that I thought everything came easy to her, until my eyes opened and I saw how people really treated her."

 

"If students treated her so badly, why didn't she tell anyone?" Korra furrowed her eyebrows in confusion. "Her professors, or the dean or something?"

 

"Because they hated her too," Elle answered with a sad smile, "Asami was... well, she's a fucking genius, and she definitely didn't need professors to get her degree, she could've done it all on her own." Elle explained. "I remeber how they used to direct some of the toughest questions in existense at her, only for her to easily answer it with concepts that they couldn't even understand. Long story short, they were threatened by the poor girl."

 

"That sounds..." Korra searched for the right words. "...lonely."

 

"She was," Elle confirmed, "her intelligence may be a gift, but at least back then it was such a burden..."

 

Before Korra could reply, Mako and Asami came into Korra's sight. Except, they weren't approaching them. Instead, Mako was leading Asami to her room, and Asami seemed to be pretty dizzy.

 

"Oh boy," Korra mumbled, "I should probably go help."

 

"I'll come with you," Elle nodded, chugging the rest of her drink.

 

"Nah, I got this, no worries." Korra brushed her off. "You enjoy the party, okay? I'll call for you if I need any help."

 

"Oh, okay sure," Elle answered, "I guess I should go refill this then," she laughed, gesturing towards her now empty glass and walking away.

 

Korra pursed her lips together, worried.  She made her way towards the door to Asami's bedroom, knocking gently on the half opened door, opening it slowly and walking inside.

 

"Oh, great, Korra's here!" Mako told Asami, smiling. "I'll go get you some water, kay babe? Korra will keep you company."

 

Asami nodded, her gaze dropping to the ground as soon as Mako left, almost like she was averting Korra's eyes.

 

"I really am fine," Asami said after a few moments of silence, "I just got dizzy. Sorry you have to see me like this."

 

"Hey, if we're gonna get married one day I should be able to handle seeing you in any condition," Korra joked.

 

She expected Asami to be annoyed with her, but Asami surprised her with a genuine giggle. It made Korra feel pretty good about herself, and Asami looked really pretty like this. Though, Asami always looked pretty, so it wasn't a big deal.

 

She was lying, it was a big deal.

 

"Wanna sit with me?" Asami asked sheepishly, tapping the empty space on the bed besides her. "I'm not ready to go back just yet."

 

Korra took that offer without hesitation, sitting down next to Asami. As soon as she did, Mako had returned with the water. Seeing the two of them together had gotten him a little flustered, and he basically just handed Asami the water and excused himself away. It made Asami giggle and almost spill her water, that if Korra didn't grab the glass and stabilize it.

 

"C'mon, drink up," Korra laughed, raising Asami's glass towards her lips, "I'm gonna need you to drink the whole thing."

 

"Noo! I'm gonna be sick!" Asami resisted, still full on giggling.

 

"Take in small sips then, so that you wouldn't puke," Korra ordered, once again bringing it closer to Asami.

 

This time, Asami actually took the glass. With an eyeroll of course, but all Korra cared about was that she took it and drunk from it. Everything else was a minor inconvenience.

 

"Better?" Korra smiled softly at her.

 

Asami nodded. "A little," she answered, returning a small smile to Korra, "why do I get the feeling you took care of a lot of drunk people in your life?"

 

Korra laughed. "You're not wrong. I was always the coherent responsible friend in college." She informed Asami, making her chuckle.

 

"Sameeeee," Asami stretched out with a goofy smile, "but I was a fricking child. What's your excuse?"

 

Korra hesitated, and Asami must've recognized it because she quickly withdrew her question. "I'm sorry, that's nosey of me, I shouldn't have asked."

 

"No, it's fine," Korra mumbled, slightly uncomfortable, "I was just medicated at the time, so I couldn't drink."

 

Asami had a lot of follow up questions, it was practically written all over her face, but she didn't dwell on the subject. Something Korra was very grateful for. Instead, she just very slowly laid on her back, gesturing for Korra to join. She felt a little awkward about it, but she figured it would be weirder if she continued to sit while Asami was laying down. So, she did. They didn't touch each other, nor did they look at each other, but it was still quite nice. Korra always felt a little bit warmer around Asami, but it was probably just the climate in Republic City.

 

"So," Korra spoke again after a few minutes of silence, "I just told you my deepest darkest secret," she then joked, "I feel like it's your turn."

 

While Korra mostly meant it as a joke, she found herself intrigued about Asami's possible answer. After hearing so much about her time in college, she couldnt help but wonder if she's now about to hear more about that. Or perhaps something else. That, if Asami chose to tell her, of course.

 

Asami snorted. "Deepest darkest secret? That's the best you got?"

 

Not really. "Is being high for the entirety of college not good enough for you?" Korra said cynically.

 

"Eh, I have so many deepest darkest secrets I don't know which one is the most juicy," Asami said with a smirk.

 

"I'm all ears, city girl." Korra laughed.

 

The two fell to silence once again, but it wasn't a bad thing. It gave Korra a second to appreciate the situation; Asami next to her, the two of them getting along... that's all she wanted with Asami, and for once she wasn't pessimistic about the future at all, all she could feel this excitement.

 

Korra squinted her eyes shut ad breathed in through her nose. She drowned in Asami's perfume, and she didn't mind that even I'm the slightest. She could hear Asami's breathing softly from besides her, and she wondered whether or not Asami had accidentally fallen asleep, or was she awake? She contemplated checking, but she was too comfortable to move.

 

But Asami didn't fall asleep, and it was proven to Korra when after a few more minutes of silence, Asami spoke again.

 

"I don't miss my mom."

 

Korra opened her eyes immediately, turning her head to look at Asami, who was staring at the ceiling, playing with her fingers nervously and not meeting Korra's gaze. It took her a moment to realize that Asami was answering her question– what is your deepest, darkest secret? She had been so calm and content and in the moment, that she had forgotten about it completely.

 

"Well, that's... valid." Korra blinked, unsure of what to say.

 

Asami shrugged. "I dont mean it in a bad way, y'know?" She added. "I'm sure she was great, but..."

 

"But what?" Korra asked, curious.

 

"But she's a complete stranger." Asami mumbled. "I have absolutely zero memories of her. If we didn't have so many photos of her, I'd probably wouldn't even know how much I ressemble my mom."

 

"That makes sense," Korra said, "you were very young when she... well, y'know. I honestly don't remeber anything from six years old."

 

"My therapist thinks I don't remember because I don't want to remeber," Asami continued on, mumbling quietly, "he says that I can't process my trauma if I don't try and connect with her."  She then groaned. "Great, now I want another drink."

 

"I think you're good," Korra chuckled, smiling kindly at her, "thanks for feeling comfortable enough to tell me, I'm sure it's not easy."

 

"The vodka makes it easier," Asami joked.

 

Korra laughed, shaking her head. "You make a fun drunk, city girl."

 

"You too," Asami grinned at her.

 

"I'm stone cold sober Sami," Korra said amused.

 

Asami didn't seem phased though, she just looked away and started playing with her hair. "You're still a fun drunk, from what I remeber..."

 

"What are you talking about?" Korra blinked, eyebrows furrowed together in confusion. "You mean like, from when we first met...?"

 

"Nono," Asami shook her head furiously, "not that, but I can't tell you."

 

"Oh, okay," Korra answered in a slightly disappointed overtone.

 

"Okay I'll tell you!" Asami jumped around to face her, giving Korra a heart attack. "Do you remeber our time at the bar after our first date?"

 

"Umm, barely," Korra admitted sheepishly after her heart finally started beating again, "why?"

 

"Because," Asami said  half whispering, "we made out in the bathroom."

 

Korra felt like she was struck by lightning. "What?" She said, shocked.

 

Asami nodded. "We made out in the bathroom," she repeated  "and it was like, sooooo hot y'know what I'm saying?"

 

"I'm sorry, what?" Korra continued in disbelief. "Like, you and me? Me like... Korra?"

 

"Yeah!" Asami giggled, covering her mouth. "Oh God, sober me is going to regret this sooo much."

 

"I can't believe you didn't tell me!" Korra scolded, yet at the same time she couldn't help but smile a little. Score!

 

"I'm sorryyyy I was embarrassedddd!" Asami's laugh echoed throughout the room. "We talked about our date and how we didn't kiss then you kissed me and next thing I know we're in the bathroom and are mere minutes away from fucking."

 

"Uh," great, now Korra was blushing. Hopefully Asami was too drunk to notice. "And did we...?" She said, unsure if she wanted Asami's answer to that question.

 

"Nope," Asami popped, "you chickened out."

 

"Oh, well that's..." good? She wasn't sure what was the right thing to say. Somehow, she found herself in this type of situation a lot more ever since she met Asami. "So... um... what now?"

 

"Now," Asami suddenly sounded serious, "you cuddle me, bitch."

 

Even though Korra was baffled and lost in the scenario she was in, she couldn't help but laugh on scoot over to Asami, who lifted herself and allowed Korra to place her arm there. She took in a deep breath as she enveloped Asami, who was now laying on her side, bringing their bodies together with a comfortable sigh, her eyes closing on their own.

 

Then, Asami broke their silence.

 

"I'll go to the south with you," she said.

 

Korra opened her eyes, suprised Asami even remembered their conversation from a few weeks ago.

 

"Yeah?" Korra couldn't help but smile.

 

"Yeah," Asami said decisively.

 

"I'm going to head to the south like, a week or two before the wedding y'know." Korra had mentioned, just incase Asami didn't remember.

 

"I know, that's what I meant," Asami said sheepishly, fiddling around with a peice of stray hair in her hand, "I'll go with you. I could use a break from work anyways." She joked.

 

"You're lucky you like your job," Korra said, not because she believed what she said, but because she wanted to see if she was right.

 

Asami stayed silent for a while, and her hands stilled. Minutes later, Asami had muttered a small 'yeah', which gave Korra all the answers she needed.

 

However, she decided that this wasn't the time nor the setting to open the subject. Maybe later into their relationship, or... whatever this was. Right now, all she wanted was to keep holding Asami, and she was content with just that.

  







10. Nutella Pancakes

Notes for the Chapter:I'm not really one to talk about serious subjects, but the recent reality of the world is getting scarier and scarier. All I'll say about it is:

Jewish people around the world; please stay safe. A wave of antisemitic attacks is upon us once again, and it's affecting every one of us, no matter where you live.

On another note, happy Passover, Ramadan or whatever holiday you celebrate that's near, and let's all hope for a more peaceful holiday💜




    
    Asami was feeling trapped.

 

Like, physically, she was trapped. Her body was pressed against Korra, her strong hands gripping Asami for dear life. She didn't necessarily mind that, except she really needed to pee and it's been like, two hours.

 

Besides, not that she wasn't comfy, just... why was Korra sleeping in her bed?

 

She tried slipping out of Korra's death-hug again, and yelped when Korra just tightened her grip and held her even closer. Mumbling something in her sleep.

 

So, Asami had two choices here; either she woke Korra up, or she accepted that this was her new life.

 

She was leaning towards the second option.

 

"Don't go..." Korra then said, sleep still laced in her tone.

 

"Uh..." Asami wasn't sure if Korra was sleep talking or if she finally woke up. "Are you talking to me?"

 

Korra didn't answer, she just muttered a few things Asami couldn't make out.

 

"Suro no." She then said, a little more loudly.

 

Asami raised an eyebrow at that. Who the fuck is Suro, and how dare Korra dream about her right now?

 

"Korra?" Asami raised her tone, trying to wake her up so that she could interrogate her.

 

"Shhhhhh..." Korra whispered, holding Asami so tight her biceps flexed and pressed firmly against Asami's torso.

 

"Korra." She tried waking her up again, her voice hoarse from the lack of oxygen currently in her system. "Korra!"

 

Korra woke up with a sharp gasp and jumped backwards, disattaching herself from Asami. In a matter of seconds, she was already up on her feet and in a fighting stance, only breaking it after a few moments of Asami staring at her in complete confusion.

 

"Oh my God." Korra splattered nervously, looking paler than ever. "I am so sorry! I must've fallen asleep a-and I dreamt about... and my instincts kicked in and I just grabbed you!"

 

Okay, a bit of an overreaction on her part?

 

"It's... alright..." Asami said, pulling herself up. "Who's Suro?"

 

"S-Suro?" Korra's voice shook. "She was in my unit. S-she's the one who's wedding we're attending."

 

It took Asami a moment to realize that Korra's voice wasn't shaking, Korra was shaking. And suddenly, it hit her; Korra wasn't having a wet-dream about some other girl, Korra had a flashback.

 

Instantly, Asami stood up as well. She wasn't sure if physical touch would help or worsen things, but she needed to get Korra seated down, and she lacked other options.

 

"Hey," she placed her hands on each of Korra's shoulders, "take a deep breath, okay? Sit down, you're safe here."

 

Korra nodded in agreement, her bottom lip quivering as she let Asami gently push her down to a sitting position. She was clearly distraught, and didn't say anything. She only looked at Asami with big, hopefull, puppy eyes and... God, it made Asami want to hug her forever and protect her from any harm.

 

"I'm gonna make you some tea, okay?" Asami asked her softly. "And um... how do you feel about burnt pancakes?"

 

That question made Korra crack a weak smile, and instantly Asami smiled back. "Can you make them not burnt?" Her voice may have been small, but the sarcastic tone to it was unmistakeable.

 

"Probably not," Asami joked, "I'll try my best though. Okay?"

 

"Wait." Korra stopped her before Asami could turn around and leave. Her face slowly gaining back it's color. "Can I..?"

 

"Can you what?" Asami asked, confused.

 

"Can I... come with you?" She sheepishly asked. "I... don't wanna be alone right now."

 

Asami smiled warmly at her. "Sure, you can join me," and just in case that sounded too sentimental, Asami added; "princess."

 

Korra laughed, and it felt really good. Asami was seriously proud of herself for that. She took Korra's hand and helped her up, after that she meant to just let go of her, but Korra held her in a death grip (this girl is honestly too strong), so Asami just brushed it off and led her to the kitchen, sitting her down near the counter and walking away. She set up a tea pot and took out a bowl for the pancake mix, placing it on the counter. Next, she proceeded to search for the actual pancake mix, scratching her head as she did so.

 

"I swear I  had some left..." Asami mumbled, confused.

 

"What are you looking for?" Korra asked.

 

"Pancake mix," Asami answered, still staring at her open cabin, as if she was expecting the pancake mix to magically appear.

 

"You mean like, ingredients?" Korra tilted her head.

 

"Yes, one ingredient, and its store-bought pancake mix." Asami chuckled.

 

"Okay, that's it," Korra stood up, "I'll make the pancakes. Store bought mix taste like shit anyways."

 

"And what's your plan? Make pancakes from scratch?" Asami folded her arms.

 

"Yeah, pretty much," Korra shrugged, than glanced behind her shoulder and quickly returned to look at Asami, "I could use the distraction anyways."

 

Asami didn't question this, she just took out the ingredients Korra had instructed her to and brought them to Korra. Korra hadn't said much other than that, and Asami was fine with the silence. She liked quiet morning, yet somehow, Korra's presence didn't bother her.

 

And that's how they spent the next hour or so, Korra was working hard making the pancake batter, and Asami was just quietly admiring what she thought was surely the most beautiful... pancakes... she had ever seen. She was nervous, Asami could tell. Every once in awhile Korra would look behind her shoulder and search around the room, until her gaze fell on Asami and she would instantly turn back. It was kind of adorable really, the way Korra would smile shyly at her whenever they locked eyes.

 

"Here," Korra handed her a small piece of a pancake, "try this."

 

Asami didn't hesitate, she grabbed the food and placed it in her mouth, eyebrows raised as the flavor hit her tongue.

 

"Damn..." she whispered under her breath.

 

"Told ya," Korra said, flipping one of the pancakes on her pan.

 

"When we get married you're gonna have to make me pancakes every day," Asami said with a mouth full of bliss.

 

That actually made Korra crack a smile. "Deal."

 

Not long after, Korra placed the last pancake onto the plate and filled up the now empty bowl with water. Asami was actually pretty impressed with how polite she was, it was a pretty nice gesture.

 

In the meanwhile, Asami moved the pancakes from the kitchen counter to the dining table, salivating as she imagined eating them. She then started to set up the table, baffled as she walked into the kitchen and saw Korra grab a jar of Nutella.

 

"What are you doing?" She asked, raising an eyebrow.

 

"Oh, right, people in Republic City don't eat Nutella pancakes," Korra shook her head, "you guys are so weird."

 

"You're eating Nutella with pancakes and I'm weird?" Asami chuckled.

 

She put the jar down on the dining table. "Just wait 'til you try it, city girl, it's gonna change your world."

 

Asami laughed. "Fine," she answered, "but I gotta go to the bathroom real bad. You distracted me with pancakes!"

 

"I'll wait," Korra smiled gently at her, sitting down.

 

The moment Asami left, Korra's smile dropped, and the next breath she took came out as a shudder. She willed herself not to look from the corner of her eye, already knowing she was still there, as she was the whole morning. She didn't even have to look to be sure, Korra could feel her presence.

 

"You're not real," she mouthed, as to not alert Asami, "you're not real."

 

"I used to be."

 

Korra closed her eyes, but it didn't help. While she didn't have hallucinations frequently nowadays, much less visual ones, she still knew the character lurking in the shadows by heart. She knew the white uniforms colliding her own brown skin, stained with red. She remembered the m16, the vest filled with medical supplies and ammunition. Korra remembered the white helmet and army boots she wore, and how both of them contained a name tag incase her body was found and was unrecognizable. And she remembered the hair, the wolf tails that hunted her to the point she could never bring herself to grow them out again.

 

But most of all, she could never forget the way her own blue eyes seemed so frightening.

 

Suddenly, something soft gently touched her hand, and she opened her eyes to meet Asami's concerned ones.

 

"Are you alright?" She asked, not letting go of Korra's hand.

 

And somehow, that was really comforting.

 

"Yeah," she said, smiling weakly at her, "just tired."

 

"Oh, that makes sense," Asami nodded, sitting down before her, "sorry I made you make the pancakes."

 

Korra snorted. "You have nothing to apologize for, I wanted to make those for you."

 

"Good," Asami grinned, "because I'm not actually sorry. Those look delicious."

 

Korra laughed. "You greedy bastard."

 

Asami rolled her eyes, but smirked despite it. "Although, what's the deal with the Nutella? Where did it even come from?"

 

Korra shrugged. "That's just how we eat it in the south. I can't stand butter pancakes, they don't hold up."

 

"Huh, so different cultures eat pancakes differently?" Asami thought aloud. "I guess I never thought about it."

 

"Neither did I, until someone tried feeding me that abomination you guys call food," Korra answered.

 

"Dramatic much?" Asami chuckled.

 

"Try it and tell me," Korra said with a cocky smile.

 

Asami squinted her eyes in suspicion, her gaze locked on Korra while she was spreading Nuttela on her pancakes, cutting them up and placing a bite inside her mouth. While chewing, her expression shifted, and Korra was unable to read it.

 

"What?" Korra asked.

 

"You were right to be dramatic." Asami said, her tone serious.

 

And for the first time today, Korra wholeheartedly laughed.

 

Korra just barely got into the cab without falling flat on her face. She was exhausted, but content. It's been a good night, she even managed to charm a phone number out of a few girls. God it's been a while since she got laid...


 

"It's good to be home," she concluded,  


 

"Ya think?" Suro smirked from the other sit. "Man I'm waisted..."


 

"Forty days at sea, and we ain't even in the navy," Korra complained, "all thanks to the fucking north."


 

"The fucking north dude," Suro nodded in agreement. 


 

"I hate them! Every year we have to endure the same bullshit because they want to unite the tribes?" Korra groaned. "Take a hint fucker, we're not intrested!"


 

"Yeah! Tensions are rising and we have to spend more than a month on a fricking ship protecting our territory? Fuck the North." Suro agreed.


 

"Fuck. The. North." Korra emphasized.


 

The ride wasn't long, and the moment they both stepped out of the vehicle the car vanished, without them even having to pay. This was great news actually, given how expensive cabs were in the south due to the fact that practically no one had a car or a license in the south. Just a happy ending to an already great evening. And for the first time in a long time, Korra slept like a baby.


 



 

"Did you mean what you said?"


 

Asami had no idea what Korra was talking about, she didn't say anything. The two were washing dishes together in silence, and before that they discussed the differences between pancakes in their cultures, coming to the obvious conclusions that Nutella beats everything and it doesn't necessarily mean that watertribe culture is better than hers (though, it totally was).


 

"You're gonna have to be a little more specific than that," Asami answered, handing Korra another plate to dry.


 

"Last night," she elaborated shyly, "when you said you'll come to the south with me?"


 

In all honesty, Asami only had a foggy memory of that.


 

"Sure, why not?" Asami shrugged, smiling playfully at Korra.


 

"Yeah, but like..." Korra continued, hesitant. "The wedding is in another three weeks, and I'm going to the south a week from now. Do you wanna come with me?"


 

What went through Asami's mind was; a two weeks long getaway with you? Sign me up!


 

What she actually said was: "a two weeks long getaway? Sign me up!"


 

"Okay," Korra smiled brightly at her, "then its setteled."


 

"It is," Asami chuckled.


 

"So I'm buying us plain tickets," Korra announced, "no backsies."


 

"Backsies?" Asami snorted, "did you want a pinky promise too?"




Korra raised an eyebrow at Asami's remark, then she lifted her pinky. Her expression looked as if she was challenging Asami to take it.

 

Asami had to bite back a smile as she complied.

 


 

Korra's alarm was much louder then she ever remembered it to be. She tossed around in bed, hoping it would just stop on its own. When it didn't, she threw her hand onto her phone, trying to turn it off.

 

Yet, it still didn't stop.

 

This was like Korra's worst nightmare.

 

Come to think of it... why did she set up am alarm when she was on vacation?

 

A loud 'boom' made her jump on her feet, finally waking up. Her heart was beating in her chest, and she basically ran over to the locked cabinet in which she kept her gun at. She grabbed it with one hand and sprinted out of her room.

 

"Mom!" She called, freaking out. "Dad?"

 

"Korra! Over here!"

Immediately she changed direction, running towards her father's voice and crashing both her parents with a big hug the moment she found them.

 

"What the hell is going on?" She asked, her voice an octave higher than it usually was.

 

"It's the North," her father seriously said, "I just got the call before the bomb alert started, they declared war overnight."

 

"They're on the other side of the world! How can they already be here?!" Korra half yelled.

 

"Bomb shelter first! Explanations later!" Her mom shouted, grabbing the two by their wrists and dragging them towards the shelter. Everyone in the south had access to bomb shelters, given how often the north and the south got into conflicts in the past.

 

But it has been quiet for years! There was always talks about war, and tensions rose yearly, but... actual war? It's been... years.

 

Korra wouldn't wait even to catch her breath, she demanded answers as soon as they stepped foot inside the shelter.

 

"I was at the border two days ago." She said. "How could this happen? How could they already be here?"

 

"They must've declared war only after sending their troops, and only the aircrafts had made it here," her father explained.

 

"Why is this happening?" Korra mumbled. "What the hell happened?"

 

"We don't know," her mom said, visibly shook.

 

"They're calling back all the southern troops," her father told her, "I'm sorry Korra, I know how much you waited to finally be at home."

 

Korra's mind was racing, she wasn't able to grasp everything. War, an actual war had unraveled, in her home town, in her country. Her people were in actual danger, everyone she she loved, her family and friends...

 

She could never let anything happen to them. And as a soldier, she could make sure of it.

 

Everything had to turn out okay, and she would die to make sure of it.

 



 

"...After months of rising tensions between the two sister tribes, the northern water tribe had declared war over the southern water tribe. Over night, the north had sent dozens of aircraft carriers to the other tribe, and had started to vigorously bomb their territory. Some are linking this recent outbrake to what seemed to be a recording of the southern chief's daughter speaking of matters with the north, taken in secrecy while she was intoxicated just two nights ago."


 

"...I hate them! Every year we have to endure the same bullshit because they want to unite the tribes? Take a hint fuckers, we're not intrested!"


 

"There was no official statement from the south about this Civil War, we can do nothing but hope that innocent lives may be spared from this brutal conflict."


 

Asami watched the news carefully, eyebrows furrowed together in confusion. What the fuck was wrong with the world? A war? Why? How would it help? Fucking politicians...


 

She turned the news off when they moved to a different story, she didn't care for it anyways. Her dad just forgot to turn the TV off, like always. How could this man be one of the smartest people alive is beyond her.


 

And as if on cue, her father emerged into the room.


 

"Have you heard the news?" He called, placing his keys in the keys bowl (that she got him, so that he would stop losing his keys).


 

"It was hard not to, you left the television on, again." Asami answered.


 

"Your old man is a lost cause darling," he answered, "but did you?"


 

"About the war? Yeah," Asami crossed her arms, "I didn't get why it's called a civil war though, those are two separate countries- or um... tribes?"


 

"Oh, it's because the news is racist." Hiroshi joked.


 

"How woke of you," Asami said cynically. 


 

"It's just that the North still has a mandate over the south," he explained, "so technically speaking, those are not actually separate entities, although they act as such."


 

"Huh," she mumbled, "odd."


 

"Very." He agreed. "Anyways, I'm sending a delegation to the south on behalf of Future Industries. First aid and aircrafts and such. So, I won't be home for the next few days."


 

"Ohhhh," Asami got really excited for a moment, "can I come?"


 

"... to a country in a war?" Her father repeate, confused.


 

"Yeah! I wanna help!" She nodded vigorously. 


 

"As I said, this is a delegation on behalf of Future Industries," her dad's tone shifted, "and the implication is that you need to be a part of Future Industries to attend..."


 


    Ugh, this again?
  


 

"Are we really having this conversation? Again?" She rolled her eyes.


 

"I just don't get it Asami," he genuinely did sound confused, which just annoyed Asami more, "you are one of the brightest minds of this century. Heck, you're already smarter than all of my colleagues combined. You would do wonders in Future Industries!"


 

Asami pinched the bridge of her nose. "I've heard this speech before dad, we talked about this!"


 

"All I'm saying is, you'd really realize your potential there, and I want that for you." He said softly. "I want you to find yourself, I  want you to grow and be happy, to have an easy and beautiful life..." he then sighed. "You just... you look so confused recently, jumping from one thing to the next... I want to help you."


 

Of course she was confused! She was still figuring herself out! She had this degree she never even wanted, and this profession she knew nothing, yet everything about. She took new courses, learned new things, participated in mma championships... she was just stalling. Stalling because for the first time in her life she was actually living. She was always studying, she was always busting her ass to become this hotshot engineer she was born to be. And now, at nineteen years old, she finally found time to be a teenager, on a quest to realize who they were. And the longer she tried finding herself, the more dhe realized how foreign her identity was.


 

"I'm not saying I'll never work for Future Industries," she told him, gathering her patience, "I just... I need to do things before. Be a waitress, travel, learn– I'm not even twenty, and I'm not... I'm not ready to start the rest of my life yet. I'm not ready for a grown-up job."


 

"Okay," he nodded, "whatever you feel like is best for you, Asami."


 


    What the hell was the best for her?
  


 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
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11. Two Oblivious  Fuckers
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    "What are you doing here this early?"

 

"What do you mean?" Asami looked at her, confused. "It's the day of the flight."

 

Korra rubbed sleep out of her eyes, looking at her clock. "Its six AM Sams, the flight is in twelfth hours... I havn't even packed!"

 

"Oh shoot, is it really the time?" Asami seemed surprised. "Dunno, I've been awake for hours."

 

"What a sad life you live," Korra said in a serious tone.

 

"Anyways, it's a good thing I'm here given how you didn't pack," Asami said, half scolding, "I mean, the flight is less then twenty four hours away... what were you thinking?"

 

"I was going to wake up at a normal time like a normal person and pack it, what's the big deal?" Korra shrugged as Asami walked in with her suitcase.

 

"What if you miscalculate the time you need to pack and we end up missing our flight?" Asami argued.

 

"Then we take the next one," Korra answered, closing her apartment's door , "but it won't happen, I only really require my bathroom utensils, my nice pantsuit and my switch. I have everyday clothes over there."

 

"That still fit you?" Asami asked, shocked.

 

"Most of them are too big honestly," Korra admitted, "I... lost some of weight after the war."

 

"Okay, so here's what we're gonna," Asami said in a more bossy tone, which Korra did not mind. "We're going to pack you some fine-ass outfits that are your actual size and fit you well, because otherwise compared to me you'll look like a handbag, understood?"

 

"Are you calling me ugly?" Korra asked, faking offense.

 

Asami chuckled. "No," she answered softly, "what I meant was that I really went all out picking my clothes. Seriously, I'm gonna look good as fuck."

 

Immediately, that brought a smile to Korra's face. "Yeah?" She found it easy to believe, Asami always looked really fucking sexy. "You brought nice things to wear for me?"

 

"Hold up," Asami raised her hands, slightly taken aback, "I didn't say I did this for you."

 

"It's in the subtext, honey," Korra said in a teasing manner, "you're taking this vacation because of me, hense everything you do in context to said vacation is because of me. You wanna look good for me, city girl?"

 

"Ew." Asami emphasized, but she wasn't fooling nobody. Korra saw the pink tint to her cheeks. "Don't flatter yourself."

 

"I won't the moment you stop lying to yourself," Korra shot back with a smirk.

 

Asami rolled her eyes. "I'm gonna roam through your closet, see if you have anything nice there," she informed rather than asked, "I'll catch you after that?"

 

"Can I go to sleep in the meantime?" Korra said hopefully.

 

"No." Asami answered, bemused.

 

"But whyyyy?" She whined.

 

"If I have to pack your bag, you gotta suffer too," Asami said, then raised her hands in a fake surrender, "sorry buddy, I don't make the rules."

 

"Well, that's just a plain lie," Korra mumbled, "I'll be here then."

 

"I assumed," Asami said, walking over to Korra's room, "have fun! Or suffer in silence!"

 

Korra rolled her eyes, a small smile playing on her lips. She stood there for a few seconds, contemplating her options of entertainment while Asami did her thing. She also considered helping Asami, since she was packing for her, but she had a gut feeling that her taste or rather lack of taste in fashion would only get in Asami's way.

 

Eventually she figured, if she had to be awake at six AM, then she was gonna be awake at six AM playing Zelda.

 

So, she sat down and turned on her switch, and not long after she was in deep. She was just barely aware of her surroundings, coherent enough to notice Asami approaching from time to time and even answer her questions, but too absorbed in her game to remeber what Asami asked and what her answer was after she left. She wasn't even aware of how much time had past, up until she noticed she was getting pretty hot, and realized it was the sun on her face.

 

She blinked, placing aside her controller and rubbing her eyes. If it was that hot in there, it must mean that it's around ten at the moment. So, it's been four hours already?

 

Those kind of moments really made Korra feel like a time traveler.

 

"Asami? You need any help?" She called towards her room, worrying that she's been a rude host.

 

However, the response sounded much closer then Korra had intimidated. Much closer.

 

"I'm done, actually. What are you playing?"

 

Korra jumped around at that, startling Asami who was literally sitting right next to her. She placed her hand on her heart, trying to calm down from the heart attack Asami just caused her.

 

"How long have you been here?" Korra asked, still heaving.

 

"Like, around an hour now," Asami answered, chuckling, "I even asked you if I can sit with you and you agreed."

 

"I have no memory of that." Korra deadpanned.

 

Asami giggled. "You get really into these games now do you?"

 

"Yeah well..." Korra tried to think of a comeback, unsuccessfuly. "...shut up."

 

"This game has really beautiful views," Asami suddenly changed subjects, turning around to face the television.

 

"Yeah, that's part of the point," Korra affirmed, unsure of where Asami was going with this.

 

"Can I try?" She asked, curious.

 

Korra was struck by the question, leaving her at a loss of words. She had gotten into gaming years ago, back when she couldn't exactly get out and experience stuff on her own. Back then, when she couldn't walk, it gave her new worlds where none of her problems existed.

 

And no one she dated since then had ever shown any type of interest in that hobby (other than Mario Kart, for some reason people really fucking love Mario Kart). She herself was kinda embarrassed of it, she always considered it too niche.

 

No significant other had ever shown any interest in playing video games, other than Asami.

 

...Not that Asami was her significant other or anything, she was just being stupid.

 

"Of course you can," Korra finally found it in her to answer, smiling warmly at Asami and handing her the controller.

 

Asami stared at the controller, eyebrows furrowing in confusion. "Why are there two joysticks? What do you need two for?"

 

"The left one is to move," Korra explained, chuckling at Asami's lack of knowledge in this area, "and the right one is for adjusting the camera angle."

 

Asami stared at her as if she was speaking absolute gibberish. "Camera? But she isn't holding a camera." Asami pointed at the character on screen.

 

Korra snorted. "That's a whole ass man Sam's, and that's not what I meant."

 

"Then what did you mean?" She asked, confused.

 

"Here," Korra reached over Asami to grab the controller from both sides, placing her hands on top of Asami's.

 

"See? You move with this one to move hom," Korra demonstrated by moving the left joystick, "and this one adjusts your view point." She repeated the same thing with the other one. "Better?"

 

Asami looked at her, completly red. "Much better," she answered with a weak smile.

 

Korra was a little confused at her reaction, then what she did had finally dawned on her; she was quite literally held Asami's waist with her forearm, leaving little to no space between the two. Now, Korra couldn't even tease her for blushing, because she herself had transformed onto a fricking tomato upon realizing the position they were in. She contemplated pulling away, but she didn't have the will power to do so. Plus, Asami wasn't pulling away, so why should she?

 

They spent a couple of minutes like that, with Korra trying to explain the game's mechanics and what all the different buttons do, and Asami getting confused every time a new button is pressed.

 

"Okay," Korra said decisively after a few moments, "I think this game is a little too complicated to you at the moment, how about we go with something a little more simple?"

 

"Yeah, okay," Asami breathed put in disappointment, "what are we playing?"

 

Korra, unfortunately had to detach herself from Asami and stand up. "Mario Kart," she told her, setting up the game, "ever played?"

 

"I had that on my wii but I don't remember anything," Asami answered, "isn't it just a racing game though?"

 

"The best racing game, yes." Korra corrected witha grin, handing Asami her spare controller.

 

"You do know my dad has a race track at his home?" Asami chuckled.

 

Korra snorted in response. "Can you throw bombs at people at your race track though?" She asked her teasingly.

 

Asami shrugged. "I mean I could," she joked. "So, how do you play?"

 

Korra smirked at her. "Get ready Sami," she said, "to have one of the best experiences of your life."

 


 

"Again."

 

Korra rubbed her eyes, that were already burning, and chuckled. "It's been like, three hours, I really need to start packing."

 

"I packed you a bag already," Asami waved her off, "I need a win.".

 

"I at least need to look at whatever you packed," Korra said, standing up, "you can play against the computer if you want."

 

"Nooo I need a win against you!" Asami complained. "I don't understand how you keep beating me over and over again!"

Korra laughed. "I've been playing for years! You didn't seriously think that you could beat me, right?"

 

"I'm a racer!" Asami pouted. "I should be able to beat you!"

 

"Tell you what city girl, I'm taking the switch with us to the south so that you can attempt to beat my ass there as much as you'd like, deal?"

 

"I don't get how you plan to pack a whole ass gaming console," Asami said, placing her controller on the table, "but sure."

 

"Check this out," Korra smirked, "it's completely portable, you just pull it out of the charging station." She explained, demonstrating. "See?"

 

While Korra always thought it was pretty cool, she certainly did not expect Asami to look so happy about that gimmick. Maybe a little impressed, but the way Asami's whole face lit up... she was soooo adorable.

"Ohhhh what a patent!" Asami said with a huge smile. "Oh I love useless gimmicks like that. You probably guessed it by now though."

 

"How was I supposed to guess that?" Korra asked, and though she was confused she genuinely couldn't help but smile back. "You never told me that."

 

"But you've been to my garage," Asami answered, confused, "the night your car wouldn't start, remember?"

 

"Yeah, and?" Korra asked.

 

"The whole ass floor was covered with my silly projects," Asami answered as if it was obvious, "I keep making gadgets and I have absoultly nowhere to place them so they just... stay there."

 

At the description, Korra had a faint memory of Asami's messy workshop, filled with... electronic... thingies. She really didn't know much about technology, but imagening Asami building little robots was pretty adorable.

 

"I did wonder why your garage was so messy while your apartment was so... clean." Korra thought out loud.

 

Asami shrugged. "I'm barely there, I'm either working or at my workshop." She explained. "So it just stays clean. But make no mistake, I am a very messy person."

 

Korra snorted. "Somehow I doubt that."

 

"You'll see," Asami stood up, streching, "what time is it?"

 

Korra looked at the clock. "We have five hours until the flight, meaning we have to get ready and leave."

 

Asami sighed. "I guess I don't have time to go home and shower, right?" She said, disappointed. "I feel fucking gross."

 

"No, you don't have time, but you can shower here," Korra suggested.

 

"Really? Isn't it weird?" Asami hesitated.

 

"Werided then sleeping with someone and getting engaged the day later?" Korra teased.

 

"Ugh you are such a uhaul lesbian!" Asami rolled her eyes, smirking.

 

"Just go take a shower, I'll get you a towel." Korra chuckled.

 

Asami punched her shoulder playfully, bypassing her and heading to the shower. Korra used that time to organize her bag a little more, pack up some more warm clothing (Asami apparently didn't have thr slightest clue as to how cold the south could get) and clean up her apartment a little bit. That, until she heard The water turning on, and her brain just stopped working.

 

Because it dawned on her, that on the other side of the door was a very naked Asami taking a very steamy shower. So close, yet just out of reach. And that just caused Korra to stop functioning altogether.

 

And then she heard it.

 

"Korra?"

 

She jumped. Was that Asami? Shower Asami? Calling her?

 

If she was fast she could undress in like, ten seconds.

 

Wait, she was getting ahead of herself again was she?

 

"Yeah?" She answered, her voice breaking halfway.

 

The door cracked open- the door cracked open! Korra immediately dropped whatever she was holding- maybe her phone? And all the blood in her body rushed to her face. She saw Asami's head peeking through the crack, she was smiling awkwardly at Korra, hiding behind the door.

 

"Towel?" She said after a few moments of silence with a toothy grin.

 

Korra mentally slapped her forhead. Duh! She forgot the towel! Ugh why was she not functioning like a normal person around Asami?

 

"I'll go fetch it," she assured walking away.

 

This was going to be a long ass vacation...

 


 

The flight felt shorter then it actually was.

 

Maybe it was the Mario Kart at the beginning of the flight, maybe it was the short nap she took, or maybe it was Korra's head resting on her shoulder for the most of the flight...

 

Probable the latter, there was something really warm and comfortable about the touch they shared.

 

Soon, the flight came to an end, and Korra helped them out of the airport, pretty oblivious to how she turned Asami into a pillow. Asami wasn't really focused, she was mostly distracted by how freaking cold it was there. She was absolutely not prepared for it, she figured it would be cold and packed up a few things but she literally packed one coat for the whole three weeks she was gonna be there! But she wasn't complaining, Korra's coat was really fluffy and comfortable, and it smelled like her. Also, Korra was currently wrapped around her to help her warm up while wearing a tank top, so...

 

She was absolutely not gonna tell Korra she's not cold anymore.

 

"How are you not freezing to death?" Asami asked, because again, Korra was literally wearing nothing but a tank top in the south pole.

 

Korra chuckled. "I grew up here, I'm used to it."

 

"Used to walking around half naked when it's snowing?" Asami teased.

 

"Duh, what did you think, that I never had sex in the south?" Korra replied with a smirk.

 

"I assumed you have heating in the south," Asami said, confused and a little freaked out, "you do have heating, right?"

 

Korra laughed. "Yes, we're not caveman."

 

"That's not what I said," Asami mumbled.

 

"Sure city girl, sure," Korra laughed.

 

The two finally managed to get our of the airport with their luggage (whi ch Korra gracefully carried), and all of that just to be immediately met with flashing lights and some calls. Asami was really caught by surprise at first, but not Korra, Korra just groaned.

 

"Great," she rolled her eyes, "come on, let's go," she told Asami, walking away quickly.

 

"Miss Sato, are you currently seeing miss Korra?"

 

"No comment," Asami said automatically, following Korra.

 

"Miss Korra, have you permanently moved to Republic City? How does your family feel about it?"

 

"Miss Sato, how long will you stay here at the southern water tribe?"

 

"Miss Korra, how is your back?"

 

Huh, odd question...

 

As soon as they slipped away from the press, Korra finally spoke.

 

"I was really hoping that they wouldn't find me this time around," she sighed, "I even ordered the tickets under your name so that they wouldn't be tipped off."

 

Asami had to actively stop herself from slapping her forhead. "You ordered thr tickets under my name?" She said as monotonically as she could bring herself to.

 

"Yeah," Korra simply answered.

 

"Under the name Sato?" Asami continued.

 

"Uh... yeah," Korra blinked, confused.

 

"So let me get this straight," Asami then said, seeing that Korra's really not getting it, "you ordered two tickets under the name Asami Sato, the daughter of a tycoon, who in infamously known for being single?" She finished off, raising an eyebrow.

 

Korra slapped her forhead. "I'm really fucking stupid."

 

"Just a little bit stupid," Asami chuckled, "so, how do we get to your place?"

 

"A cab, duh," Korra chuckled.

 

"I thought you said nobody has a license here in the south," Asami asked, confused.

 

"Except for cab drivers," she explained, "getting a license and a snow vehicle is expensive as fuck since it's not really mass produced, and nobody wants to go through that except cab drivers, then they charge you like crazy..." she trailed off, "I'm pretty sure that's where future industries comes in."

 

"Oh, gotcha," Asami did recall her father attending some meetings regarding snow vehicles, "so, if you can't afford a taxi, how do you get places?" She asked curiously.

 

Korra laughed. "It's easy enough for people who live uphill to ski to where ever they need to get to, and on their way back they take the funicular-"

 

"There's a what?" Asami interjected, with an excited spark in her eyes. "Fuck the cab, we're taking that."

 

"Really?" Korra blinked. "It's a public transport, it's way less convenient."

 

"I don't give a shit, I'm taking that." She said decisively with a big, goofy smile. "Are you joining me, lame-o?"

 

Korra couldn't stop herself from smiling, hard. "As you wish, city girl."

  
Notes for the Chapter:
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12. Breaking Barriers
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    By the time Asami and Korra had landed, gotten on and off the funicular and walked home it was already pretty late. Yet still, her parents were awake, fully dressed and ready to greet them as they arrived at the palace. They huged her and Asami (who was really surprised and unprepared for that) with big smiles. Asami was in a weird haze as they broke apart, but her parents didnt seem to notice that, it was probably a little too late in the day for them. They stayed and the four chatted for a few minutes before Senna yawned loudly and rubbed her eyes.

 

"Tired, mom?" Korra asked.

 

"Well, we only stayed awake to greet you two, so yes," Korra's mother admitted  "it's really to see you, sweetheart."

 

"Thanks mom," Korra smiled at her.

 

"I was talking to Asami," her mom said as if it was obvious, "I see you all the time on FaceTime."

 

"Jee, thanks," Korra mumbled while Asami giggled at the joke.

 

"I'm kidding!" Her mother smiled mischievously. "It's great to see the both of you! But, I think I'm gonna go to bed now."

 

"I'll join you," her dad nodded in agreement. "Korra, I trust that you'll show her around the place?"

 

"I'm sure Asami's way too tired to have a tour right now," Korra said apologetically, "but maybe tomorrow–"

 

"I'm not tired," Asami interjected, "actually I'm pretty jetlagged, are you too tired?"

 

Korra blinked. "Um, no–"

 

"Great, so after you?" Asami grinned.

 

Her father chuckled. "I like this one," he told Senna, smiling.

 

"We have good taste," Senna nodded in agreement.

 

"Ew guys, ew." Korra pinched the bridge of her nose. "Can you two just go to sleep? Good night."

 

"Good night sweetheart," her mom answered, "and you too darling," she turned to Asami.

 

"Oh, uh, same." Asami answered awkwardly.

 

Korra laughed, not used to seeing Asami anything other then confident. She waved her parents goodbye as they left, then placed her hand on Asami's shoulder, making her turn around and face her.

 

"This way city girl," she gently directed her, "I'll show you around."

 

"How sweet," Asami smiled.

 

While the ice palace was pretty grand, Korra didn't feel like it really lived up to the expectations. It was well designed and decorated, but much more... homely then say, Hiroshi's mansion. While she never cared about it, now she felt slightly embarrassed. She never showed the place around to a girl like Asami, and she really wanted to impress her. She was pretty nervous, until Asami interrupted her rumbling with a big smile.

 

"I love it here."

 

Korra blinked, unsure that she heard Asami correctly. "You... what?"

 

"I love it here," Asami repeated, walking to a nearby dresser, looking at the framed pictures resting on it, "it's so... warm."

 

"It's literally freezing," Korra joked, feeling the relief spread across her.

 

"Oh, Shush you." Asami playfully rolled her eyes. "I just meant... it's so... comfortable. It doesn't feel as empty as..."

 

Asami caught herself, her face falling slightly. Korra studied her expression carefully and curiously, trying to catch her eyes, unsuccessfuly. Asami wasn't one to open up often, and though  she had already heard about Hiroshi's feelings towards his house, she never heard it from Asami's point of view. In fact, she didn't hear much from Asami about her life, nothing about her job, childhood, college and adulthood. Most of what she knew came from other sources, and she never knew if those were relyable ones.

 

"As empty as what?" Though Korra was almost certain that she knew the answer, she still decided to ask.

 

No answer had left Asami's mouth, and silence fell upon the two. That, until Asami's expression changed from slightly sad to... confused.

 

"What is that?" She asked, leaning over to grab one of the framed pictures, and Korra's heart immediately stopped.

 

Stopped, because she that while she asked her parents to remove those in the past, she knew they still had some post-war pictures of her somewhere in the house, and she didn't know where those were at the moment.

 

Stopped, because she remembered the content of those pictures, and feared Asami's reaction.

 

Stopped, because she never really told Asami about what had actually happened to her in the war, and how injured she was afterwards. When was there ever a good time to trauma-dump your life story on a person you like? She was getting to get to that, truly, she was planning on telling her. But... well, she never wanted to relive that experience, and she knew Asami would never look at her the same way after that.

 

But when Asami grabbed the photo, and a mischievous smile appeared on her lips, Korra realized she was in a completely different kind of trouble.

 

"Your first bubble bath I presume?" Asami said with an amused eyebrow raised, turning the picture towards Korra.

 

Her entire face immediately turned beet-red.

 

"Oh lord," she mumbled, "this isn't happening."

 

"Oh it totally is," Asami smirked, pulling out her phone, "everyone is gonna love this..."

 

"Hey, what? No!" Korra tried to snatch it away, unsuccessfuly. "Give me that!"

 

"No way princess," Asami dodged, then stretched her arm up, so that Korra wouldn't be able to reach it, "it's mine forever."

 

"That's a real low blow Sato." Korra said with a clenched jaw, faking anger.

 

She snorted. "Literally."

 

"Just give me that!" Korra reached for it, unsuccessfuly.

 

"What, you want this?" Asami opened the phone and showed her the picture, grinning.

 

"Yes," Korra answered, folding her arms together.

 

"Then you're gonna have to catch me first!" Asami stated with a mischievous glint in her eyes, and immediately turned around and bolted away.

 

Korra didn't miss a beat, she started chasing Asami right away, a huge smile plastered on her face. Asami's giggles reaching her ears. Asami was quick, but from her movements while Korra had reason to believe Asami wasn't truly giving it her all, but intentionally trying to be slower.

 

It was almost as if Asami wanted to get caught.

 

Still, Korra didn't immediately catch up to her. Even after years of physical therapy,  she wasn't as fast as she used to be. And while most days she was fast enough, because of the flight it wasn't one of her best days. But, she was still able to run without it looking weird or suspicious, and since Asami hadn't been giving it her all, her slowness today didn't look completely out of place.

 

The palace may have been smaller then Hiroshi's mansion, but that wasn't saying a lot. Quite frankly, the moon was probably smaller then Hiroshi's mansion, and the palace was still pretty big. At least, it was big enough for the chase to last a few minutes. In fact, the chase didn't stop because the two ran out of space, the race ended when Korra almost caught up to Asami, and Asami impulsively entered into the next room in the hallway. Korra quickly followed, starting to close in on Asami. But she didn't give up, with one last effort, Asami tried slipping out through Korra's right side, resulting in her being a little closer to the wall then she may have inticipated. Korra's instincts kicked in, causing her to slamm her hand against the wall and by that block Asami off. Then, she placed her other hand on Asami's other side to completely block her. At that, she smirked, knowing she won and the chase was over.

 

"Gotcha," she half whispered, in a teasing manner.

 

But Asami didn't say anything, and something in her expression shifted. It wasn't that the mischievous glint to her eyes was suddenly gone, but it seemed... diffrent somehow, and the way she looked at Korra...

 

Then she realized that once again, she hadn't been completly aware of the position she put them in. She had no idea why it kept happening to her, why again and again she found herself this close to Asami without intending to, maybe she just felt comfortable enough to do so around Asami. The problem was, that she had no reason to feel this comfortable, and she feared that Asami didn't feel the same way.

 

"I'm sorry," Korra said breathlessly, though she made no effort to pull away. Frozen, perhaps. Or maybe... hopeful.

 

"Are you?" Asami asked, eyebrows clenched together as if she was trying to study Korra.

 

Korra didn't even blink.

 

"Not at all," she truthfully answered.

 

Asami looked at her for a few seconds in silence, and then she started to lean in. At first, Korra thought she was imaging things, but when she felt Asami's breaths on her lips she knew that she wasn't.

 

"good."

 

And then Asami kissed her. Like, actually, properly kissed her. And God she was such a good kisser. They kissed before, but not when Korra was sober enough to notice how soft her lips were, or how warm Asami's mouth felt on top of hers.

 

She kissed back, of course, but she couldn't help but question reality at the moment. It felt like a dream, a good dream, but like she was about to wake up any second now. Asami must've noticed her hesitation, because next thing Korra knew she pulled away, much to her disappointment and relief.

 

"Are you okay?" She asked, visibly nervous but mostly concerned.

 

"Mhm," it came out a little more high pitched than Korra's usual voice.

 

Asami squinted her eyes in suspicion. "Right, and I'm a flying alpaca," she said sarcastically, obviously not buying Korra's answer, "Spill it, what's wrong?"

 

"Nothing!" Korra was quick to assure. "Nothing, that's just it. Nothing is wrong, this is perfect."

 

"Okay," Asami nodded, not getting it.

 

"It's just..." she sighed, "it just seems a little too good to be true, y'know? You... kissing me..."

 

At that, a cocky smile spread across Asami's lips. "Is that so?" She said, her tone so seductive that Korra thought she was gonna drop dead right there.

 

"Don't even," Korra muttered, cheeks burning up.

 

"Question," Asami ignored her, "is this bedroom yours?"

 

"Um," she took a look around, " yeah, why?" Korra blinked, confused.

 

Asami's smile widened, her hand being placed on Korra's chest, before it roughly fisted, grabbing the cloth of her shirt. "Then it does seem a little too good to be true." Asami whispered, backing Korra until the back of her knees hit her bed and she collapsed against the mattress. She didn't even manage to blink, and Asami was already above her, mounting her. It's been so long since she's seen Asami like this, and from this angle, she was even more beautiful then Korra remembered.  Her black hair, that was still slightly messy from the flight, never lost its shine and softness, her red lips spread in a mischievous smirk seemed to just beg Korra to reach out and kiss them. And her eyes, so green, pierced right through her, like two emeralds glistening from the moonlight. Even in Korra's oversized coat, Asami's figure seemed perfect. Although, Asami always looked perfect to her, no matter what.

 

"If you want me to stop," Asami said, after what Korra suddenly realized was quite a long silence, "just say the word."

 

Korra didn't know if Asami had doubts about Korra's feelings, or whether she was just affirming consent. She assumed it was a mixture of both, so just to cover everything up, Korra answered as confidently and bluntly as she could.

 

"I want you to fuck the shit out of me."

 

Asami didn't hesitate, not even for a second. She immediately threw her own coat off and surged down and kissed her firmly, and Korra reciprocated with the same amount of passion, placing both of her hands on the sides of Asami's face. Asami however, paused their kissing sequence and impatiently grabbed her hands by the wrists and placed them underneath her own shirt. She smirked at Korra's burning cheeks (although she was blushing as well) and leaned down to kiss her once again. Korra was not about to waste this opportunity, and her hands roamed all over Asami's torso and back. She hadn't remembered how glorious it felt to touch Asami like this, how soft her skin was. She could feel every curve, every muscle tensing under her touch, every movement that Asami made... she loved every second of it. And when she grew more confident, she let her hands travel up. Slowly, to let Asami stop her whenever she wanted.

 

Asami didn't, but still, Korra stopped herself before reaching the clip of Asami's bra and pulled herself away for a kiss for only a split second. Asami looked at her, confused, pouting for a kiss the moment their lips left one another. Korra smiled at her adorable she was being, and opened her mouth to speak.

 

"Can I?" She asked, touching Asami's bra lightly to clarify her intentions.

 

Asami's confused look turned into an unreadable one, and then she turned into a complete tomato,  eyes widening a little bit.

 

"O-oh, yeah, of course." She said, but something in the way she said it made Korra hesitant. Asami must've caught that, because she immediately shook herself back to normal. "I mean, I want you to, I just got really embarrassed."

 

Korra raised an eyebrow. "You sure?"

 

Asami nodded. "Mhm," she said, then her smirk came back. "In fact, if you don't take my bra off I might just lose my mind."

 

This seemed genuine enough, so Korra loosened Asami's bra and took off both it and her shirt. She felt her eyes sparkle more with every inch of skin uncovered, and when the shirt was completly off she swore she could stare at Asami's body forever and never get bored.

 

She pulled herself up on her elbow and went straight to Asami's neck and started kissing it gently. Asami moaned in approval, and her free hand went to tug on Korra's hair like she was asking for a rougher treatment.

 

And Korra happily provided. She started sucking on the soft flesh  between Asami's neck and shoulder, and felt herself getting more and more addicted to the gasps that left Asami's mouth, wanting to pull more of those out of her. Slowly, she made her way downwards, leaving a mark on every single piece of flesh she encountered. It was silly, but it made her feel like Asami was hers, even if it was just for the next few hours. Just before she got to Asami's chest, Asami pushed her against the mattress, and she was just about to protest when Asami just grinned, and started to make her way downwards. And Korra decided to say nothing, because she needed Asami down desperately.

 

Asami started pushing down Korra's pants and underwear impatiently, and Korra took in a sharp breath as the cold air hit her soaking wet vagina. She looked down at Asami, but she hadn't spared Korra a look, she just looked at Korra's pussy like she was eying down a price, and before Korra could say anything she leaned in and gave Korra's clit a long, wet lick.

 

It made Korra surge up to an almost sitting position, and both her hands went to fist Asami's soft, luscious hair  pulling on it a little.

 

This only encouraged Asami to repeat the action, pulling a loud moan from Korra. With each stroke of Asami's skilled tounge, she could feel her entire body twitching in response, and pressure being built up. She could feel her clit pulsing, sending waves after waves on electrifying energy ripple through her with each lick, and Korra felt like she was about to lose her mind. She wanted more, so much more. She wanted to cum against Asami's face, she wanted to ride it, kiss it, then return the favor to Asami. She's been with Asami for almost two days now nonestop, and the sexual frustration in her body built up to a halt, making her believe that with Asami between her legs like that, she wouldn't last long.

 

She clenched every muscle in her body, feeling her release not-so-slowly start to build up. She could feel her back straining, but she didn't care. Not as long as she got to finish, not as long as Asami was there with her.

 

Asami gradually started going faster and faster, altering between swirls and quick up and down movements against her clit. Clearly, Asami took more notice on their first sexual encounter then she let on, because she remembered exactly how to drive Korra insane. Her thighs closed in on Asami, and she was subsequently worried about suffocating her, but she couldn't stop. She started grinding against Asami's face as she was desperately looking for friction. She could feel the release coming in quickly, and she clenched every muscle in her body even harder in hopes of delaying it a little, hoping to make it stronger.

 

And then, she came. Every muscle in her body closed as the pleasure stretched throught her entire body, so much so that she could feel it in her toes as those curled in response to it. Her back arched, pushing her pussy even closer to Asami's face and grinding it against her mouth harder. She felt completely euphoric, and her release seemed to have last forever, to the point where she was sure she started seeing white.

 

And then, it was over. Every muscle in her body relaxed in exhaustion, and she fell on her back, letting go of Asami's hair with a content sigh. She needed this, she needed this so much.

 

"What, did I tire you out so easily?" Asami teased, climbing upwards with a cocky smile.

 

Korra couldn't help but return it. "You kidding?" She said, "I'm just getting started."

 

And without further ado, the two returned to their makeout session.

 


 

It must've been hours by now, though it didn't quite feel like that.

 

Korra was fast asleep for a while now, she must've been exhausted, or perhaps Asami was the one to exhaust her. She could feel Korra's soft breaths on her neck, her strong arms around her waist, her legs wrapped around Asami's... Korra was indeed, completely dormant.

 

But not Asami. She couldn't sleep for the life of her.

 

She was probably jetlagged, or excited, or most probably a combination of the two. She expected, or rather feared that she would feel bad if she slept with Korra, but she didn't. It felt right. Korra, felt right. So who cares about anything else? That was the only thing that mattered.

 

But after she made up her mind about that, she started to get nervous.

 


  What now?


 

Sure, she liked Korra, and sure, they were technically engaged. But... how did Korra feel about her? She hadn't exactly made any moves, and last time Asami tried to make one she got rejected... so was this just a one time thing? Or rather,  a two time thing?

 

She turned her head slightly backwards, where Korra was resting peacefully, and worried her bottom lip. A part of her wanted to wake the southerner up and get some answers right away, but the rational part of her mind knew this wasn't her best idea. Korra needed sleep. No big deal, they could just talk in the morning.

 


  No big deal...


 

Restless, she decided to go on a stroll, after all, her tour was rudely interrupted by her libido. Plus, she could use the distraction, and maybe afterwards she would finally be able to sleep, maybe.

 

Asami carefully slipped out of Korra's embrace, who made some unhappy mumbles and turned around in her sleep. Then, she pulled herself into a sitting position, streching her legs untill her feet met the cold floor. Asami stood up, and knowing that they never got around to bringing their suitcases to the room, she opened Korra's old closet. She quickly picked out some boxer and a shirt that said 'every day I'm muscling' (what the fuck) and put those on, not wanting to wander around naked in the fricking palace she was in.

 

She didn't have much of a destination in mind, so she just explored for a little while, taking in the furniture and the design. She really loved it. It wasn't as modern or neat as her apartment or the mansion in the best way possible, it felt real, like people actually lived their, and it made her feel less lonely.

 

Wherever you walked, the walls and shelves were decorated with all sorts of pictures of the three family members, as well as drawings of certain spirits, pivtures of former cheifs, family heirlooms and even what she assumed were Korra's paintings when she was a little girl. The more she looked at the interior design, the closer she felt to the family and more specifically Korra, her Korra.

 


  Well, not hers exactly... never mind.


 

After awhile, she passed the corridor were Asami found Korra's picture, the one that started their whole fake fight and led to that foreplay chase. The picture was still there, as Asami placed it before sprinting away, and Asami couldn't help herself but smile as she picked it up, the adorable child that grew up to be the most beautiful adult beaming right back.

 

But then, she noticed something. While messing around with Korra, the picture was slightly misplaced in the frame itself. And now that it just slightly slipped out, Asami could see that just behind it, there was another picture. Hidden, out of sight.

 

Asami's eyebrows furrowed together in confusion and curiosity, as she slowly grabbed the corner of the picture and pulled it out, studying the picture behind it.

 

And what she saw baffled her.

 

It was a family picture, Senna, Tonaraq and Korra sitting together, smiling at the camera. Nothing out of the ordinary, except... none of their smiles seem genuine, and Korra was much paler, much skinnier and she looked exhausted.

 

Also, she was in a wheel chair.

 

She tried to think, was Korra ever in a wheel chair? She mentioned anything about that? She couldn't think of Korra ever telling her about something like this. So was this a secret? Was she not supposed to know?

 

But then she did remember something, an old memory she just barely still had. She remembered an instance, near the end of the war in the south, were she was watching the news, and they were talking about the chief's daughter,  who was submerged in a deep comma, no one knowing if she was ever to wake up.

 

How had she forgotten it? How did she never connect those dots?

 

Before she could dwell on it further, a voice interjected with her thoughts.

 

"I always hated that photo."

Asami span around, seeing Korra standing behind her in a robe, her lips pressed together and overall- she didn't seem happy, Asami couldn't  tell if she was nervous, sad or angry, and not knowing freaked her out.

 

"I'm sorry," she immediately splattered, "I didn't mean to pry–"

 

"It's alright," Korra cut her off, "I should tell you anyway, you should know." Though she said it, she was still visibly distressed, it was obvious that she wasn't too happy about how things turned out.

 

Asami didnt know what to say, she was still shook from the discovery, and all she could do is stare at Korra, silent.

 

"It's time you knew what really happened to me in the war."
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    Water tribe warpaint wasn't exactly camouflage, but since it was mostly white it acted as such anyway.

 

White. Everything's was white. The uniforms were white, the vehicles were white, the helmets and the vests were white, the snow, the forts, the camps... everything. They had olive uniform too of course, as well as beige and grey. That, in case they had to fight far from home.

 

But not this war, this war was anything but far from home. So they wore their white ass uniforms, which really fucking sucked, because white did a poor job of hiding blood stains.

 

How many red uniforms had she seen recently? She couldn't even begin to count.

 

The war had only lasted a week so far, yet Korra felt like a completely different person. When she looked back on her life, the things that bothered her and the things she complained about, she could hardly believe it was her. She practically cringed at herself for complaining so much about spending a month in sea. Sure, the living conditions were shit, and she got sea sick at least fifteen times a day, but she would take it over this any time. Heck, she'd rather spend years on a ship then let all this happen, even an entire lifetime.

 

She remembered descending back from the ship, finally on solid ground. She remembered the lights of Harbour City, how breathtaking it looked at night. Harbour city used to be the capital because it was the only city in the tribe. It's been decades, but it was still one of the largest, most beautiful cities in the south.

 

Well, it was.

 

Because here she was once again, in Harbor City. Or rather, what's left of it. She did say she got tired of white, but now she would give anything to turn the snow white again. Instead, it was grey from the cities ashes. There wasn't even one building left standing, and they had to wear special masks because of all the smoke.

 

Korra walked around the ruins, doing her best as to not cry. She was in a a search and rescue mission, she wasn't trained for that, but, the majority of the search and rescue unit had been badly injured in the re-bombing, if they were lucky. Truthfully, most of them were either trapped here, or they didn't make it.  Korra sighed, trying to find any signs of life, but she couldn't even imagine anyone surviving this.

 

"Hey," someone said from behind, and when she turned around she saw Suro, "how are you holding up?"

 

"Barely," Korra answered, her voice week and shaky.

 

"Yeah, I get it." Suro sighed. "This is..."

 

"We were just here," Korra said, starting to get angry, "two weeks ago, we were just here, and everything was fine!"

 

"This is horrifying." Suro agreed with an empty look.

 

Horrifying didn't even begin to cover it.

 

She then heard a bark, and turned around to see a white dog wagging its tail. More specifically, it was Naga, the dog assigned to her from the search and rescue unit. Korra wasn't her trainer, but her trainer...

 

As Korra said, most of the search and rescue team didn't make it.

 

Suro and Korra exchanged looks, and rushed to the dogs side. Naga marked that ruin, meaning that someone was buried there. It was a five story building at least. The chances someone had survived something like this...

 

She had to believe that it could be. Otherwise... she wouldn't be able to keep going.

 

"Good girl!" She told the dog, as Naga started to use her paws to dig. Korra immediately called for backup, while what's left of the search and rescue unit started taking control of the situation. Korra was one of the stronger people currently, so she helped clear some of the manageable boulders out of the way. It was a long, and tideous job, but Korra was determined. After this last week... she needed a win.

 

Except, then they pulled out someone, a kid, and after checking for pulse the medic shook their head no.

 

Korra felt like she was about to collapse.

 

She wasn't alone in that feeling, and she knew that because some people did. Some people just broke down around them. They were all new to this, new to the war, and they weren't really used to... this.

 

It's been hours, and Korra just felt like dhe was digging up graves.

 

Korra didn't think she could ever get used to this, though.

 

Everyone started gathering up all of the equipment after that, and Korra just looked at them clear out. She knew she had to get going, look for other survivers, but she couldn't find the motivation in her to do so. She just felt like anything she did right now was pointless, and like she couldn't save anyone at all.

 

Eventually, she sighed, then whistled for her new dog. "C'mon Naga, let's go." She said tiredly and started walking away.

 

After walking for a few meters, she noticed her dog wasn't following. She turned around and called her again, but she wouldn't badge. She just kept standing by the rubble...

 

"Naga!" She called again, starting to get annoyed.

 

But all Naga did was bark back, and started using her paws to dig up the ruins, again.

 

And then she understood.

 

"Stop!" She screamed as loud as she could, making everybody turn to her in confusion. "There's still someone in there, look!" She pointed at the dog, everyone in a twenty meter radius following her finger.

 

Immediately, the operation has began at new. All of the equipment had been placed again, everyone resumed to their roles as if they never stopped before. Suro had covered the kid's body, something everyone had been grateful for, before she joined in on the group's effort to rescue what they hoped would be a living person. Korra had to hold onto that, feeling like if another body would get pulled out, she wouldn't be able to stop herself from falling apart again. She worked herself to exhaustion, and so did everybody else, but it was worth it. Because once the limp body was pulled out, and the medic examined it, they announced they had a pulse.

 

Everyone around had sighed in relief.

 

Naga started wagging her tail again, barking hapilly. Korra smiled at her, she bent over and started petting the dog. "Good girl," she praised, "you may have just saved a life."

 

But before she could reward Naga with a treat, the bomb alert had started again, and they had to take cover.

 


 

The next few weeks went by a blur. Bombing, rescue missions, more bombing, more rescue missions. Korra wasn't trained to be a part of that unit, but somebody had to do it. Eventually, some of the injured members of the unit had recovered, and Korra was sent back to her own unit along with Suro. She missed Naga, but this was for the best. She was a good shot, and they were running out of combat soldiers. This way she could protect people so that they wouldn't need rescue. Or so she thought. But when she actually got to the battle field, she realized it wasn't any better than diging up live graves with the rescue squad, it was worse because now she was watching those graves being created.

 

At this point in the war, she probably had a dozen people she knew and had fallen victim to the war. And she, was considered lucky. Because she was alive, her parents were alive and Suro was alive. All the people closest to her had survived thus far, but the bodies kept piling up, and more and more people she knew had turned up dead with every passing day. People from her unit... people she shared one of the deepest, most intense experiences with... gone.

 

She never even had time to grieve, nobody did. They had to keep going, and if they would still be alive at the end of it, they could grieve.

 

Sometimes, Korra imagined how she'll feel when she would let herself feel, and wished she wouldn't be unfortunate enough to survive this.

 

It was a selfish wish, but looking around her she knew everybody had felt the same.

 

They all hadn't slept for a week, nor did they eat in the last few days. Showering was out of the question, and they hadn't had one for months. Everyone was tired, hungry and injured, waiting for reinforcement. But it's been weeks, and they were alone. Korra didn't even know if there were people left to draft. They drafted pretty much anyone who could hold a weapon, and evacuated city after city before the northern troops could attack. Right now they were in a stalemate for a while, fighting over control for the current city for what had seemed like forever, and they were so equally matched that Korra figured it would just... always be like this, never peace, only a never ending war. But maybe she just couldn't imagine anything else. It may have seen ridiculous, but she couldn't imagine her life before. And even if everything would have gotten sorted out, she would never be the same.

 

They held their position, and tonight Suro and her were on patrol together. Suro was just as tired and beaten as her, but she always projected a happy, cheery character to the outside. Today, Korra so this as a positive attribute, and welcomed every optimistic distraction from her friend.

 

"Can't believe we have to patrol in the middle of the night," Suro yawned, "I'm so tired I can sleep for three months, straight."

 

"Even if we weren't patrolling, I'm pretty sure we wouldn't get to sleep. It's not like we have slept for the last few days."

 

"Yeah, I guess most people are awake at camp," Suro agreed, "it's a small comfort. At least the two of us aren't the only one's suffering."

 

Korra barked out a laughter. "Well, I can promise you that much." She bitterly answered.

 

"Whatever man, I'm just trying to look at the positive side of things," Suro cheerfully answered.

 

"Yeah? Well my feet are aching and my back is killing me, what's the positive side of that?" Korra joked.

 

"It means you're alive, knucklehead." Suro teased.

 

Korra wasn't too sure it was a positive, but she said nothing.

 

They continued the patrol pretty much in silence, technically they weren't allowed to talk to each other at all, but it's been two weeks and every patrol came back safely. Maybe the northern troops finally gave up, but knowing their chief, Korra doubted that theory.

 

Suddenly, Korra heard something. Footprints in the snow. She stopped to listen and signaled Suro to do the same. When she could still hear the foot steppes, it was obvious;

 

They weren't alone there.

 

Korra pulled her rifle out immediately and started searching around, but she could barely see anything I'm the dark. Suro imitated her, but she hadn't had the faintest idea of what they were looking for.

 

Then, Korra heard a gunshot.

 

"Down!" She yelled, and Suro immediately ducked down. They were caught a little off guard, but she and Korra seemed fine, and they managed to crawl for shelter behind a small hill. They were heaving, and Suro was the first one to raise her walkie talkie.

 

"We're about fifteen minutes away from camp, and we have armed suspects shooting at us. We don't know how many are out there." She did her best to sound professional, but her voice was shaking. "We need backup, over."

 

"Backup is on the way, over." Someone from their unit answered.

 

"Hurry." Suro mumbled. "Over."

 

"Copied. Hang in there. over and out."

 

They could still steps every now and then, and gunshots. Whoever they were, they were looking for them still. The two didn't know how many opponents they are faceing, but if there were more then one, they were absolutely fucked.

 

"They'll find us way before backup will, right?" Suro whispered.

 

"Yes." Korra answered sternly.

 

"That's what I also thought." Suro mumbled. "So what do we do?"

 

Korra raised herself slightly, only letting her eyes be out in the open, she searched, but she didn't see anyone. Whoever it was, they were a master of disguise.

 

"I can't get a visual," Korra hissed, "I need to get out there."

 

Suro grabbed her by the wrist. "I'm not letting you risk your life, idiot." She harshly whispered right back.

 

"Well, someone has to." Korra answered with a glare.

 

"Exactly," Suro breathed in, "someone, not you."

 

"Don't you dare." Korra warned.

 

But before her sentence was over, Suro had already jumped out of their hiding place and started searching for their attacker. Korra freaked out, she knew she couldn't pull Suro away because the noise they would make would give out their location away, so she just looked around frantically to locate them first, absolutely horrified.

 

Then she spotted something. Boots, at first. And otherwise the entire figure was hidden in the dark. She couldn't tell if they saw them, and tried pointing Suro in his direction, slowly raising her gun.

 

And then she started seeing the attacker's gun barrel being raised, pointed right towards her friend.

 

She didn't think, her instincts took over as she sprinted towards Suro, and as she heard the gunshots, she once again tackled her to the ground. She landed right on top of her and shushed her, hoping that whoever shot at them would think that they got them.

 

'Are you okay?' She mouthed at Suro.

 

Suro nodded, a little bit in shock.

 

It went mostly quiet after that, but they could still hear footsteps. Korra's heart was pounding in her chest, and she was starting to feel dizzy. Suro looked like how Korra felt, as they both hoped that he wasn't approaching for a 'Confirmation of death'.

 

Just then, finally, they saw headlights, and a jeep had arrived with half a dozen troops. Korra sighed in relief as they got down and revealed the man's figure, neutralizing him in no time.

 

"You're okay?" Suro asked, smiling in relief. "I can't believe we got out of it in one peice.

 

"Yeah," but her voice sounded strange, at first she thought it was just in her head, but by the way Suro's smile dropped she knew she hadn't imagined it. She tried standing up, but she was still too dizzy to do so. What the hell was happening?

 

"Korra." She barely heard Suro's voice, but she could still tell it was shaking. She used all the energy still left in her to look, and saw Suro, horrified, looking at her shaking hands, and those were covered in blood.

 

"Medic." Suro called, her voice still quivering. "I need a medic over here! Asap!"

 

And that was the last thing Korra had heard, before she lost consciousness.

 


 

The medic tried to stop her, but Suro just pushed him aside and sprinted inside. She rushed into the emergency room with him close behind, wiping sweat away from her forhead and leaving a red stain on her flesh.

 


  Korra's blood. 


 

It had already clotted on her hands, but her sweat must've freshened it up. It was so surreal, everything was so surreal and she had to get to the operator as soon as possible.

 

"Excuse me?" She approached the counter in the ER, blinking away tears. "W-where is the soldier that had just been brought in? Where is she o-operated on?"

 

The nurses didn't even stop to check her file. "Listen," she extended her hands towards Suro, "you guys have to wait outside, we can't work with all you unit memberscoming in–"

 

"He said she lost a lot of blood," Suro said, gesturing towards the medic and completely ignoring her words, "and sh-she has a rare blood type, O negative, like me. Okay? So I just–"

 

The nurse had already dismissed her. "I don't–"

 

But Suro wouldn't have that. "Can you just listen to what I'm telling you? I–"

 

"You don't understand, I can't –"

 

"But you need to let whoever's treating her know that she lost tons of blood a-and I'm here!" She was getting frustrated, and angry tears started leaking from her eyes. Or maybe they were sad tears, frustration tears, exhaustion tears, grieving tears. She had no idea, but she felt every emotion she repressed today crushing down on her, she needed to save Korra and she didn't understand why the staff was trying to stop her.

 

"Miss, it's a matter of confidentiality," the nurse insisted, "you need to–"

 

"No!" Suro knocked away some files that were on the desk. "Just answer me, look at me! You're saying no for no reason! Answer me!"

 

The nurse didn't even flinch, she just raised the desk's phone. "I need security over here–"

 

"You don't need security, you don't need security!" The medic started saying, but Suro didn't wait for him to pursue her. She walked around the counter angry and determined, maybe she realized how frightening she was deep down, but she didn't care. She needed to save Korra.

 

"Why are you ignoring me when I'm just asking you a question?!" She shouted at them, trying to push them aside and get to the files behind the counter to look for Korra's name herself, when someone pulled her away. It was security, but she easily got out of his grip and tried to bypass him. She could hear the medic arguing with them as well but she couldn't hear what he was telling them. She tried pushing the security guy away but he pushed back, and soon they were all trying to push one another away.

 

Then, another soldier slipped in between them and Suro, and she was ready to fight him too, but then the medic grabbed her.

 

"He's the doctor that's been with Korra on the helicopter," he had informed her.

 

So she needed to talk to him.

"Let's back this up," the doctor had calmly said, gesturing for them to step backwards.

 

"Listen to me," she almost pleaded, sniffling. "Her blood is O negative a-and my blood is O negative too. I was just telling them to inform the doctors that I can help b-because they don't know that!"

 

"Okay, okay," he placed both his hands on each side of Suro's shoulders, holding her down. "You're a good friend, and I'm sure your help would be required along the way. How about we go see her? Would you like that?"

 

Suro gulped, nodding as more tears welled up in her eyes.

 

"Sir, other than relatives visitors are not allowed–" the nurse tried, but je interjected.

 

"There's a massive blood shortage in the whole land, and O negative is nearly extinct in the blood bank," he answered her, "we're in a war, forget protocol and let me save this poor girl's life."

 

The nurse just stared at him dumbstruck, before nodding and giving him the go ahead.

 

Suro nervously followed him around the hospital, her eyes had basically turned into waterfalls at this point and her hands were clenched so hard into fists that her nails started to dig into her own flesh. She was scared, scared of what she had done, scared of what she might see, scared of what might happen and feared that the worst wasn't behind her. All she wanted was to apologize to her friend, her best friend, and even that was impossible.

 

Eventually, they had gotten to a certain room, and Suro practically kicked the door open and rushed inside. The room was small and empty, and only included Korra's parents and a large window looking into an operating room. She approached it, practically shaking, placing both her hands on the glass and looking at her friend surrounded by at least five surgeons and hooked up to machines.

 

"I'm gonna go check if they need blood, okay?" The doctor told Suro softly, but she didn't listen, just nodded without a care. So he left the room, leaving her alone with Korra's heartbroken parents. She wanted to comfort them, but she couldn't bring herself to. Perhaps she was selfish, but right now she needed someone to comfort her, first.

 

"I'm sorry baby," she heard Korra's father say, his voice quivering, "this is all my fault."

 

No, she wanted to say, it's mine.

 

Just then, the machine Korra was hooked up to had stopped beeping, and instead the last beep had been continued on going while every other machine went off. Suro froze when she realized what was happening, and one of the surgeons had closed the curtains on them.

 

It was Korra's heart monitor. She had no heartbeat.
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    "...I know you hate these, but the store ran out of everything else. Seriously, you know how hard it is to find flowers in the southern water tribe? It's ridiculous. My soldier's salary doesn't even cover half the price!"

 

Korra had absolutely no idea what she was talking about. The last thing that she remebered was Suro bleeding, and now she was babbling on and on about... flowers? What the hell had been going on? Where was she? Why couldn't she remember how she got there?

 

"I... well, I can't stay long this time. I just came in to change the flowers, the older ones were getting... well, they were pretty much dead. But I gotta go now, sorry."

 

She tried openening her eyes, but that was nearly an impossible task. It was like her eyes had been glued together, and she freaked the fuck out. She tried for a while, and thankfully finally she managed, but the light nearly blinded her. Why was it so strong?

 

"I'll talk to you later, okay? I love you y'know... God I really do hope you can hear this..."

 

When she adjusted a little bit, she managed to see a figure. Suro, she assumed, heading for the door. She looked to her side and saw a pot filled with sunflowers, literally her least favorite, and she couldn't help but snort.

 

"I'd rather you took a fat shit on the nightstand rather than put those ugly little fucks over here. Yellow is quite literally the worst color." She joked, and her voice and laugh sounded hoarse and weak even to her own ears. She thought she'd hear Suro laugh along any moment now, but it didn't happen. When she looked at Suro again, she was compeltely frozen.

 

After a few seconds, Suro turned around, pale with wide eyes. She stared at Korra in complete shock, which caused Korra to get suspicious.

 

"You look like you've seen a ghost." Korra mentioned. Just then she noticed Suro looked different. She was still a little hazey, and couldn't put her finger on it, but she was sure something was not quite right with her.

 

"Is this real? Is it really happening?" Suro now sounded like she was on the verge of tears. "You're... awake? Holy shit, I have to tell Tonaraq!"

 

"Tell dad what?" Korra asked, confused. "God, I can't remember anything... where am I?" She tried getting up on her elbows, and Suro practically screamed at her to stay still, but she was a second too late. Korra had already tried moving, and then she felt it.

 

She felt pain that could only be explained by a flaming sword piercing through her lower back. She fell back down immidiatly, wanting to scream in pain, but it was so excruciating that she couldn't even do that. In a matter of seconds she was covered in sweat, her breath quickened and her pulse had risen. She could hear a beeping sound, but only just barely. Everything other then the pain was blurry, and the last thing she saw was nurses rushing  into the room, before passing out.

 

When she woke up again, she wasn't in pain. She could barely feel anything at all, she felt as if there was a barrier between her body and her consciousness, one that wasn't blocking her senses completely, but just enough for her to barely recognize her surroundings. She heard a few voices, her parents, Suro, and more voices she didn't recognize. She could tell someone was holding her hand, but it could've been pretty much anyone in the room.

 

She slowly gained back her consciousness, and the pain came with it. This time however, it was durable. Barely, but durable. She opened hee eyes after a few minutes, seeing her father talking with a few doctors, while her mother was holding her hand. Suro stood besides her dad, giving details of their last exchanges before Korra passed out. When her mother noticed she was awake, she called the doctors over and a series of questions and test had started.

 

"Do you know how many fingers I'm holding out?" Was the first answer asked by the first and possibly main doctor, while she was using a flashlight to look at her eyes.

 

"Two," Korra answered, blinking as he stopped burning her eyes off with the blinding light. Her voice sounded so spacy and weird... the fuck?

 

"Do you remember your name?" She then asked her, placing the flashlight on thr nightstand and taking out a pen and a clipboard.

 

"I'm Korra," she said, still not used to the way she sounded, "what's yours?"

 

She smiled at her, looking up to meet her eyes. "I'm Zhu li, your doctor. It's a pleasure to finally meet you." She polietly answered. What was that supposed to mean? "How are you feeling, Korra?"

 

"Been better." Was all she managed to get out, feeling sweat starting to cover her body from the pain.

 

"From a scale of one to ten, how would you rate your pain?" She asked.

 

"Eight." Korra answered, wincing from a sudden stab of pain. "No, nine."

 

"Nine?" Zhu li repeated to confirm.

 

"Yes. When I woke up before it was a ten though." Korra mumbled, barely having the energy to do even that. "What happened to me?"

 

"We will discuss the details of your injury at length, I promise. But before that we just have to go through all these questions, alright?" Korra nodded, and the doctor continued. "Do you recognize your visitors?"

 

Korra glanced to the side, where her 'visitors' had been standing, looking at her hopefully and nervously. Now that she got a good look at them, it seemed like her parents had been years older, and Suro had longer hair then Korra remembered her to have. D-did she lose her memory? But if so, shouldn't her head hurt? What happened?

 

"My parents," now, Korra's voice was weaker, shakier. "And S-Suro, from my unit... what's going on? Why are you guys..." she couldn't bring herself to finish that sentence, feeling tears in her throat. Why do you look like that? Why are you looking at me like that?

 

"Korra, now we're moving to the physical side of things," Zhu li seriously said, "I'm going to sting you with this needle, and you'll have to tell me if you're able to feel anything, okay?"

 

"Why wouldn't I feel it?" Korra asked, confused.

 

The doctor didn't answer, and had started poking Korra around in different areas and limbs. It was unpleasant, but Korra stuck through as it was nothing compared to the pain she felt in her lower back.

 

But when she had gotten to Korra's legs, she blinked in confusion when the stab had never come, and when she dared looked, she saw that Zhu li was looking at her like she was waiting on an answer, and that freaked Korra out.

 

"What are you waiting for?" Korra asked, her heart beating faster and faster with each passing second as the doctors looked at each other's with looks Korra simply could not read.

 

And then the answer she dreaded had come. She half expected it, like she knew subconsciously what she was about to say, but when she heard it, she felt like her entire world had collapsed.

 

"I already stang you," Zhu li said calmly, "are you sure you haven't felt anything, perhaps a tiny bit of pressure?"

 

"I..." no, she didn't. "I'm not sure, try again?"

 

She did, and this time Korra kept looking, just to make sure. But she saw the needle go in, and out, and she still hadn't felt anything. It was like it was someone else's leg, and when Korra tried moving it under the doctor's orders, it didn't budge.

 

"B-but this could be the pain medication, right?" She desperately asked, panicking. "This isn't... I can't be..."

 

Temporary paralysis as a result of a spinal cord injury.

 

That's the diagnosis she had been given. As it turned out, the blood she saw on Suro's hands wasn't actually hers, it was Korra's. Korra, while trying to save Suro, had taken the hit instead of her, and she had to have had surgery on her lower back, almost resulting in her dying on the operating table. But the doctors managed to bring her back on time.

 

Temporary paralysis meant that for now, Korra was bound to a wheel chair. She could make a partial recovery, the doctors said, she would be able to walk again, but would still suffer from paralysis periodically. The severity, length and frequency of those episodes depended on her recovery, and the doctors had no clear answer to give her regarding that. And when would she able to walk again? They had no idea either. It could be a month, a year, a decade... nobody knew.

 

Her father immediately started deliberating with the doctors as soon as they were done speaking, asking about ways to create the ideal environment to recovery, her mother started crying, and Suro went to comfort her mother with guilt written all over her face. Korra just felt numb. Both physically and figuratively. Nobody had to tell her what it meant, she understood very well herself. It meant no MMA championships, no millitary career, no leg day at the gym or quite possibly no going to the gym at all. It meant no sex, at least until she made some kind of a recovery, and no activities that engage anything below her waist.

 

Just like that, everything Korra had ever planned for herself vanished. Her future, her dreams... it was all taken away from her. And the only thing she could think of, was that she'd rather just die on that operating table. She felt guilty thinking that, but that was her honest wish, and there was nothing she could do about that.

 

And with the shocking news, she had found out that she had been in a comma for three months. That's why Suro's hair was longer, and that's why her parents looked so old. Although, it seemed like they had aged years in those couple of months. Still, it explained her memory gap. But it was the least of her concerns now that her life was literally stripped away from her.

 

Her parents and Suro stayed with her after the doctor left, and did their best to comfort her. They called her a fighter, said that she can't give up when she can recover. They assured her that they will spare no expenses and get her the best treatments possible, but she wouldn't talk to them, or even ecknowlage their existence. She knew it was selfish, that they all have been waiting for months for her to wake up, but she didn't care. She blamed them.

 

She blamed her parents, because they managed to declare a ceasefire just a week after her injury, and if they had done so just a week prior to that, she wouldn't be in this situation. She blamed them for the whole war, because they led the country to it, and they couldn't protect the citizens or herself.

 

She blamed Suro, for being stupid enough to risk her life to save Korra, which had only resulted in Korra being here. She fell right into the shooters trap, and if she just let Korra sacrifice herself as she planned, they wouldn't be here right now. She blamed Suro, for not just letting her die on the battlefield. How selfish of her, did she really think Korra would prefer this?

 

She knew her accusations made absolutely no sense, but if she didn't put the blame on them, that would make the whole thing her fault, and she couldn't handle it on top of everything. She couldn't.

 

She still had a few weeks before she started physical therapy, and in the meantime, she pretty much just slept and laid awake doing nothing. She barely ate, unless she was forced to, and she turned away nearly any visitor she had. Suro was on the top of the list of the people she tried turning away, but usually the staff just let her in since they all knew each other pretty well. As it turns out, Suro was her blood donor. What a fucking nightmare.

 

She wouldn't turn away her parents though, she wanted to, but she couldn't do that to them. No matter how much she resented them, and how much she wanted to, she wasn't that cruel. She wished she was, though.

 

She liked people coming to visit her, however. She liked it, because that way she could keep track of who survived the war. She could probably just ask Suro, but at the same time, she couldn't.  Whenever someone came by, a friend from highschool, from her unit, from the the search and rescue team or even from her MMA team, the staff would tell her the visitors name, and Korra would add them to the mental list of survivers before telling the nurses to turn them away.

 

One day, however, she was informed that she had a visits and when they told her the name, she felt too curious to refuse. She didn't know who it was at first, but thankfully said person had informed the staff of her title, since Korra didn't even know her name.

 

And in, walked her commander, smiling.

 

What a weird sight that was. She looked almost... human.

 

She wasn't wearing uniform as well, and her hair was down. Korra had never seen her like this. Like, ever. She felt like she was dreaming.

 

"Y'know, corporal Korra," her commander started, "when I told you to either earn your respect or die for this country, I meant it figuratively."

 

Korra couldn't help but smile at her words. It was probably the first time she smiled in months. "Don't you mean private Korra, ma'am?" She asked.

 

She scrunched her nose in disgust. "Drop the ma'am, there's no need for formalities anymore. Call me Zen."

 

Korra's smile widened. "Don't you mean private Korra, Zen?" She corrected, weirded out by calling her commandor by her first name.

 

"You were ranked up while you were still in a comma," her com-Zen, had informed her while sitting down next to her bed, "I was sure someone had informed you by now."

 

"Maybe," Korra mumbled. It was completely plausible, she didn't listen to many people nowadays.

 

"And... have you heard about your..." Zen cleared her throat, "... honorary discharge?"

 

"Yes." Korra answered bitterly.

 

"Okay, good. I... I wanted to see how you're doing, how you were dealing with... everything. You were my favorite soldier, after all." Zen smiled at her, trying to lighten the mood.

 

That made Korra snort. "Really? That explains why I stayed so many weekends as punishments." She sarcastically said.

 

"Not my fault you were a bratt." She joked.

 

"Oh come on, you have to admit you were being a bitch." Korra folded her arms and raised an eyebrow.

 

"Of course I was, I had to be, that's what they teach you in the commanding school." Zen laughed. "That and how to do a great ponytail. It's called professional distancing, and you weren't awake when we broke it with the entire unit a few weeks ago."

 

Or what was left of the unit. "Right." Korra mumbled.

 

"I spoke with Suro before coming here," Korra rolled her eyes, of course she did. "She told me you haven't spoken to her in weeks. You two were like sisters in bootcamp! What happened?"

 

Is she stupid? She knew everyone knows about her injury at this point, what did she think happened?

 

"Nothing. It's not personal." Korra lied. "I turn away everyone, I'd turn away my parents if I could." She explained, it wasn't completely false information, but...

 

"You didn't turn me away," she mentioned.

 

"Yeah, well, I was too curious," Korra answered simply, "because quite frankly I can't for the life of me figure out what you're doing here."

 

"I told you, I came in to check on you." Zen replied.

 

"So why are you questioning me about Suro?" Korra asked, slightly annoyed.

 

"I just think you should talk to her, it'll probably be best for the both of you," Zen said, "she still blames herself, you know."

 

And that's why Korra didn't talk to her. Because she blamed her too.

 

"I know. I'll talk to her when I'm ready." Korra said.

 

And the two fell into comfortable silence.

 


 

Korra had never really thought about how it would be to come back home in a wheel chair. But the entire house was built in a way that had barely let her live her life like normal. They had so. Many. Stairs. Her father had some equipment installed to help cary her upstairs, but it still took so long that she barely ever used it. So, she could never visit her actual room, and had to get a room prepared for her downstairs.

 

She felt everyone pittying her too, and now that she wasn't in the hospital, she couldn't turn away guests. She just kept quiet whenever visitation would accuer, and at some point, she managed to tire out everyone.

 

Except one person.

 

Suro never seemed to have anything to say to her, and she could never look Korra in the eyes, too. Korra could never looked at her as well, so they always just sat together, uncomfortably, until she had to leave. Korra wouldn't even mutter a quick 'bye' as she did.

 

At some point, she started physical therapy. She had delayed it for as long as she could, but at some point and after multiple tearful conversations with her mom, she had to agree and go.

 

And in the beginning, it was a fucking nightmare. 

 

She didn't even do any exercises in the beginning, her physical therapist basically just tormented her by stretching her around and moving her legs a lot. Moving a lot currently wasn't the easiest thing for her, as everytime she moved it hurt her back. She hated having to do this daily, and she just wanted to give it up but her parents would never let her.

 

"Good morning Korra," her physical therapist, Kya, had greeted, "how are we feeling today?"

 

Korra didn't feel like answering 'empty' again, as she always answered, so she just shrugged.

 

"Oh come on, how can you be so sad when you have another fun day with me waiting for you?" Kya smiled at her brightly.

 

"Yay, another fun day of torture," Korra said cynically, "let's just get this over with."

 

"You're never gonna get better with that attitude." Kya scolded. "Serious, I've seen people not make progress over being depressed. So, let's try and turn that frown upside, mkay?"

 

Korra frowned. "Is that your professional opinion? That I'm depressed?"

 

"I am a therapist y'know," Kya winked.

 

"Of anything other than mental illness!" She exclaimed in response.

 

"See that's where you're wrong. Well, partially." Kya had informed her. "As a physical therapist, I've seen people who are broken on the inside, people who come in here that are certain that their lives are over." She said in all seriousness. "I've seen people who came in here thinking that they're as good as dead, I've heard stories that you woudln't believe. And those who couldn't lift themselves up from that hole, didn't get better."

 

"I'm a veteran, I think I've seen it all by now." Korra mumbled.

 

"No question about your story being just as rough," Kya agreed, "but there's endless amount of shit out there. You have suffered no doubt, but it doesn't mean other people hadn't suffered too."

 

"I didn't say that," Korra answered with a frown.

 

"I know," Kya smiled at her brightly, "the point I'm trying to make is, that you can't let yourself get caught in all that trauma. You should talk about it, process it, anything you need, but you also need to be able to look into the future."

 

But the future is what's making me depressed, Korra had thought to herself, keeping quiet.

 

"Let's try this; what's something you're anxious to come back to?" Kya asked. "A hobby, something you love doing?"

 

"MMA." Korra answered without even having to think about it.

 

"Oooooh I can totally see you kicking ass!" Kya smiled enthusiastically.

"Yeah? Right now?" Korra said sarcastically.

 

"Oh come on, you can recover, you will recover, and you'll fight again." Kya assured warmly. "Maybe not competitively, but as a workout? For sure."

 

"Right..." Korra had her doubts, but she couldn't suppress the hope she started to develop with each of Kya's words, and she hated herself for being so naive.

 

"Hey, you could be back to normal y'know," Kya placed a hand on her shoulder, "Sure you'll have 'episodes', but those could come every day, every month or every nintee years. There's no guarantee, but the chances rise the more effort you put into it."

 

"You really think so?" Korra could feel the tears stuck in her throat, and she hated feeling so pathetic.

 

"Think so? Bitch, I'm a professional, I know so." Kya laughed. "But don't tell anyone I called you a bitch. So, ready for today's session?"

 

Korra endured a session of painful massages and stretches, and some of them she didn't feel at all. She knew that the pain indicates that the treatment is working, but she didn't care, she just hated it.

 

"Right, so this about wraps it up," Kya said, grinning, "now, move your big toe."

 

Korra's head snapped upwards to meet her gaze, this was new. "What?"

 

"Move your big toe," Kya repeated herself.

 

"You know I can't." Korra said in disbelief, was Kya making fun of her know? What the hell?

 

"Well, it's my professional opinion that you can," Kya answered, "so, how about we find who's right? Move your big toe."

 

"This isn't Kill Bill Kya," Korra rolled her eyes, "I can't just tell my big toe to move and it'll do it. This is the real fucking world."

 

"This isn't Kill Bill, but it's a cute reference." Kya said as if it was an opposing argument. "Now move your big toe!"

 

Korra sighed. She knew she couldn't, but there was no arguing with crazy, and Kya was the living embodiment of crazy.

 

So she tried, failed, and tolled her eyes again.

 

"See?" She told her physical therapist.

 

"Oh please, that does not count as trying." Kya scolded. "Try again, and actually try this time."

 

Korra groaned and tried again, and again, and nothing happened. Kya ordered her to try repeatedly, and she did, but it didn't change the fact that her muscles were as dead as the people she tried saving.

 

"Oof, Gas in the tank," Kya randomly said, "hang in there, buddy."

 

"Gas in the tank? Did you just Google 'phrases in MMA'?" Korra asked, grinding her teeth together as she tried moving her toe.

 

"Yes." Kya wasn't even slightly ashamed of that.

 

Korra just tuned her out and tried focusing on moving her toe. She didn't think she could do it, but it was better than Kya's endless rambling and listening to her incorrectly use MMA phrases.

 

Then, out of nowhere, her toe twitched.

 

She stopped with eyes wide, unsure if she was imagining this or if she was seeing this correctly. She tried again, and again, it twitched. Korra felt like the weight of the world had been lifted off her chest.

 

"Takedown!" Kya exclaimed excitingly, and even Korra couldn't help but smile widely. Kya raised both her hands for high fives (or maybe high ten?) And Korra found herself taking it, just as enthusiastically as Kya.

 

"Okay kid," Kya smiled, "the hard part is behind you."

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          It was a cute reference lmao

        








15. Old Friend


    
    'The hard part is behind you' my ass.

 

Well, in thr beginning it seemed about right, physical therapy wasn't that bad. It was still painful, but at least it was paying off. At least she regained control of all her toes. She could even move her feet a little, it took a lot of effort, but it was possible.

 

And then, she started walking.

 

Well, not really. She mostly used her arms to hold her up, and  she barely moved her legs because she truly couldn't. She was excited at first, but it truly was a nightmare. It took out all of her energy, every last bit. It left her upper limbs sore, and she wasn't making any progress. Every time she thought 'this time I'm gonna make it' something happened. She'd slip, her knees would give up, her arms would give up, she'd land incorrectly on her feet, or...

 

Flashbacks.

 

It started with sounds of gunshots. She just fell on the ground and protected her head, crying and screaming that the northern troops were back, and it took almost an thirty minutes for Kya to snap her back to reality. Suddenly every little noise that was a little too loud sent her back to the warzone, every ambulance siren, every thunder, every kitchen vessel falling on the ground. She had nightmares, but those could be avoided if she just never went to sleep. But the flashes happened when she was awake, there was no escaping her living nightmare.

 

Then she was starting to see herself in bloody uniform. Sometimes she would just stand there, sometimes she would block Korra's way and make her turn away, and sometimes...

 

It mostly happened in dreams, but sometimes her old self would chase her, shoot her, kill her. Korra tried looking and find her own blue eyes, to ask for some compassion. But there was nothing but darkness in inside her, inside both of them.

 

Kya tried being supportive and funny, but Korra felt like she didn't have a sense of humor anymore, or a sense of happiness, or any positive feeling at all. She felt like a shell, without a use, without hope, without a future. She was just... empty.

 

Today was, Korra only made it half way through the course when she saw something that made her collapse to the ground. At first, she was certain that it was just another hallucination. But when Kya helped her up, abd she was still there, Korra had come to the even more terrifying realization that this was real.

 

Suro had come to see her. Fuck.

 

At this point,  it's been months since they had last spoke, and Korra could never bring herself to reach out. Seeing anyone from that time in her life was rough, but she managed. Suro on the other hand... she could never bring herself to meet her again. During the war, Suro was the rock she could lean on, she kept Korra going. She felt that Suro and her were closer then friends, closer then sisters. But now... she loved Suro with all her heart, and she missed her dearly, but she couldn't look her in the eyes without being reminded of everything. Everything that had happened, and the consequences of it all.

 

"Ex-girlfriend?" Kya whispered after getting Korra back up on her wheel chair.

 

"Best friend." Korra mumbled in response.

 

"You don't seem happy to see her," Kya raised an eyebrow at her.

 

"She saved my life," Korra said bitterly, "and I don't think I'll ever be able to forgive her for this."

 

"Well," Kya said as the two watched Suro walk in, "I'm happy she did. I'll give you two space."

 

Annoyingly, she really did leave, greeting Suro as she did and shaking her hand. Fucking great, that's exactly what she wanted, the chance to fuck up everything even more without supervision.

 

Suro walked in, her expression unreadable. This was new to her, as she never had a problem reading Suro beforehand. She was almost seemed unrecognizable. The war had taken a toll on her too, and it showed. But no matter how hard she tried, she couldn't sympathize, she couldn't feel bad for her friend. She never had a problem showing empathy, but this was just her new shitty personality. She was in too deep in  her self pitty to feel sorry for anyone else.

 

And all she could say, watching Suro walk towards her, was "You shouldn't be here."

 

That made her friend stop in her tracks. "I shouldn't be here?" She asked in disbelief. "That's all you have to say to me, that I shouldn't be here? It's been weeks!"

 

"What did you expect me to say?" Korra blankly asked, though her expression wasn't reflecting her emotions, weren't reflecting her inner struggle over having this conversation.

 

"Well, I wouldn't have to be here if you did as much as pick up your phone every once in a while." Suro angerly answered, folding her arms.

 

"I was busy." Korra shrugged.

 

"Too busy to return reply to any text?" Suro asked, confused. "Not much, just a simple 'hi' once in a while so that I know that you're still alive?"

 

How could she? She barely ever felt alive nowadays.

 

"You had no reason to worry, everyone is watching over me like a fucking baby, so it's not like something would've happened to me." Korra answered bitterly. "And like I said; I was busy. I don't know what else to say to you, Suro."

 

"What do you mean you don't know what to say to me?!" Suro called out in frustration, making Korra flinch slightly. "You've been avoiding me for months! The only actual conversation we've had since you woke up was about godamnn sunflowers! Even when we did see each other, you just sit there without doing as much as saying bye when I leave, and you don't know what to say to me?"

 

She wanted to feel bad, feel guilty, anything, but she didn't. She just felt empty, like always.

 

"No, I don't, because I don't owe you an explanation as to how I choose to live my life!" Korra answered with a frown.

 

The hurt in Suro's eyes was unmistakeable. "How can you say that? After everything we've been through together?"

 

"Because this," she gestured towards her body, "is something I have to go through alone. And hovering around me–"

 

"-Hovering?!" Suro interjected in disbelief. "I'm not fucking hovering! I'm just trying to be there for you, so that you wouldn't have to go through this alone!"

 

"Oh, sorry, did you want me to cut off your legs too?" Korra said sarcastically.

 

"I'm your friend." Suro said firmly, ignoring Korra's comment. "I want to be here for you and if you'd just tell me what you're going though–"

 

"Then you'd do what?" Korra asked, annoyed. "Fix it? You can't fix me, Suro!"

 

"I'm not trying to fix you!" She exclaimed, fists jumped.

 

"Yes you are! You're trying to fix me, and not even for the sake of me! You're doing this to quiet down your own damn conscience!" Korra shouted back. "So maybe stop worrying about me and start worrying about yourself instead!"

 

"Oh, you wanna know what's wrong with me? I watched my best friend almost die on the operating table! And when said friend finally wakes up, she blames me for things that, news flash; are not my fault!"

 

Korra was taken aback. She knew that! She knew Suro wasn't to blame. Well... logically she knew that, she didn't necessarily feel that, but she'd never blame Suro for that out loud.

 

"You think I survived?" Korra snorted. "Your friend died on that operating table. Me and her are not the same."

 

"No." Suro's voice shook. "Don't say that, you don't... you don't get to say that."

 

"It's true." Korra said firmly. "So you need to stop chasing something that is long gone."

 

She started to wheel herself away, heading for the door, when something Suro said made her stop.

 

"Why did you do it?"

 

Korra turned herself halfway around. "Do what?" She asked.

 

"Why did you save me?" Suro asked, broken. "Why did you jump in front of the bullet?"

 

Korra stared off into the air. "You would've died."

 

"And I would willingly do so, I didn't ask  to be saved." She said to Korra, upset.

 

"I jumped in front of the bullet for the same reason you left our hiding spot," Korra stated, annoyed at Suro for accusing her of the same same crime she was guilty of, "I couldn't lose you."

 

"And this is better?" Suro exasperated.

 

"Yes!" Korra exclaimed. "No! I don't know!"

 

"You know something Korra?" Suro said, her voice sounding desprate. "I don't think you actually blame me for what happened to you. I think you tell yourself to blame me, but truly you blame yourself."

 

"No." Korra's voice shook. "Shut up."

 

"But this is not your fault Korra!" Suro stressed. "This is nobody's fault but the shooter, and if you'd just talk to me‐"

 

"Talk to you? Like you'd ever get what I'm going through!" Korra angerly interjected.

 

"Maybe not, but that's what friends do." Suro said as softly as she could. "They stick together, they talk about things, they pick each other up. How am I supposed to help you, when all you do is push me away?"

 

"Stop it!" Korra snapped. "Stop badgering me, stop hovering around me, just back off!" She was fucking furious, at Suro, at herself, at life. Unfortunately for her friend, she just so happened to be the only one there when she finally lost it. "I don't have to explain myself to you." She sternly said, unbothered by Suro's shocked face. "We're not friends!"

 

Suro's hurt face didnt make her feel any better, shocker. But she had already reached her 'feeling bad' capacity long ago. So now, the fact that she hurt one of the only people she cared about most was nothing but another reason to hate herself.

 

"I tried." She said, her voice laced with tears. "I really fucking tried, but I'm done."

 

And Korra couldn't even bring herself to feel anything as she watched her leave.

 

"That could've gone better," Kya said as she walked back in, woth that worried fucking look on her face that Korra hated.

 

"Stop it. Don't pitty me." Korra waved her off.

 

"I'm not pittying you, I think you're a bit of a dick to be honest," Kya chuckled, "unless she's an asshole secretly."

 

"She's not," Korra grumbled, "she's the nicest, kindest person you'll ever meet in your fucking life. Which is exactly why this is for the best, she doesn't deserve a fucked up friend like me."

 

"Hey," Kya kneeled down to meet her eyes, though Korra refused to look at her and immediately looked away, "that's my friend you're talking about."

 

Korra snorted. "You mean client." She countered.

 

"That too, but right now? She's my friend." Kya sternly argued. "And though she can be a jerk sometimes, I would like to tell her that she still deserves to love and be loved, even when she's at her lowest point."

 

"Right." Korra mumbled.

 

"And I would also like to remind her that all of this is temporary," Kya softly said, "that before she knows it, she'd walk again, and she wouldn't feel so shitty all the time. And I'm sure she'll learn to love herself all over again."

 

Korra rolled her eyes. "Right, and we'll all make our way on that big, magical rainbow on the back of unicorns."

 

Kya snickered. "Gay."

 

"I'm done for today." Korra stated firmly. "Bye, Kya."

 

"Sleep well okay?" She asked of her. "You'll need your energy for tommorow."

 


  As if she could ever.


 


 

Korra raised herself slightly, only letting her eyes be out in the open, she searched, but she didn't see anyone. Whoever it was, they were a master of disguise.


 

"I can't get a visual," Korra hissed, "I need to get out there."


 

Suro grabbed her by the wrist. "I'm not letting you risk your life, idiot." She harshly whispered right back.


 

"Well, someone has to." Korra answered with a glare.


 

"Exactly," Suro breathed in, "someone, not you."


 

"Don't you dare." Korra warned.




But Suro didn't listen. She never listened. By the time Korra had finished talking, Suro had already jumped out of their hiding spot, she always did. Korra remembered that, this is what always happened.

 

Except this time it was different.  She heard something... A filthy, horrifying sound had made her breath still. It was a laugh. This had never happened before...

 

She could see them this time. The assaulter had stepped out of the shadows, standing fully in the light. Their uniform bloody red, they held a gun barrel held against Suro's head with a full grin, teeth black as chalk and rotting. Blood was sprayed all over the attackers face, but they didn't seem to mind. In fact, they were quite pleased about it. And their eyes... their eyes were shining bright white. The sight in it of itself was enough to make anyone shit themselves, but that wasn't what shook Korra to her core. She knew that face, she saw the face of the attacker every single day anywhere she went.

 

She was the one holding a gun against Suro's head.

 

She wanted to scream, she wanted to run and tackle herself to the ground, she wanted to stop all these bad things from happening, but she couldn't. Because as she tried to charge forward, she realized she couldn't move. Looking down, she saw that she was bound to a wheel chair, and it's wheels were stuck in the snow. She tried to rock it, so that she'd get out of it, but by the time she managed to fall off and get to the ground, other Korra had already pulled the trigger.

 

"No!" Korra screamed as her other self had turned to dust, tears streaming out of her eyes as she crawled to Suro's limp body, her limbs drenching in her friend's blood as it kept pouring out of her.

 

She was still breathing, but just barely. Korra put her hand on Suro's shoulder and felt it rising and falling slowly and unevenly. She was pale, paler than Korra had ever seen her, and her shaking lips parted just barely, and her raspy voice came to Korra's ears.

 

"Why?" She asked weakly. "Why did you..."

 

"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry..." Korra chanted, burying her face in her friend's shirt. "I'm so sorry..."

 

But she didn't have time to grieve, time to think, because a deafning sound had reached her ears, a sound she knew all too well. The bomb alarm.

 

She raised her head to look, her vision still blurry from crying. She saw buildings falling, crashing into each other as more and more bombs fell. She heard screams, cries, then... silence. And that alone was the scariest sound she had ever heard.

 

Then she saw an explosion, so big that it was swallowing everything around it.  The flames were moving fast, destroying more and more as they made their way to Korra. She wanted to scream, she wanted to run away or at the very least drag herself and Suro away, but she couldn't move. All she could do was stare as the flames consumed everything around her, and eventually, they consumed her too.

 

Korra woke up screaming and crying in her mother's arms.

 


 

All she wanted to do, was to dive into that badge of water.

 

It was the middle of the night, and she somehow managed to sneak out without her parents noticing. They were too busy fighting, about her. She never saw her father cry, up until tonight.

 

She wasn't even bothered anymore.

 

She stared at her reflection in the water, a foreign girl staring back, and boy did she hate that stranger. She looked so weak, so skinny.  She was so fucking ugly that calling her ugly wouldn't cover it– she was repulsive. Korra wad gagging at the mere sight of her.

 

If she'd have it in her, she would jump in.

 

When Korra was a kid, she absolutely loved swimming. Her parents told her that when dhe took swimming lessons, the instructor had told them that they should take her out because she was like a dolphin, and she just needed to roam free in the water without guidance. Her parents laughed, but kept sending her to lessons, and eventually her instructor just let her do whatever she wanted in her own section in the pool. Her parents tried taking her to different classes, but it was no use. Korra needed to be left alone in the pool, and every teacher had eventually just allowed her to mess around.

 

When she grew older, she was an excellent swimmer. Almost entirely self taught. It was a good thing her parents didn't give up on her swimming classes, because she did listen to them. She absorbed what she needed to learn, learned it, and kept moving. When she was in highschool, she had gotten an A plus on all of her swimming exams, her parents were really proud.

 

She couldn't even dream of swimming now.  The most she could was taking a bath. But it wasn't really the same, and it wasn't special anyways, because it's not like she could stand up in the shower even if she wanted to.

 

She stared at the ledge. It wouldn't be hard to get herself into the water, just a slight push. But she couldn't.

 

So, she turned herself around, heading back home. Hopefully, her parents hadn't noticed her absence yet.

 

If she'd have it in her, she would drop in, and never rise back up.

 

She wished to have it in her.

 


 

Korra sat, exhausted before the day even began. Another physical therapy session, another day of failure, another exhausting day she didn't have in her.

 

"Whenever you're ready," Kya said softly.

 

"What's the point?" Korra huffed out, defeated. "I'm just gonna fall, again. Like I always do."

 

"Maybe not," Kya said encouragingly.

 

"Right." Korra rolled her eyes.

 

"One of this days you're gonna reach the end," Kya smiled, "who knows? Maybe this day will be today. You'll never know until you try."

 

"We've been at it for almost six months," Korra tiredly answered, "and I can barely take a couple of steps before I collapse."

 

"I know you're frustrated," her physical therapist started warmly, taking a couple of steps in her direction, "but–"

 

"Of course I'm frustrated!" Korra snapped. "A crazy maniac fucking shot me! And now I can't dress myself, or cook for myself or do anything for myself! And this whole time, everyone out there get to just move on with their lives while I'm stuck with you and you can't even help me!"

 

Immediately as she was done, she regretted her words. Especially seeing Kya's shocked expression. Regret, probably her most frequent emotion. It was up there with hatred, dread, and numbness.

 

"That... came out wrong." Was all Korra could mumbled. She couldn't even fathom a fricking apology. A simple 'sorry' to show that she was still a human fucking being. Pathetic.

 

"It's alright," Kya smiled after getting over the initial shock, "it's better to let all that pent up anger out, trust me."

 

"I'm just tired, Kya." Korra answered, gaze down on the floor. "I'm so tired."

 

"You have indeed suffered a great loss," Kya placed a comforting hand of Korra's shoulder, "I don't think anyone will be the same after this war, but you can't let it break your spirit, remember? That's one of the first things I ever told you."

 

Korra smiled weakly. "Right." She half whispered.

 

"You deserve to find peace and be happy, Korra." She continued. "Your road just has a few more bumps in it. It's not fair, but it's nothing you can't handle. I believe in you kid."

 

So, she agreed to try again.

 

She took a moment to adjust on the track, holding herself up just barely. She had a bad feeling about that, it didn't seem like a good start.

 

But as soon as she took the first step, Kya started talking.

 

"Ladies and gentlemen did you see that? A perfect side kick by our fighter Korra 'the machine' Waters!" She announced, making the few other physical therapist around turn their way.

 

"What are you doing?" Korra asked, but she couldn't stop a small smile from rising to surface.

 

"Narrating." Kya winked. "Did I say you can take a break? Keep going."

 

Korra took another step, and once again, Kya didn't waste a second and continued on with her lousy narration. She is keeping the pressure. It's like she's unstoppable!"

 

"Stopppp!" Korra giggled. "You're embarrassing me!"

 

"It seems like she is raising the guard there." Kya deadpanned.

 

Korra rolled her eyes playfully, and continued to make her way forward.

 

"Ooooh look at that! Right through the guard!" Kya cheered enthusiastically.

 

It continued on like that, with every step Korra took, Kya had a similar announcement to make. Korra hadn't laughed that hard in months, and every single therapist and patient had cheered with her. It was embarrassing, but also... nice.

 

"You're ridiculous." Korra told Kya with a big smile.

 

"And you're nearly done." Kya winked back.

 

It took Korra a moment to realize what dhe meant, but when she noticed, she nearly gasped. She was just a step away from completing the track, and she wasn't exhausted, her arms weren't sore... in fact, she was barely leaning on them anymore. This was...

 

"How is this possible?" Korra muttered, confused and excited all at the same time.

 

"For a while now I suspected that you had the mental capability to complete the track," Kya folded her arms with a satisfied smirk, "it wasn't your legs that stopped you, it was your mind. You just needed a distraction. So, are we gonna wait all day?"

 

Korra breathed in deeply. She slowly and carefully raised her leg up and was shocked when it wasn't even a problem. Slowly but surely, she placed it again and shifted her weight. She was barely sweating as she took the final step.

 

When everyone cheered, Korra decided to try something. Call her an over achiever, but she felt like she could. She detached one of her hands from the bar, and when she regained balance she detached the other as well. Now, she was getting tired, but she could do this. She knew she could.

 

She actually managed to take a couple of steps before she lost her balance and crashed into Kya, who held her with a big, warm hug, and Korra spent the rest of the session bawling her eyes out happily into Kya's t-shirt.

 


 

Korra watched from afar. She saw people from her unit, those who survived anyway. Some of them were wearing uniform, some weren't. They had all kinds of snacks and drinks (non-alcoholic of course, there was no alcohol allowed inside army bases, though, they did sneak those in successfully more than once) and they had party music turnrd on. In the center of this event stood Suro, with that smile of hers that could light up the  entire world, no matter how dark it was. She knew that for sure, because Suro and her kindness were what had gotten Korra through the war.

 

She stood there for a while, not knowing how to approach her long lost friend. She missed her, she missed her so much. Even when she couldn't talk to her, she missed her. She missed her friend, and she wanted her friend back. She just didn't know if... if Suro missed her too.

 

A few seconds, or minutes, went by since she had gotten there, and she watched all her old friends congratulating Suro, with big hugs and smiles. She saw them taking pictures with her, because she was finally getting discharged. Korra knew, because the two enlisted in the same day, and they used to count the days together. As fate would have it, Korra had gotten discharged earlier, but she still remembered the date by heart.

 

Finally, Suro and her locked eyes. She was surprised to see her, and Korra just smiled at her sadly. She saw Suro saying something to her friend, probably excusing herself, before she started approaching Korra.

 

"Hey," Korra greeted, nervous.

 

"You're walking." Suro said, half in shock.

 

Korra chuckled. "Yeah," she said, "I can even stand without my cane, see?" She raised it up with a grin. "See? Good as new." Almost...

 

"Well, I'm... happy for you." Suro said with a half smile.

 

"Yeah it's... it's been a while." Korra mumbled.

 

"Korra, why are you here?" Suro asked, confused. "It's been weeks since I last saw you, and it didn't even seem like you were intrested to see me again."

 

"Maybe it didn't seem like it, but of course I wanted to see you again," Korra tried to explain, "I was... I am going through a rough time right now, but you're my family, that's never going to change."

 

"Right." Suro muttered. "I get it man, but mental illness is not an excuse. So what? If you would've murdered somebody you wouldn't be to blame?"

 

"I am to blame, and I'm really fuckimg Sorry." Korra said, half pleading. "You were right– I was blaming myself, and taking it out on you because it was easier."

 

Finally, Suro's stern front broke with a slight chuckle. "Of course I was right," she gloated, "you think I don't know my friend?"

 

"Nah man, we're not friends," Korra grinned, "we're sisters."

 

"Ew," Suro giggled, "people might think I actually like you if you sat that sort of sentimental shit."

 

"Oh no, anything but that." Korra sarcastically said.

 

They spent a few more minutes just smiling at each other in comfortable silence, before Suro spoke.

 

"I'm also sorry, by the way." She said, much to Korra's surprise.

 

"You have nothing to be sorry about," she said with raised eyebrows.

 

"I do," Suro sadly replied, "I tried pushing you to forgive me, because I needed you to do that so that I could forgive myself. I'm sorry, I shouldn't have rushed you that way."

 

"Someone had to stop stepping on eggshells around me and tell me the raw, unfiltered truth," Korra dismissed, "I wouldn't be here today, if I didn't think I might lose you."

 

"Liar," Suro smiled at her, "that's not the only reason you're here, is it? You could've just called me and you know it."

 

As always, Suro was just the best at reading Korra. She shouldn't be so surprised at this point, no one knew her as well as Suro did.

 

"No, it isn't." Korra's gaze dropped to the ground.

 

"Well? What is it then?" Suro asked, pursing her lips together.

 

"I'm..." she sighed. "I'm leaving."

 

Silence.

 

"Oh." Suro tried her best to not sound heartbroken, but failed. Or at least, Korra could tell she was faking.

 

"I'm going to study physical therapy in Republic City," Korra told her with a half smile, "I didn't know what I wanted to do with myself in this new reality for the longest time, every future I envisioned for myself was... gone. But my physical therapist, Kya, she... saved my life and I... I wanna be just like her. I wanna save people just like how she  saved me."

 

"But why not here?" Suro asked, clearly upset, "the university here is incredible! And you'll already know everyone. What is so good about Republic City, anyways?"

 

"I can't be here anymore," Korra confessed, "everywhere I go everyone already knows me as this... charity case. I have to reinvent myself, I have to leave."

 

"So," suro sniffled, "so let's do a farewell tommorow, okay? Just the two of us? I want to see you before you go."

 

Korra's heart ached at that, because this is her fault. She should've reached out sooner, and now she literally was there because she ran out of time.

 

"Yeah... that... that sounds wonderful..." Korra smiled sadly. She was about to say 'but', but she lingered. She didn't want to hurt Suro, she couldn't tell her, she quite literally found herself unable to speak.

 

Thankfully, Suro seemed to pick up on it, and her face fell.

 

"You're not gonna be here tommorow, are you?" She tiredly said. "Because you're leaving today."

 

Korra could feel the tears in her throat, stopping her from speaking, so instead she nodded to confirm that this, in fact, was her last day in the southern water tribe. She wasn't sure when she would be there next, when she'd visit, she couldn't tell how long its going to take before she feels comfortable there again.

 

"Can I at least escort you to the airport?" Suro asked.

 

"I'd like that." Korra smiled, a little more sincerely this time.

 


 

"Ready to go?"

 

Korra sighed and stood up, still not taking for granted how easily she did that nowadays. Was she ready? No, not exactly. This place, messy as it is, was her home ever since she was born. How could she ever live elsewhere, and feel the same about it? And Republic City... they didn't even have snow! It was freaking hot in there, and apparently everyone knew how to drive? Plus, she wouldn't know anyone, and she wouldn't know how to get around.

 

But she couldn't stay here, that much was clear. So, she'll have to make it her new home.

 

"Yeah, I am," Korra said, handing her father her suitcase, that unfortunately she still couldn't carry herself, "are you two ready?"

 

"Not really," her father smiled lightly, "but what parent is ready to see his baby leave the nest?"

 

"It'll be fine," Korra smiled at him sadly, "I'll come visit, you'll come visit... next thing you know, I'll be some kick ass physical therapist and your back aches will be gone."

 

He laughed at her joke, taking her hand in both of his. "I know this isn't the future you envisioned for yourself, but I trust that you made the right decision given the circumstances. And I hope you know that me and your mom are so, so proud of you."

 

Dammit, now she was crying. "Really?" She said in a weak tone.

 

"Really," he smiled at her widely, "and to show you how much, we got you a farewell present."

 

"Isn't paying for my tuition and rent enough of a farewell present?" Korra asked, confused.

 

"Nope, not for us." He winked. "Come on, you're gonna love this."

 

He helped her downstairs, an action that took a little while. Up until now she slept in the guest room on the first floor, but she wanted to go to her actual room before leaving. It was hard, but when she finished going up the stairs she was so euphoric that it was worth it. 

 

But nothing could've prepared her for what was downstairs, she almost fell down from shock and happiness when she saw it. A blob of white furr wagging  it's tail had greeted her happily, all while making enthusiastic dog sounds.

 

"Naga!" She exclaimed as the dog made her way towards her, feeling herself seconds away from crying. "How... you guys I..."

 

All she wanted was to kneel down and hug her dog, but it took her a while because of her injury. Naga was just as excited, but tamer then Korra remembered her to be. She missed her so much, Naga and her had really connected during her time on the search and rescue unit, and either everything that went down since... Korra wasn't even sure if Naga was alive. She was so relieved.

 

"She had gotten discharged around the time you did," her mother had informed her with a warm smile, "she had been in a new kind of training since. We made arrangements for her to continue it on Republic City. After that, she'll be your certified service dog."

 

"You guys, this is amazing." Korra sniffled, stroking Naga's fur in awe. "But... I can't just tear her away from her home like that..."

 

"She can't stay here," her dad shook his head, "the vet said that this place is giving her flashbacks."

 

"That's awful," Korra worried her bottom lip, "she does seem more depressed than I recall..."

 

"It is," Her mom agreed, "but... at least the two of you can heal together now, in your new home."

 

Korra smiled warmly at her dog. Her back was hurting from sitting on the floor, but it was so worth it to be reunited with her friend like that. Naga, though she was calmer than her usual safe, was really happy to see Korra and it showed. And that way... maybe neither of them had to be alone.

 

"C'mon girl," she said with a big grin, "ready to go?"

  
Notes for the Chapter:
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16. The Aftermath


    
    "Life was... better after that," Korra finished off, still not meeting Asami's gaze directly, "harder, but better. When I was able to walk on my own again I started having more hallucinations of myself... that's why I cut my hair like that, to differentiate between me and her." She explained. "And that's why Naga isn't here with us. Every time she was back in the south she got really depressed and anxious so I stopped bringing her with me." She then breathed in deeply, finally gathering the courage to look at Asami. "Are... you okay?"

 

Am I okay? Of course I'm okay, why wouldn't I be? Asami mused to herself. It's not like I sat here for the last hour or so listening to the most traumatic life story I've ever heard in my entire life. No biggie.


She shook herself to reality, feeling sort of like a zombie at this point. "Right, yeah, I'm fine, I'm just processing." She answered. "I uh... I have several questions."

 

"Oh," Korra blinked, "well, I'll be happy to answer anything I can."

 

"Cool, so um... first question; when you said you have back problems," Asami started awkwardly, "you actually meant that you have a fucking bullet in your spine?"

 

Korra stared at her for a second or two, before chuckling lightly. "Nah, they removed the bullet, silly."

 

"I'm silly? You described a spinal cord injury as 'back problems'!" Asami exclaimed.

 

"I mean... that's technically correct," Korra nervously rubbed the back of her neck.

 

"Well yeah, but..." Asami didn't even have the words to describe the confusion and shock she was experiencing at the moment. "...never mind."

 

"Are you... mad or something?" Korra asked, nervous.

 

"What? No, of course not, I'm just..." Asami trailed off. "I'm trying to peice it all together."

 

"Oh, okay then," Korra didn't seem all too relieved. She understood it though, it probably wasn't easy for her to share this.

 

"So, um, Naga is your... service dog?" Asami asked. "And before that, she was a tracker dog during the war? Damn."

 

"Legally, she is still my service dog yes, even though I pretty much retired her at this point." Korra answered, " I'm still considered disabled by law so..."

 

"Really?" Asami asked, surprised. She didn't want to sound like a dick, but she never imagined Korra struggling like that. Maybe Asami was just closed minded, but it was an odd concept to grasp.

 

"Well, the recovery  of temporary paralysis isn't exactly full," Korra explained awkwardly, "I still have episodes where I have really bad back pain, or sometimes my lower body is just abnormally stiff. It's not very frequent nowadays, and usually it's not too bad..."

 

"Oh," that was... shocking to say the least, she never expected something like this from Korra, she always seemed so... so very Korra. She didn't know how to explain it, but the way that Korra had handled herself around Asami had never made her question her physical shape. Maybe Korra was good at hiding it, but Asami felt like she is just as capable as she claims to be, even if now and then she needs a hand. "Can you prevent those?"

 

"It's chronic." Korra blankly stated.

"I know, that's not what I meant," Asami started massaging her temples, her head hurting from all of that new information, "I meant to ask if it's possible for you to do anything to make it better?"

 

Korra shrugged. "All the regular stuff," she said, "I have to do a lot of stretches before and after a weight-lifting related workout, and be careful with the exercises that I do and how much weight I use. Oh, and I have an orthopedic mattress, plus I do a lot of yoga and pilates and stuff like that."

 

"Holy shit," Asami mumbled, shcoked and sad and confused all in the same breath, "you do all of that, and still you're in chronic pain? That's..."

 

That's not fair.

 

"Usually I'm not really in pain," Korra said softly, "episodes where I'm really in pain are rare, though I actually had a really bad one recently. Like, the worst I've had in years."

 

"Really? When?" Asami questioned. "Did I already know you?"

 

Korra laughed. "I sure hope so, I slept on your couch the night before."

 

"Oh," Asami tried to think back, "was that the day–"

 

"After we made out drunk at a bar? Yeah, it was that one." Korra interjected, smirking.

 

"Um," Asami blushed, not having expected that. "Okay, I didn't know you remembered that..."

 

"I don't, you told me," Korra chuckled, "I guess you were pretty drunk when you did so..."

 

"I..."Asami was too stunned to speak. Not only she felt about a million things before this conversation took place, now she had to add embarrassment to the mix. "I'm sorry, I should've told you before."

 

"It really doesn't matter now," Korra waved her off, "I just thought... well, now that you know about... everything, I just thought that we talk about that day."

 

"Why?" Asami asked, confused.

 

"Other than me getting a really bad episode," Korra continued, disregarding her, "it was also the day, if you recall," suddenly she turned nervous, which was kind of adorable, "that you asked me out."

 

For a second, Asami really didn't understand why Korra was bringing that up, she asked Korra out, and Korra wasn't intrested. So, what? Was this her way of informing Asami that she still wasn't intrested? Or was she just trying to hurt Asami now? Plus, what did it have to do with anything they just talked about?

 

And than it hit her– she is really fucking stupid.

 

"Oh my God." She mumbled. "I thought you–"

 

"You though I was rejecting you," Korra completed with pursed lips.

 

"I am so sorry," Asami said, eyes wide, "I treated you like an ass for weeks!"

 

"I remember," Korra chuckled, "but it's okay, I get it. I just figured that if you already know..."

 

"Is that..." she kind of didn't want to know, but at the same time, she kind of had to know. "Is that the only reason as to why you said no that day?"

 

Korra blinked, than slapped her own forhead. "Holy shit, do I need to sleep with you for a third time for you to get the message? Because if so, I'll happily escort you back to my room."

 

Asami blushed furiously, once again. "What? It's a legitimate question!" She defended herself.

 

"Asami," Korra took Asami's hands in hers and looked deeply into her eyes, "I like you, okay? I liked you for a while now, and honestly I was just waiting for you to get over yourself–"

 

"Hey!" Asami pouted.

 

"-And stop being so godamn stubborn." Korra didn't even stop talking, she just looked at Asami with a soft smile. "Jokes aside, I really did like you for a long time. Even back then."

 

"Oh," Asami answered awkwardly.

 

"Oh?" Korra repeated, her smile dropping a tiny bit. "What does that mean?"

 

"It means we had gotten really off topic and I still have a bunch of questions for you, regarding everything you just told me." Asami clenched her eyebrows in sort of a confused frown.

"Oh." Korra said, disappointed.

 

"But also," Asami continued, bashful, "it means that I feel the same way."

 

At that, Korra let a small smile slip. "Yeah?"

 

"Yeah," Asami smiled back, "but please never say 'like' again, it sounds so damn childish."

 

"Would 'I quite fancy you my lady' sound more adult to you?" Korra teased.

 

Asami scrunched her nose. "It would definitely make you sound more like a princess, princess."

 

"Whatever, city girl," Korra winked, "what else did you want to ask me?"

 

"About a million things, I hope that's okay." Asami nervously mumbled.

 

"Go ahead." Korra gestured her to continue.

 

"Do you still have flashbacks like the ones you described?" Asami asked, concerned more than anything.

 

"I..." Korra trailed off, uncomfortably shifting in her seat. "Not as frequently as before, but yes."

 

"That must be rough," Asami worried her bottom lip.

 

"Yeah." Korra simply replied.

 

"What about Suro? The um... girl you saved? Isn't it her wedding?" She continued.

 

"Yeah, that's the one," Korra affirmed, "what about her?"

 

"Did you guys keep on touch?" Asami curiously asked.

 

"Well, we did, but it's been a while." Korra admitted, seemingly unhappy about it. "I love her like a sister, but we really haven't talked much the last year, other than me congratulating her on her engagement."

 

"Did she congratulate you on your engagement?" She sarcastically asked.

 

Korra cracked a smile. "No. How dare she?"

 

Asami smiled softly. "So, am I gonna have to change my mattress?" She lightheartedly joked.

 

Korra snorted. "We can cut yours, mine and glue them together." She replied with a grin.

 

"But what if I want to cuddle?" Asami questioned.

 

"Worth risking paralysis for." Korra said, all but serious.

 

Asami genuinely laughed, which felt weird. A few moments ago, she was ready to bawl her eyes out and repeatedly ask Korra if she was okay. But Korra was just so... goofy. Her injury, her experience in the war... all of those needed to be discussed at length, but right now? She just wanted to hold Korra close, they'd have time to talk through everything later. She just wanted to be here, with Korra, who admittedly had feelings for her, and laugh until her stomach hurts.

 

"I think..." Asami mumbled, massaging her temples. "I think that's all of the questions I can fathom right now. I will probably have about a million more after I sleep well though."

 

"Does that mean I get to also ask you things about your past?" Korra asked.

 

Asami was kind of surprised by the question. "You want to know about my past? I think you pretty much know everything." She asked, confused.

 

"I barely know anything about you," Korra deadpanned, "you never tell me anything."

 

"That's... not true," or was it? She wasn't too sure. Usually she wasn't too keen on sharing, so it made sense that she wouldn't volunteer information about herself... but how bad could Korra question be? "Okay, ask me anything."

 

"Anything?" Korra narrowed her eyes. "No filters?"

 

Oh boy. "That's what I said, I guess." She mumbled.

 

"Okay," Korra folded her arms, "what's your favorite color?"

 

Asami gasped. "Now you really crossed a line." She sarcastically said.

 

Korra chuckled. "But seriously, I do have a bunch of questions to you."

 

"Go ahead," Asami nodded.

 

"So, first of all," Korra leaned forward in her seat, "why did all of your friends say that we can't talk about your time in college?" She asked.

 

The question resembled a punch in the face for Asami. Why would her friends even phrase it like that? Of course Korra would be curious about it, who wouldn't be? If anyone told her that Korra had gotten injured in the war and refused to mention anything else, she'd become a fucking detective.

 

"B-because," she tried to compose herself, unsuccessfuly, "we don't talk about college."

 

"That's what they said too," Korra tilted her head, "but why?"

 

"No reason." Asami shook her head furiously. "I just don't like thinking about that time in my life. I was young, and I was stupid, and..."

 

"And what?" Korra asked, curious.

 


  And he took advantage of it.


 

"Let's just say it wasn't great out there in Ba Sing Se," she simply answered.

 

"I'm sorry to hear that," Korra said genuinely.

 

She should tell Korra. Korra had just shared with her pretty much everything she had ever been through with her, and yet Asami was hesitant. Logically, she knew the whole thing with... that guy wasn't her fault, but she was so fucking ashamed of herself for not seeing what was happening until it was too late. Korra deserved to know, but Asami couldn't tell her.

 

"It's okay, it wasn't your fault," Asami shrugged, "it's just not easy being a sixteen year old in college, I guess." She felt stupid saying that, in comparison to Korra's past, everything she'd ever been through seemed so small. Her therapist would tell her to never compare one's troubles, but he wasn't here right now, and she couldn't really feel like her past issues were anything other than stupid.

 

Somehow, Korra mabaged not to comment on it. "It wasn't easy being a twenty year old in college too, if it makes you feel any better," Korra tried cheering her up.

 

Asami snorted. "And why is that?"

 

"Everyone around me was so... childish." Korra complained. "They were upset that the exam was too hard or that they had too many homework, it was seriously annoying. I always felt like they didn't know real problems."

 

Asami laughed. "You'd probably think all of my problems are stupid too."

 

You probably still do.

 

"I doubt it," Korra smiled, "how about you tell me your problems and we'll find out?"

 

Damn, she's sneaky.

 

"Well, you know almost everything," Asami shrugged, "I have a dead mom and I work my ass off without living, what's more is there?"

 

"Do you like your job?" Korra questioned.

Asami stared at her. Where was this coming from? Asami had never said something incriminating... did she? Because if her father found out...

 

"I guess so." She answered with a shrug. "Do you like yours?"

 

"Yeah," Korra answered without even hesitateting, "I really do. But I also chose it for myself, what about you? Did you get to choose your profession?"

 

Asami was dumbstruck. It was pretty amazing how easily Korra was able to pick up on stuff about her. Maybe it took her a while, but Korra had been through so much and Asami never really picked up on anything. So, maybe Korra was more observant then Asami gave her credit for, and maybe Asami was not as smart as she thought.

 

"I didn't. Of course I didn't." Asami stated the obvious. "But it's whatever, mechanical engineering is interesting and everything." Asami shrugged again.

 

"Yeah, but is it what you want to do for the rest of your life?" Korra questioned with a raised eyebrow.

 

"Well..." Asami laughed nervously. "I guess so? I don't really have many options."

 

"Why is that?" Korra asked.

 

"Jee, what's gotten into you?" Asami mumbled.

 

Korra shrugged. "I wanna know more about you, that's it."

 

"I'll tell you everything," Asami promised, "but... maybe we should have this talk in the morning, instead?"

 

"It's seven AM." Korra raised an amused eyebrow.

 

"Seriously?" Asami blinked. "Damn, we've been talking for hours!"

 

"I mean... our late night activity had been pretty time consuming too." Korra winked at her. "We can go to sleep for as long as you'd like, but you have to promise to cuddle me the entire time."

 

Asami smiled brightly. "Deal."

 

And that's exactly what they did.

 


 

Asami woke up to gentle kisses on her forhead, and she just pretended to be asleep so that the kisses would never stop coming.

 

It only worked for a couple of seconds, unfortunately.

 

"Lunch is ready," Korra whispered softly in her ear, "you wanna wake up?"

 

Asami furiously shook her head, nuzzling closer towards Korra.

 

She chuckled in response. "You wanna stay here?"

 

Asami nodded.

 

"Okay," Korra answered, brushing a strand of Asami's hair behind her ear soothingly, "I'll be right back then, alright?"

 

Asami frowned. "If you move even for an inch," she threatened, her voice still hoarse from sleep, "I will literally end you."

 

Korra snorted out a laughter. "I'm hungry!"

 

"I'm comfy." Asami argued.

 

"You should wake up anyway, I wanna show you around and it's freezing cold after sunset." Korra answered. "Rise and shiiiiiiiine."

 

"The morning is seriously evil." Asami commented unhappily, rubbing sleep out of her eyes.

 

"It's a good thing that it's 2pm then." Korra joked. "Get uppp!"

 

"Wait," Asami suddenly had an exciting realization, "if youre showing me around, does it mean that we get to go on the funicular again?"

 

Korra raised both of her eyebrows, confused. "Seriously? You wanna get on that thing again?"

 

Asami nodded enthusiastically.

 

"What's so great about that hunk of junk anyways?" Korra chuckled. "It's really not that great."

 

"But it's such an interesting transport veichle!" Asami pouted. "Imagine how much effort was put into planning it! Of course, if I'd design it, I'd do it a bit differently... what? Why are you looking at me like that?"

 

Korra didn't tear away her eyes. She just kept smiling and staring, like Asami was a tiny kitten or something. "Nothing," she eventually said, "you're cute when you're nerding out."

 

Asami's face turned tomato red, to the point that she had to hide behind the blanket to keep Korra from noticing it. "Stoooop." She complained, voice muffled by the fabric.

 

"Never," Korra winked, "please, tell me how you'd design it differently."

 

"I..." Asami was still bashful, but if there was something she loved doing, it was designing not-so-normal transportation vechile. "I need to think about it." And by that, she meant that by night she'd have a fully detailed sketch ready. She loved designing odd mechanical pieces, like random rollercoaster and such. It was wayyyy more interesting than... well, cars.

 

"I can't wait," Korra smiled, "say..."

 

"Say what?" Asami asked.

 

"So, since I admitted to have a little bit of feelings for you," Korra said teasingly, "and you admitted to be head over heels for me–"

 

"I don't remember that unfolding this way." Asami answered, annoyed.

 

Korra laughed. "Whatever, since we admitted to have feelings for each other... does that mean I get to kiss you good morning?"

 

Asami smiled dreaming dreamingly. "Oh, you get to kiss me all right." She mumbled, pulling herself up to lean on her elbows and inching closer and closer to Korra, eyeing down her lips.

 

Then, when Korra's eyes fluttered shut, she backed out.

 

"But not now." She said sweetly, standing up. "C'mon, let's go to lunch, I'm starving."

 

"You'll be the death of me, city girl." Korra tried to sound bitter, but truthfully she was excited like a five year old.

 

After all, Asami said that she would get to kiss her. She couldn't wait to get to that.
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17. The day after


    
    "So, what do you girls have planned for today?"

 

"Um," Korra looked over at Asami, smiling softly, "I was planning on showing Asami around. She had never been here, so I thought it would be nice." 

 

"Where are you two going?" Senna curiously asked.

 

Korra shrugged. "All the basic stuff, the best restaurant for dinner, site seeing, penguin sledding–"

 

"Penguin what now?" Asami asked, confused.

 

"Penguin sledding." Korra repeated, as if it was self explanatory.

 

"Oh, of course," Asami sarcastically said, "penguin sledding, duh."

 

"Don't worry, you'll see." Korra winked.

 

Asami couldn't help but smile. She had absolutely no idea what penguin sledding was, but Korra was just too good damn cute! She didn't even care what they'd do, as long as they'd be together.

 

"Question," Korra's father started, "are you planning on going to the monument?"

 

Asami didn't know for sure what he was talking about, all she could do was infer that it had something to do with the recent war. Korra, however, seemed to know exactly what he was talking about, as she shifted her weight in her seat and laughed uncomfortably.

 

"Jeez, dad, that's a bit of a heavy topic for a nice family lunch, isn't it?" She mumbled.

 

"I was just wondering," he defended himself, "it's important you go pay your respects, don't you think?"

 

"When did I ever visit the south and skipped on going there?" Korra rolled her eyes. "But I'm not sure it'll be today... I haven't even asked Asami about it yet."

 

"Oh, I'd like to go," Asami interrupted, getting the feeling that they kinda forgot she was there, "if that's something you're comfortable with, of course."

 

Korra smiled at her sadly. "I'll think about it," she softly said.

 

"Okay," Asami nodded, "but again, only if you feel comfortable with it. If not, I could probably just practice Mario Kart when you're there." She joked.

 

"See! Mario Kart! We made a good choice with her!" Tonaraq laughed. "Oh boy!"

 

"You do not get any credit for this!" Korra argued. "I taught her Mario Kart! She didn't like it before she met me!"

 

"We picked a racer," Senna deadpanned, "a racer! The credit is definitely ours."

 

"Yeah? Well..." Korra glanced at Asami, who was mere seconds away from bursting into laughter. "...Shut up."

 

"You guys are great." Asami said, giggling.

 

"Don't encourage them!" Korra exclaimed.

 

"Please, go on and encourage us." Korra's father winked. 

 

The conversation kept going like this, which Asami cherished. Seeing Korra's family dynamic was intresting and hilarious at the same time... She never had anything like that with her father. She loved him dearly, but she didn't really feel comfortable being this way with him. As it turns out though, a lot of it was in her head. Just like how she thought he wouldn't approve of her beimg bi, she just assumed those things about him. Maybe she needed to open up more. 

 

On the other hand, she was pretty sure that if she were to be honest with him about everything, it'll break his heart. 

 

After a while, Korra had announced that she wanted to take a shower before heading out to the city, and though Asami had contemplated joining in, she assumed following Korra after she said that wouldn't go over well with Korra's folks. Instead, in an effort to make a good impression on Korra's family, she offered to help them clean up. An offer which they happily accepted. Even Korra looker impressed, which was a nice bonus. 

 

"Aren't you sweet," Senna beamed at her, "care to help an old lady out and take the dishes to the kitchen?"

 

"Old? Oh Senna, you and your husband don't look a day over twenty." Asami joked with a smug smile, sticking her tongue out as Korra mouthed 'Kiss Ass' before heading back to her room. 

 

Senna was quite chatty, she asked her a bunch of questions which she certainly knew the answer to, given certainly w eventually they had to decide Asami was a good match for Korra. But Senna was polite enough to show an intrest in Asami, and she appriciated it. She had bazillion questions towards the couple too, mostly about Korra's past, But she realized it may have been a tad too early to ask about what was probably the most traumatic experience of their life. So instead she just answered their questions with a warm smile.

 

"So," Tonaraq said at some point, folding his arms, "tell me about that engineering business. I should probably know the basics before I start having business meetings with your father. Korra had tried explaning it to me, but–" 

 

"Whatever Korra told you, forget about it." Asami chuckled, shaking her head in disapproval. "Trust me, this girl doesn't even know the basics."

 

"She only told me was that you're supposed to replace your car battery every two years, or something like that... Right? " He scratched his head, confused.

 

Asami couldn't help but smile, remebering how she got annoyed with Korra over that exact thing, and thinking about the fact that Korra remembered it too. Well enough so that it'll be the only thing she'd know to tell her father about cars. It was heart warming, really, and it made her feel really happy that Korra was listening to her, even in subjects she knew nothing about. 

 

God, she felt like a teenager. That was so pathetic of her.

 

"Something like that," Asami affirmed with a smile, as they finished up cleaning the table. 

 

"I didn't even know cars have to be charged." He mumbled, "I hope the charger is USB-C... "

 

Asami had to stop herself from snorting. It was truely insane how little the residants of the south pole all knew about mechanics. No womder Korra was so confused about the car battery. This deal that they cut with her father would really make their life a lot  easier. Well, maybe not for the taxi drivers, but everyone else would absolutely benefit from it.

 

After they finished cleaning up the place, Asami excused herself back to Korra's room and made her way there. It didn't really accure to her that she should probably knock, until she was quite literally met with Korra's naked ass. And damn, that ass... 

 

Korra peared over her shoulder, smirking at the very flustered Asami. "Oh, please, come in!" She teased. "It's nothing you haven't seen before!" 

 

Asami opened her mouth to retort, but was caught speechless when her eyes wondered to Korra's back. Oh shit. Had she really never noticed it before? Was Korra attempting to hide it from her, or was she just not very observant?  

 

"Oh." Korra spun around as soon as she realized why Asami wasn't answering. "I guess there is something you haven't seen before..." Korra then mumbled, nervous looking. 

 

Asami was a little stunned. Seeing Korra's scar somehow made everything so real, like up until now it was just some story, some fever dream about Korra's life. Now, everything she felt last night had hit her again. She didn't want to start crying, assuming it wouldn't go over that well with Korra, and she didn't know how to express her feelings without making Korra insecure by accident . 

 

So, she said the only thing that she could think of. 

 

"It kinda looks like a smiley." She awkwardly said.

 

Korra stared at her, gawking silently for a few good second. Asami felt very self conscious right now, fearing that what she had said had been ultimatly worse then her just breaking down and crying on the floor or something. Korra was completly unreadable, she was just staring in utter shock at, before suddenly a smile had crept onto her lips, and Asami felt like she could finally breath again.

 

"Excuse My language," Korra said, amused, "but what the fuck do you mean?"

 

"What!" Asami smiled. "It's like this annoyed emoji thingy. Like..." she stepped closer, her fingertips now tracing the faded scars on Korra's back. "That smiley... With the lines for eyes..." 

 

"Yeah?" Korra mumbled after turning around. Now, her face so close that Asami could feel her breath on her own skin, and it made Asami get goosebamps when Korra placed her oen hand on top of Asami's, keeping her in place.

 

"And the mouth..." Asami felt really hot at the face tracing the final scar. "the lips..." oh god, they were so fucking close. She was just inches away from reaching over and kissing Korra.

 

"The lips..?" Korra repeated, only half listening, her eyes falling beneath Asami's eyes, fixating on her lips. 

 

"I... " Korra just had to be so damn sexy, right? Asami couldn't even keep being sad, she was too busy being mad horny. Fucking hell. 

 

But somehow, to keep being the motherfucking tease she was, she managed to pull away. 

 

"You should probably get dressed," she said to Korra, who was a little dazed and very confused, "we have places to be and a funicular to take!" 

 

"Huh?" Korra adorably clenched her eyebrows in confusion. 

 

Asami bit back a smile. "You want a kiss?" She said in the most formal sounding tone she could muster. "You're gonna have to earn it first, princess."

 

"Not fair." Korra pouted. "I'm kiss deprived! What did I ever do to deserve this?" She dramatically said, as if this was the most tragic fate anyone could ever face.

 

It was sweet, really.

 

"It's not about what you did, it's about what you didn't do," Asami scolded, trying not to burst out laughing, if you want kissed prove to me you deserve them. Got it?" 

 

Korra stood up straight, saluteing. "Yes Ma'am!" She called. 

 

Asami couldn't help but giggle. Grabbing a pair of pants from Korra's suitcase and tossing it on her. "Good. Now, let's hit the street!"

 


 

Korra had a blast on the funicular. Not becsuse she enjoyed the ride, in all honestly she thought about burning that hunk of junk more than a few times in the past, but watching Asami was a treat. She jumped in her seat like an excited child with a huge smile plastered on her face, which made Korra break into a smile too. Asami was just too adorable, it should be illegal to be this damn cute.

 

What was intresting about Asami, is that most people would have looked at the view. But Asami? Fuck no. She was looking at the engine. She examined their seats, the structure of the trolley, she even unbuckled her seatbelt at some point in an attempt to study the railway itself. Seriously, if Korra wouldn't have been there to grab her Asami would've ended up face first on the rails. This girl... 

 

"Taking you onto the funicular is like driving with children," Korra said as soon as they stepped out of the trolley.

 

Asami snorted. "Who the fuck let you drive around with children?" She smirked.

 

"What is that supposed to mean?" Korra asked, confused. 

 

"It means that you're a terrible, terrible driver." Asami nonchalantly said. 

 

"What!" Korra called out. "I'm a great driver!" 

 

"Oh, god, you can't actually think that, can you?" Asami sounded genuinly horrified for a second. 

 

"What's wrong with the way I drive?" Korra said, offended. 

 

"Korra," Asami apoligetically said, "you almost ran over three different pigeons the one time you drove me somewhere."

 

"My driving teacher said that they always instinctively fly on their own," Korra defended herself wiyh folded arms, "and that I couldn't even hit them if I wanted to." 

 

"Then your driving teacher was a moron." Asami laughed. "You have to always drive like everyone around you is as thick as a rock. Seriously, what if that pigeon turned out to be stupid?"

 

Korra's arm fell to her sided. "Oh man..." she pouted. 

 

"Don't worry sweetheart," Asami tried cheering her up, "at least you're hot."

 

Korra couldn't help but snort out a laughter. "Oh, that makes up for my driving skills? Or rather lack them of?"

 

"Usually it wouldn't," Asami shrugged, smirking, "but luckily for you, you are very, very hot."

 

"Lucky me," Korra mumbled with a dreamy smile. 

 

Asami smiled back. For a few good seconds the two just stared at each other, and Korra was absolutely sure that Asami was about to break. She was certain Asami was leaning in to kiss her, that any minute now their lips would finally touch. Though it had been less then twenty four hours since they last kissed, Korra felt like it's been years. She was aching for it, and she felt like Asami had been waiting for it too. 

 

But Asami didn't break. She just chuckled and walked away. "So, where did you take us to?" She asked, looking around. 

 

"Oh, you're gonna love this," Korra grinned through her disappointment, taking Asami's hand and leading the way. While Asami was asleep, Korra was contemplating with herself where to take her first. She didn't really have a favorite place in the south pole, every place that she liked was on the same level with the others, and the places she disliked were locations she could never come back to. Once, she tried coming back to where Suro and her were patroling in, but she ended up being rushed to the hospital because of a very serious panic attack.  

 

But never mind that. 

 

Eventually, she figure out that they only had half a day to tour any way, so she might as Well choose the least time consuming attraction.

 

Korra had led Asami to the top of the highest mountain in her home town. The view alone was worth killing for. It was pretty late in the day at this point, and it was just the right time to be there. The sun was inches away from the sea, and it's light was reflected by the snow of the nearest mountain. There was still blue present in the sky, and it mixed with shades of yellow, orange and red, causing the clouds nearby to turn into a lovely shade of pink. The mess of bright colors was mirrored perfectly by the sea, only broken with the occasional wave or so, and the rays of sunshine majing specific spots glow so bright it was almost blinding. Golden hour, some called it, but Korra didn't. This sight was so beautiful in her eyes, that she couldn't begin to imagine describing it with empty adjectives and meaningless nicknames. No matter how far she went, and how dim the world seemed to be, the sunset in the south pole was always the most beautiful sight she had ever witnessed. 

 

Well, until recently that is. 

 

But Asami could easily be described, unlike the sunset. Asami was her city girl, and it fit her perfectly. 

 

"Oh, wow." Asami said in complete shock, the reverence in her tone as clear as the water of the southern sea. She raised her hand to her face as she watched the sun going more and more down. Korra, couldn't stop staring. Not at the natural wonder accuring in front her, but at Asami. Asami, who was so god damn beautiful she could start wars. Seriously, as someone who (alegedly) started a war, she would absolutely fight for Asami. She didn't know when Asami noticed her and started blushing, but it just made Korra smile so hard that her cheecks started to hurt.

 

"You're staring at me," Asami laughed nervously, tucking a strand of stray hair behind her ear.

 

"I'm sorry, is it weird?" Korra tried looking away, but Asami was like a magnet. "I hope I'm not being creepy." She apologetically said.

 

"You're fine," Asami giggled, beaming, "thank you for bringing me here. It's... Gorgeous."

 

"You're gorgeous," Korra playfully bumped their shoulders together. 

 

Asami rolled her eyes. "Cheesy."

 

"Everything is better with cheese, don't you think?" Korra winked. "But actually, even though the sunset is beautiful, that's not why I brought you here."

 

"Oh? Then why did you?" Asami asked.

 

"I already told you," Korra said with a big toothy grin.

 

"Um, no you didn't?" Asami said, confused.

 

But Korra had already hurried away. She found the guy with the stand (somehoe, though it was always the same guy with the same stand, she never got his name) and bought two fish. Asami scrunched her nose in disgust as Korra approached with the fish, and Korra had to convince Asami that this was necessary.

 

"I don't like fish." She complained.

 

"You have to hold it, I can't hold it for you." Korra explained. "It'll only be a couple of minutes, promise?"

 

"what is it for anyway?" Asami asked suspiciously.

 

"Again, I already told you." Korra winked, giving Asami the fish and taking her other hand. She dragged her away from the other tourists, through a secret path that was only known to the locals. There, they found a pact of big, fat, adorable penguins. Korra couldn't help but smirk at Asami's gasp. Asami wanted to be impressed, huh? Well, mission achieved.

 

Asami turned to Korra, a huge smile plastered on her face.

 

"Penguin sledding?" She suddenly remembered.

 

"Penguin sledding!" Korra enthusiastically confirmed.

 

"But what does it mean?" Asami pleaded.

 

"First, I must teach you the delicate art of capturing a penguin." Korra said in a serious tone.

 

"Don't you just give them a fish and they automatically love you?" Asami deadpanned.

 

"Damn, thats the least fun way I had ever heard someone describe catching penguins." Korra pouted.

 

Asami giggled. "Sorry, sorry. Go ahead and teach me, please." 

 

Korra smirked, walking over to the pact and waving around her fish. In no time, she had about a dozen penguins all over her, trying to get the fish. Eventually, one of then managed to catch the fish, and Korra managed to catch him. The penguins didn't mind, they were used to this trade off; they get food, humans get a ride. It was a win-win situation, and it has been happening in their tribe for a few good decades. 

 

"Holy shit!" Asami exclaimed from behind her. Big mistake. Up until now, the penguins hadn't really noticed Asami, they were focused on Korra and her fish, but now, Asami made herself known to all penguins in the nearby radius heard her, and they were all rushing towards her excitedly. Korra couldn't help but laugh at Asami's squeal of fright. She was basically dying of laughter seeing her run around with the fish in her hand and all of the puffins chasing her enthusiasticslly, probably thinking that they're playing, and didn't understand that actually Asami was absolutely terrified of them.

 

Eventually, one of them managed to get the fish and the rest of them skaddadled. At this point, Asami was on the floor, blinking in confusion as she realized the one that had got the fish stayed. Korra grinned at her, patting her own penguin. "He knows you want a ride," she explained, "they are well aware of the exchange terms."

 

"That's amazing," Asami said, in awe, "these silly little creatures don't only understand the agreement, but commit to it even after they had been rewarded?" 

 

"Indeed." Korra chuckled. "They want to keep it going, so that you'd come by more often."

 

"Awesome." Asami smiled widely. "But… how am I supposed to slide on a penguin?" 

 

Korra extended her hand. "I'll show you," she said softly. 

 

And so she did. 

 


 

"That. Was. Awesome!" Asami had never felt so alive before. She took a ride at least four times, and Korra joined each and every one. Korra smiled at her warmly as they were walking over to the funicular to take a ride back. Asami was basically jumping up and down with excitment and adrenline. The penguins were so friendly too! Except for when they tried to eat her alive, but that's besides the point. Asami felt euphoric, she felt like she finally met someone who matches her craziness, and a wave of effection towards Korra washed over her.

 

"It really was," Korra grinned. "You're a natural." she complimented her. 

 

"We were going so fast!" Asami said with a huge smile. "I don't remeber what was the last time I had this much fun!"

 

"That was awesome Indeed." Korra said, biting her lower lip and blushing. "So…" she trailed off, stopping in place.

 

"So?" Asami looked straight into her eyes, feeling fuzzy and warm at the sight of Korra being bashful. 

 

"So," Korra said, gathering every drop of courage within her, "I think I earned a kiss, didn't I?" 

 

Asami's smile widned. "You know something?" She said, cupping her cheeks with her hand. "You talk… way too much." She huskily said, before pulling Korra into a passionate kiss.
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18. The Good Old Days
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    "Hey." 

The color drained from Asami's face as she recognized the voice. Slowly, she turned around, already knowing who this voice belonged to. The moment she met those green eyes, she froze. She couldn't move, she couldn't speak, she couldn't even breath. She just stared wide eyed at the smiling figure, not even able to blink. 

"It's been a while," Shaozu said softly, as if nothing ever fucking happened. Maybe it really wasn't a big deal for him, "I tried to approach you, but you kept hanging out with your asshole roommate for some reason."

Asami wanted to punch him, or to run away, but she wasn't able to do anything other than stare at him in fright. 

"We should talk," he concluded at the lack of response on Asami's part, "you want to grab dinner? My treat."

Asami clutched her cup of coffee tighter, trying to stop her hands from shaking. She felt so pathetic. She knew MMA, she was even really fucking good at MMA, she could kick this guy's ass easily, how did he still have such a grip on her? How was she supposed to protect herself if every time she saw him on campus she froze? 

"She already has plans for dinner, sorry." Ella said sweetly from behind her. "Maybe next time."

Shaozu squinted his eyes in anger and annoyance, but he knew he couldn't do anything about it. He couldn't have witnesses to hitting on a fucking minor. So, he just scoffed and walked away, and Asami breathed out a huge sigh of relief.

"Thank you," she told Ella as her jaw finally unclenched itself, "I don't know why…" 

"The way you react to this creep is valid and reasonable," Ella stated sternly, "this guy is literally hitting on a fifteen year old in broad daylight! What a fucking pedophile."

Asami didn't like this word, even though it was probably correct. She hated all of Ella's vocabulary when it came to this situation. Pedophile, groomer, predator... It just made Asami feel like a naive child, like she was different. Which of course, she was, but she hated when it was brought up like this.

"I wish I could transfer." She said sadly. "I don't know if I'll ever be able to look at him without having a panic attack."

"You'll be fine," Ella said assuringly, "I promise."


Korra fell on her back, all sweaty and smiling in satisfaction. She was breathing heavily and clutching the blanket for dear life, her eyes locked on the ceiling.

"Damn, thanks," Korra finally managed to say, "you're really good at this." She complimented.

Asami smirked, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "Why thank you, I've had some practice." She winked at Korra.

"Is it my turn to make you feel good yet?" Korra pouted.

"Um," Asami thought about it for a quick second, "No, not yet. Later?" 

"You're impossible, princess." Korra sighed. 

Asami pushed herself towards Korra, humming happily as Korra made room for her on her shoulder. Asami placed her head there and trailed her fingers across her lover's naked body, drawing circles around her nipples and making Korra shiver. She smiled in delight, as her favorite thing to do nowadays was Korra, and she loved making her body move the way it did. 

"So, what are our plans for today?" Asami asked out of the blue. 

"Orgasms." Korra deadpanned. "Lots and lots of orgasms."

Asami hit Korra playfully. "We'll have plenty of time to have sex when we get back," she complained, "I've only ever been in Republic City and Ba Sing Se, I wanna go do... Tourist... Stuff."

Korra hummed in approval, bringing their hands together with a smile. "Well," she said, "tonight there's a soccer game my Dad was invited to, we get to meet the Ba Sing Se team and everything. Other than that I was thinking about visiting Kya." She said. 

"Sounds Cool," Asami mumbled dreamingly, only half listening. 

"Then I thought I would take you out properly," she continued, "I know a good lesbian bar nearby."

"Mhm, awesome." Asami agreed. "As long as no one hits on you, princess."

"On me? No way." Korra laughed. "It's you I have to worry about."

"Yeah, sure. I just hope we won't have a Mako 2.0 on our hands." Asami rolled her eyes playfully, smirking. "I still cannot believe you thought I was sleeping with him. Yuck!" 

"Excuse me, but how was I supposed to know he was married to a guy?" Korra huffed out unhappily. "Plus, you fell for the Kuvira act!" 

"Well, yeah," Asami confirmed, "but that was intended. As opposed to Mako, who's only mistake was existing in my area."

"Well..." Korra tried to think of a comeback, unsuccessfully. "Ugh, just cuddle me quietly, please?"

Asami grinned. "Always."


Asami didn't really plan on doing this, but this was getting out of hand. She couldn't sleep at night, she couldn't Walk around campus alone, she couldn't sit in the library without getting a panic attack. Something had to be done, she couldn't stand to look at him walking around like nothing happened, she needed to feel safe again. 

She reached out to the campus counselor and made an appointment to report the incident. She was so done with this situation.

"Well, that indeed sounds like a very unfortunate situation," the counselor said sympathetically, "it's a good thing you came forward, I promise you I am taking this issue very, very seriously."

"Thank god," Asami had heard so many horror stories, she feared the moment she came clean, she wouldn't be believed, "so, what now?" She asked. 

"Now," the counselor said, booting up her computer, "I will book us an appointment in two weeks, and I'll have a chat with his coach.."

"Um," Asami eyebrows furrowed in confusion, "I'm sorry, what?" 

"Well," she started, "I believe the best course of action would be to talk to his coach, get an apology and resolve this peacefully." She smiled warmly. "This is what you want, right? To put it behind you."

Asami was absolutely stunned. "Oh, um, okay." Asami straightened in her seat, her leg tapping on the floor nervously. "I mean no disrespect, ma'am, but don't you think that this justifies, by the very least, an investigation by Internal Affairs?" 

"Internal Affairs?" The counselor sounded shocked. "Oh, you don't want that."

"I... Quite literally do. I'm asking you for it, aren't I?" Asami said, blinking in confusion.

"Asami, dear," she leaned forward in her seat, smiling, "You know, once you involve Internal Affairs, there's no way back." 

"I don't understand." She genuinely didn't. Her brain couldn't connect the dots. On the one hand, this woman claimed to be on her side, on the other hand, she was saying this? What was going on?

"Well," the woman started with a sad smile, "I doubt they would be able to prove anything, but if they do... He could lose his scholarship. Any future career of his would be ruined... You don't want that, do you?" 

Guilty, Asami's gaze dropped to her ground. She hadn't really given it much thought, she hadn't thought about what it would do to him if the incident was reported. Truly, all she thought about was herself.

"I..." Asami tried blinking away tears. "I guess not. All I wanted was to feel safe." She confessed.

"Okay, good." She nodded. "That, I can work with."


"Okay, I really just wanted to see an old friend," Korra smiled at Asami, "but I appreciate you coming with me."

"Always," Asami mumbled, bringing their fingers together, "I also just wanted to see your friend, you know."

"Well, I appreciate you taking an interest in my life." Korra said softly. "You make everything better by being in it."

"Awww," Asami smiled, "... That's what she said."

Korra tore her hand away, rolling her eyes playfully. "You're impossible."

"Whatever you say, princess." Asami smirked. 

Korra opened the door to the clinic, which for Asami, was a very surreal situation. She heard all about the place, she envisioned it in her mind so many times... It was both overwhelming and underwhelming to see just how normal the place was. The therapists... Just normal. This place, and these people, saved Korra's life. It was absolutely incredible and she couldn't believe Korra was comfortable enough to share this place with her. 

One of the physical therapists had noticed them, a rather tall, older looking woman. The moment she landed eyes on Korra, a big, mischievous grin spread across her face.

She approached them and slammed a brown case on Korra's chest. 

"It's a good thing you're here," she smirked, "cause I'm just about to take a break and I have a patient."

Korra laughed. "You can't keep doing this every time I come by, Kya." She said, yet there she was opening the briefcase. 

Holy shit. This was Kya. The Kya. It was like she was meeting a celebrity. 

"I can, and I will." Kya said arrogantly. "Plus, I only do this with clients you can really help. Like a little girl that was in a dancing accident." 

"Hmm..." Korra took out her glasses from her bag and started reading attentively. 

"So," Kya then turned towards Asami, "who are you again? I forgot."

"That may be because I never actually told you." Asami smiled awkwardly, trying to contain her excitement. "I'm Asami, Korra's..."

She stopped. Korra's... What? Well, fiancée obviously. But that seemed like a lot to pin on a person suddenly, especially if she didn't know about Asami before. Other than that, what even were they? Their situationship didn't have a name or anything... So what was she supposed to say

"Korra, who is she? She's having a stroke trying to figure it out." Kya turned to Korra, who was still reading the case.

"Asami's my girlfriend." She said, only half focused.

Asami was stunned at how casually Korra said it.

"Huh," Kya turned back to Asami, surprised, "I didn't know Korra had a girlfriend."

"Same." Was all Asami could mumble.

"Hm?" Korra lifted her eyes from the case, then blushed. "Oh, did I say that aloud?" 

"Yeah man, you really did." Kya chuckled. "How does your girlfriend not know that she's your girlfriend?"

"Well, we didn't exactly put a label on it." Asami defended herself. "Plus, technically I guess we're engaged?" She nervously rumbled.

"Excuse me, what?" Kya turned back to Korra, shocked.

"I don't have time for this, I'm with a client!" Korra excused, as to not get into this. She breezed through the file before looking around and finding the family, approaching them with a smile.

"So," Kya turned to Asami, "arranged marriage?"

Asami nodded.

"But you two are getting along, right?" Kya asked. "She seems to be happy about it."

"It was a rocky start," Asami admitted, "But we just started dating and it's going... Great."

"How long?" She then asked. 

"Oh, um, I guess a couple of days?" Asami scratched the back of her neck. Damn, they really were UHaul bisexuals, who knew? 

"And has she told you..." Kya cleared her throat. "How do I know her?"

Asami blinked. "You mean her injury?" She asked.

"Oh! So she did tell you." Kya said, relieved. "I'm only asking because one time she had brought a friend over and this poor girl had to find out about Korra's accident from me. She's pretty secretive about her past."

"Yeah, I figured," Asami answered, chuckling.

"Well, I have about a million questions to ask you," Kya said with a warm smile, "But I'll let you watch my girl work. It really is a sight to behold."

At that, Kya walked away to get herself coffee, pointing Asami to where Korra was standing, chatting with two adults who were presumably, the patient's parents. 

"... She's just feeling a bit discouraged," the father explained softly," a-and honestly? So are we. We were thinking... Maybe it's time to give up..."

"Oh, definitely not." Korra said, smiling at them. "I know it may seem like she's stuck, but I assure you she's actually making a lot of progress. This is just a rough patch, I know you're tired but your daughter has a chance of recovering completely–"

"But there's also a fifty percent chance that this is the best it's gonna get." The mother interrupted. "I don't want to exhaust her for nothing."

"Well," Korra still smiled at them, "it doesn't mean much, so don't feel like this is a long shot. The chances doctors gave me of walking again were around twenty percent," Korra explained, "and I turned out just fine, so don't give up just yet."

Both of the parents seemed confused at first, but realization seemed to slowly dawn on them as they recognized who they were talking to.

"Oh, wow." The mother said in awe. "We didn't realize–" 

"I'm not telling you this so that we talk about me," Korra interjected, "I'm telling you so that you know that your daughter has got a chance, an actual chance to have her life back. But, if you stop believing in her, she'll never be able to fight this, and never recover. So, how about we start the session now?"


"This idea is absolutely crazy!" Asami hissed at Ella, who kept dragging her like a maniac.

"This is not crazy, this is perfectly reasonable." Ella hissed back.

"It makes no logical sense," Asami argued, "the risk of doing that outweighs the benefits, which are practically non existent–"

"Yeah? Well, you can take your 'logical sense' and shove it up your ass." Ella replied aggressively. "Karma is a bitch, this is perfectly reasonable." She repeated.

"You could get expelled." Asami warned. "This is not worth it!"

"Can't hear you!" Ella smirked, or so Asami assumed. It was hard to see behind the face mask she was wearing.

Before Asami could get another word out, Ella just swung her bat and hit the car's windshield. She let out a 'woohoo!' as it cracked, making Asami's eyes widen. Ella was a crazy idiot, but she didn't actually believe she would do this.

Scratch that, she totally believed it.

"Holy shit!" She exclaimed when the glass broke off and collapsed into the inside of the car.

"Now, isn't this so freeing?" Ella said arrogantly. " 'It would ruin his future career' my ass."

Asami couldn't help but crack a smile. Ella was right, it may have been petty and dangerous, but it was freeing. She didn't know if it was freeing because it was revenge, or because she felt so relieved that someone had her back, but it didn't matter, because she was just so... Happy, for the first time in so long. 

"there you go," Ella handed her the bat, "let off some steam."

Asami blinked, nervous. "I really shouldn't," she mumbled, taking the it anyway, "my Dad would kill me–" 

"Nah, your Dad would kill the counselor. Plus, he'll never find out." Ella assured. "This bitch deserves it."

And feeling more confident, Asami held the bat tightly, swinging it with all of her might, putting a dent in the door as the two clashed. 

"Oh, you know, Miss counselor." Asami imitated her, grinding her teeth together. "Once you refuse to call Internal Affairs, you can never go back." 

And with that, she smashed the nearest car's window. 

After a few minutes of Asami smashing windows and Ella spray painting 'Enabler' on the side of the car, the two fled the scene laughing their asses off. 

"So, you wanna smash his car as well?" Ella suggested once they got away. 

Asami smirked, feeling confident for the first time in forever. 

"As if this unfunctional bitch could ever make enough to afford one." She said.

"Ha! His dorm it is." Ella shook the spray paint.

And with that, the two were on their way.


"So, do you like dancing?" Korra asked the kid, smiling warmly.

"I used to." The girl, presumably ten to twelve years old, answered bitterly.

"No reason to think it is in the past. " Korra said. "So, I heard a rumor that you are feeling discouraged lately, do you want to tell me about it?"

The girl rolled her eyes. "Where's Kya?" She asked.

"I'm consulting Kya today, she'll come by soon." Korra answered her question. "You don't have to share anything you don't want to, but maybe I can help."

"Yeah? What do you know?" The girl mumbled, annoyed.

"More than you'd think," Korra just kept on smiling through it all, it was so breathtaking to watch, "hang on a second, will ya?"

The girl shrugged, but Korra didn't even hesitate. Immediately she stepped away and grabbed a framed picture and showed it to the girl proudly.

"What is this?" She asked, confused.

"That would be Kya," Korra explained, "another physical therapist that had retired since the picture was taken, and lil' old me." Korra smiled widely.

"That's not you." The girl said, visibly confused.

"That is me!" Korra chuckled. "A few years ago, I got into... An accident. Nobody even knew if I'd ever be able to stand for long periods of times, let alone dance."

"And now?" The girl asked in awe. 

"Well... I still can't," Korra admitted, scratching the back of her neck, "but only because I suck. Seriously, I sucked before my accident too." 

That made the girl actually crack a smile. It was a weak, tired smile, but a smile nevertheless. The sight put Asami in complete awe. Asami knew a broken person when she saw one, and the way that Korra could so easily just connect with her and cheer her up. But that was Korra for you.

Over the course of the next ten minutes or so, Korra had set up everything for the session. She helped the girl up and carried her over to the bars, helping her to get stable before letting go and grabbing her phone from her back pocket, her smile not breaking even for a second.

"Okay, tell me," Korra looked up at her, "What is your favorite dance routine?"

The girl told her the name, and in a split second Korra had found it and played the song as loud as she could, making everyone else in the room turn their way. Korra didn't even acknowledge it, almost as if she was in her own bubble, in her own little world. Just her, and her patient.

"Question; have you ever been in a dancing crew?" Korra had asked her.

"A few, yeah." The girl answered, confused. "Why?"

"Because from now on, you and me are in our own little dancing team." Korra said, doing a little spin and starting to move to the sounds of the music. "Your turn."

"You know I can't dance." was the only answer Korra's patient had returned.

"Sure you can," Korra said assuringly, "if you close your eyes, you can do everything. I want you to envision yourself dancing to this song, as if your accident never had happened at all."

With a sigh, the young girl closed her eyes and started dancing. Well, not so much dancing as slightly shaking to the rhythm. Her moments may have been small and weak, but content had immediately filled her face. As if her true passion finally came back to her.

"Okay, now," Korra seemed on alert, probably able to catch the girl if she happened to fall, "plié."

The girl's eyebrows furrowed in confusion. "Excuse me?"

"It's a cute way of telling you to take the first step," Korra explained with an apologetic smile.

"It was cute," Asami encouraged.

"Thank you." Korra replied, winking her way. An action that totally didn't make Asami blush. Totally.

And Korra's patient took a step, an action that put Asami's breath on a halt. Probably, it wasn't as easy on her as it seemed to be, but Asami was just totally amazed at how Korra could coax her to do so. 

Slowly but surely, the young girl managed to make quite a bit of progress. Korra kept making remarks related to dancing moves, and occasionally trying to dance elegantly and failing miserably, which made Asami chuckle. This was so unnecessarily ridiculous, considering how her patient still had her eyes closed shut. But it was so childishly endearing that it put a smile on Asami's face, as well as everyone else's. As progress was being made, both of the girl's parents stood up in shock and anticipation. 

"Okay, now open your eyes." Korra said with a huge smile after she had reached the end of the bars. The girl blinked in shock as she saw that she had finished the track. Korra walked over to her proudly. "So, how are you feeling?" 

"I'm... Okay." She said, confused. "I've never..."

"You're not done yet." Korra said. "Now, I want you to let go of your right hand–" 

"What?!" The mother exclaimed, frightened. 

"–And place it on my forearm." Korra finished.

"I-I can't do that!" She objected, terrified. 

"Sure you can, we're a team, remember?" Korra said assuringly.  "Trust me, I'm strong like that."

"True that." Asami agreed, blushing when she realized she said it loudly.

With a shaking breath, the girl let go of the bar, and just before she collapsed she managed to grab a hold of Korra's bicep (lucky), and Korra grabbed her forearm as well. 

"Now, the second hand." Korra encouraged.

And she did just that. She almost fell, but managed to stabilize herself just in time. Korra was obviously holding most of the weight, but she wasn't even breaking a sweat. Shaking, her patient managed to straighten up. She was still shocked and overwhelmed, but she actually managed to smile. A real, actual smile this time. 

"I did it, I really did it." She said, her eyes burning with tears. 

"Of course you did," Korra said softly, "you're strong like that."

And that was the first time Asami had ever had that thought. The first time, she realized how deeply and royaly fucked she was. 

Oh god, I love her. 

I am a Uhaul bisexual. 

  







19. All In The Past


    
    It was one of the most beautiful places in the south pole, beautifully tragic. The monument itself wasn’t very big, but the whole sight turned into a memorial. This was due to the fact that the monument was placed on a mountain that the southern forces were pushed back to and held until the end of the war. From the monument you could see abandoned tanks and crashed air-carriers from the war. You could see children, too young to have known war, playing around in the rubble, hanging down from the barrel of the tanks or pretending to be soldiers. The place always gave Korra anxiety, because the memories of camping there were all too vivid. Canping, patroling, shooting enemies... The memories were nice, and though she did her best to process those, mostly she preffered to ignore them. But, visiting this place meant a lot to her, so, she ignored the flashes. Right next to the monument itself, was a recorded lecture about the place and its significance, and Asami immediately went to listen to it. She stood there, looking at the view, hearing all of the horrifying details of the battles that took place in that very spot, knowing her girlfriend had to endure it all. It must have been one of the worst feelings in the world, maybe even harder than having to live through it. In fact, Korra was pretty sure it was much more horrifying. There was nothing worse than seeing a loved one in pain and knowing that you can never take away their hurt.

 

 


  Welp, it is what it is.


 

 

Korra took a deep breath and placed her bag on the floor to pull out a picnic blanket out of it. She placed it on the ground and started to take out all of the drink cans and bottles she had bought. Per usual, she placed them next to the monument itself, which consisted of large tomb-like rocks, with the names of all of the fallen soldiers engraved to it. Thankfully, it was divided by units and departments, so it was fairly easy for her to sit right next to her lost friends.

 

 

“What are you doing?” A curious voice came from behind her, it was Asami’s voice and even considering the circumstances, Korra couldn’t help but smile.

 

 

“Coke.” Korra took out a can from the numerous drinks she set up, and opened it. “Riley was a huge addict.”

 

 

Asami sat on the blanket, right next to it. “Riley? She asked.

 

 

“Yes.” Korra said, pouring the contents of the drink next to the tomb. “One time when we were on a sail, she asked if we could get her two cans of  coke from the mess room at nine AM, since she had the morning shift and couldn't go herself.” Korra smiled at the memory as she sat aside the empty coke can. “Me and Suro thought it was a bit ridiculous to have coke this early in the morning, but we got it nevertheless, only to see that by this time in the morning she had already had five empty cans of coke on her stand.”

 

 

Asami smiled at her. “No kidding.” She said, amused.

 

 

Korra smiled back, picking up the next drink “And Dakku?” She showed her the beer. “He always had a way of sneaking in alcohol to our bases. Nobody knew how, but he managed to get past security, commendors and annoying suck-up soldiers.” She started pouring it out as well. “He never got a punishment, ever.”

 

 

“Impressive.” Asami nodded.

 

 

“And this girl…” Korra picked up the next drink, which was just fuzzy water. “Well, Yuemo. She needed money for college, that’s it. Everyone was drafted at the end, but I used to hear her every night, crying about how she shouldn’t be there.” 

 

 

“Oh, Korra…” Asami pursed her lips together, worried.

 

 

“And every time we went home, she returned with enough fuzzy water to last her a week. Suro and I used to steal it just to freak her out and watch her look for it everywhere.” She laughed slightly. “Good times, good times…”

 

 

She went through all of the drinks, all of the names that time forgot. Asami listened to her carefully, through all of the dozen drinks she brought. It was a tradition for her to bring her lost friend’s favorite drinks. Her therapist recommended her to do something to help her feel close to her loved ones, and that was her way of doing just that. She knew those people for a year, but it felt like they were her closest’s friends. Yet at the same time, she didn’t know them outside of the army. She never met their families, until the funerals, and she didn’t know what their hobbies were. But, she knew their favorite drinks, so she brought it over to them.

 

 

“It must suck being dead,” Korra thought out loud, “y’know, because there’s no coke in the afterlife.” She then joked, trying to lighten the mood.

 

 

“I don’t think so,” Asami said nonchalantly, “I always felt that it’s pretty easy to die, but it’s awfully hard to deal with someone’s death.”

 

 

“I guess.” Korra said, then smiled at Asami. “Let’s agree that neither are ideal situations, deal?”

 

 

“Deal.” Asami agreed, smiling back. “Thank you for taking me.”

 

 

“Y’know, you didn’t need me to visit this place.” Korra chuckled. “You could’ve come here on your own, it's a public site.”

 

 

“True, but it wouldn’t be the same.” Asami said, placing her palm on Korra’s shoulder. “This place has greater meaning with you being here.” 

 

 

“Yeah?“ Korra asked sheepishly. 

 

 

“Of course.” Asami wrapped her arm around Korra’s waist. “How would I know that Ki liked Fanta otherwise?”

 

 

“Well, is this information somehow gonna be of use to you?” Korra raised an amused eyebrow.

 

 

“Not really.” Asami admitted. “But, my dad always said that people live through stories.” She quoted. “As long as you can tell a story to someone who didn’t know it before, the person isn’t actually gone.”

 

 

“That’s sort of beautiful.” Korra said in approval.

 

 

“It was,” Asami said, frowning slightly, “until he used that as an excuse not to date anyone for years. He only recently began as far as I know.”

 

 

“Huh,” Korra clenched her eyebrows in confusion, “what changed?”

 

 

Asami kept quiet for a second, looking away. “He ran out of stories.” She admitted.

 

 

Oh, depressing.

 

 

“Sorry, it was a stupid question.” Korra mumbled. 

 

 

“Well, it's not like the mood could get more depressing,” Asami deadpanned, “we literally are visiting your dead friends at the moment.”

 

 

Korra barked out a laugh. She loved how blunt Asami could be. It was refreshing, Korra was so used to people feeling sorry for her and being careful with their words around her, but Asami never made her feel like she pitied her, even though she probably did. 

 

 

“Do you have any filters on you, city girl?” Korra asked jokingly. 

 

 

“Around my 'girlfriend'?” Asami mocked her. “No, never.”

 

 

Korra rolled her eyes playfully. “Are you ever going to forget that?”

 

 

“Forget how you forgot to inform me about how I'm your girlfriend? Nah.” Asami answered with a smirk. 

 

 

“I didn't forget, it's just easier to ask for forgiveness rather than permission.” Korra joked. “What if I asked you to be my girlfriend and you said no?” 

 

 

“Doesn't sound likely.” Asami laughed. 

 

 

Korra couldn't help but smile at that. “Well, now you have to be my girlfriend. You have no choice.”

 

 

“Oh no, poor me.” Asami said sarcastically. 

 

 

“Poor you.” Korra agreed, still with a big ass smile on her lips. 

 

 

The two fell into comfortable silence after that, with Korra taking Asami's hand. It wasn't easy for her to visit home, but something about Asami being around made her feel… Lighter. Even now, doing this traditional picnic she always did together rather than alone, Korra felt relieved in a way. 

 

 

“I never bought anyone here,” she confessed. 

 

 

Asami kept quiet, though Korra could see that she was caught by surprise. “Why me?”

 

 

“Because I like you, city girl, duh.” Korra said with a smile. “You're special like that.”

 

 

“I feel so lucky.” Asami smiled back. 

 

 

“Nah, I'm the lucky one.” Korra genuinely said, taking Asami's hand in hers. “I'm so happy you joined me on this trip.”

 

 

“I'm so happy you invited me.” Asami replied. “I feel… More relaxed. I guess I'm just happier, it's been a while since I took a vacation.”

 

 

Korra hummed in approval. “I'm happy to hear that.” She answered. 

 

 

“But most importantly…” Asami breathed in deeply, clearly nervous. “I feel really close to you.”

 

 

And Korra smiled. Again. “Yeah?” She mumbled, ecstatic in her own mind. 

 

 

“Yeah,” Asami nodded in confirmation, “This trip… I learned so much about you and saw so many sides of you. Right now I feel like I've known you for my entire life. I'm glad that there's no secrets between us.”

 

 

“I feel the same way,” Korra genuinely said, “except for the fact that, again, I literally know maybe two things about your life.”

 

 

Asami snorted. “Weird flex but okay.” She said jokingly. 

 

 

“You promised you'd tell me about it,” Korra gently reminded her. 

 

 

“I did, didn't I?” Asami nervously chuckled. “Well… maybe not here though, but soon.”

 

 

“That's fair,” Korra agreed. 

 

 

After that, they sat in a comfortable silence, right until they had to go. Korra wasn't completely aware of how firmly she held Asami's hand, until she started complaining that Korra's hand was getting sweaty. Then they both just laughed at that remark, and people were looking at them funny. It wasn't uncommon to hear laughter among the monument, but usually it was children playing, not a full grown adult and let alone Korra who was a well known veteran. But no one said anything, at this point, all knew that every person grieved differently, and no one judged the other as to how they grieved themselves. 

 

 

“Are we being disrespectful?” Asami whispered, noticing the many eyes that looked right at them. 

 

 

“Nah,” Korra dismissed, “you know what I always say; if we don't laugh about it, we cry about it. And laughing is just better.”

 

 

“That's a nice way of looking at it,” Asami nodded in approval. 

 

 

“Maybe.” Korra shrugged. “But, let's get going anyway. It's getting late, and we have plans later.”

 

 

“Sure, no problem.” Asami smiled at Korra. “Again, thanks for taking me.”

 

 

Korra winked. “Any time city girl.”

 

 


 

Asami learned a lot today about Korra and her past, a lot of encouraging yet completly depressing information. Learning about the standoff during the war and Korra's deceased friends. It wasn't easy, but she liked to think that she handled ot pretty well. She tried not to bring it up, even though the more she learned about Korra she had more and more questions. But, they had plans with Korra's family, so this wasn't the time and place for this conversation to take place.

 

Asami wasn't too big on soccer, truly she had never really gotten the hype. Sure, women and men who play soccer are hot as fuck, but the most permanent audiance for men's soccer was straight men, so unless they were closeted she truly didn't understand how and why they were so excited about people kicking a ball. But, before Asami attended the game with Korra's parents she had gotten a briefing. Apparently, soccer was a pretty big deal for the locals. Why? No reason, they just had a pretty good team and people there the fact that they were nowadays considered their own team, since in the past they were just a part of the Northern team.

 

 

But, she was not completely ready for just how much people were into soccer. Pretty much everyone but Korra's family wore body paint, which covered their entire face and hands by the very least. Almost all wore shirts, scarfs, coats and whatever merchandise of their team, as well as carrying giant ass flags that basically prevented the audiance from actually seeing the playing field. Maybebit was just soccer culture, she just didn't understand why it was this extreme. 

 

 

“Well, at least we can see beyond all of the madness,” Asami joked. That, because they had VIP tickets, which basically meant their seats were higher up and in a more sane area, but everyone in the general seating was basically insane. 

 

 

“If you think that's bad, just wait for the world cup.” Korra deadpanned. “This is just a friendly game, people go fucking insane for the world cup.” 

 

 

“Are you saying that this is the toned down version of it?” Asami asked, shocked. 

 

 

“Pretty much,” Korra affirmed with a shake of her head, “I swear to god, these people are crazy.”

 

 

“Why do you think so?” Asami asked, hoping for some crazy story.

 

 

“Well, at the last world cup someone tried to bring in an actual polar bear,” Korra explained with furrowed eyebrows, “they claimed that since fhis is the mascot to our team, it should bring them good luck.”

 

 

Asami's jaw dropped. “You're kidding.”

 

 

“The sad part is that we lost, and the people blamed security for not letting the bear in.” Korra finished off. 

 

 

“Wow, okay.” Asami laughed loudly. “What the fuck?”

 

 

“Truly, we are insane.” Korra said seriously.

 

 

“Racist.” Asami joked. 

 

 

“I have every right to be.” Korra answered in a teasing manner.

 

 

Asami laughed. "Weirdo." She teased. 

 

 

Just as Korra opened her mouth to answer, a tune started to play out and the player’s names started to get announced loudly. So, Asami listened. First, went the rival team: Ba Sing Se. While the announcer did a magnificent job announcing each name enthusiastically, the sounds of boeing from the crowd made it just barely possible for them to hear the actual names. But, not entirely impossible, at least from where she was seated. 

 

 

Everything was going well, she got to sit there, holding hands with Korra and enjoying the general vibe. Everything was perfect as far as she was concerned, but then… 

 

 

“And please welcome the team leader– Shaozuo Wang!”

 

 


  Oh. Shit. 


 

 

Asami stared off into space when she realized just how stupid she was. She actually knew that he played on that team, she heard about it, but she repressed the memory of him so much that she completely forgot about it. This was… Bad. She didn't tell Korra what happened to her in college yet, so this timing was fucking awful.

 

 

“Asami?” She heard Korra's voice, but didn't exactly know what to do. She couldn't explain right now, not with Korra's parents there, or with a crowd present. This was a personal matter, just between them. But she couldn't exactly act normal right now and pretend nothing happened, given how he was right there and the mere sight of him was enough to trigger her fight or flight mode. Asami hated that name 'fight or flight'. She was a freezer, why wasn't that included? She was getting off track, but it was better than the alternative.

 

 

“Asami?” She heard again, but she was still unable to respond. It was funny, wasn't it? It seemed like both Korra and Asami were forced to tell each other everything due to consequences. Korra had to tell Asami after she found that photo, and Asami now had to tell Korra since this guy just decided to show up randomly. What a mother fucker. Karma really is a bitch.

 

 

“Asami?” She heard again, realizing that now she had no other choice but to say something. So, she did her best to shake herself back to reality and shot Korra with a fake smile. She just had to survive this game, then she could tell Korra about him. Not now, now was not a good time for that. 

 

 

“Sorry, I, uh…” Asami tried thinking of an excuse. “I gotta go to the bathroom, it's urgent.”

 

 

Korra raised an eyebrow. “Uh, right now? The game just started.” She said, confused. “Are you feeling okay? We can just go home.” Korra then suggested. 

 

 

Oh, god, how was she gonna explain that to Korra? How would Korra explain them leaving to her parents? “Really, it's fine.” She assured, hoping her smile wasn't too flaky. “I'll be right back.”

 

 

Without waiting for a response, Asami just got up and left, basically sprinting to the bathroom and locking herself in the cell. Thankfully, she managed to get there before she started crying. 

 


 

Okay, well, something was obviously wrong. 

 

 

After disappearing almost until halftime, Asami simply came back, said nothing and sat down, but at no point was she actually looking at the game. In fact, she looked at anything but the game, and when Korra repeatedly asked if she felt okay or if she wanted to go home she was constantly dismissed. Truly, Asami had to be the most stubborn creature to have ever existed on the face of the planet. Seriously, she was absolutely impossible to deal with. 

 

 

She wasn't very much into soccer anyway, so she didn't mind the fact that she was missing it. What she minded was the fact that Asami wasn't being frank with her, and that something wasn't right with her girlfriend. She was really worried, and had no idea waht to do. How can she help someone who claimed they didn't need help? 

 

 

Finally, the game was over, and though Asami tried hiding it, Korra heard that sigh of relief. What the hell was going on? 

 

 

“Okay,” Korra turned to her parents, “you guys go meet the team, I think me and Asami are gonna head home, okay?”

 

 

“Of course,” her mother answered with a smile, “we'll see you there, okay?”

 

 

“We can join them, it's fine.” Asami told Korra with a stern look. “I don't see why you're so insistent about this.”

 

 

Korra rolled her eyes, taking Asami by her hand to be a little away from her parents, to make sure they were not listening to them. “Asami.” She said, folding her arms.

 

 

“Korra.” Asami replied, annoyed. “Aren't we past introductions at this point?”

 

 

“Can't you just admit that something is wrong?” Korra ignored her comeback.

 

 

“Why would something be wrong?” Asami asked. 

 

 

“Because it obviously is!” Korra said, frustrated. “You don't need to say what is wrong and why, all you need to do is just admit it and we can get out of here!”

 

 

“I don't see why we should do that, do you?” Asami answered blankly. 

 

 

Korra groaned. “Oh please, you're being stubborn for literally no reason!”

 

 

“And you're being ridiculous.” Asami replied. 

 

 

“You gotta let me help you,” Korra explained, trying to do so as calmly as possible, “otherwise I can't.”

 

 

“I'll remember that for when I actually require your assistant, m'kay?” Asami said cynically. “Now, let's get going.”

 

 

And Korra had to give in. She didn't have any excuse that Asami would accept at this point, and if Korra decided to put her foot down and say she's not going, Asami would just go by herself out of spite. So, she agreed, deciding with herself to cut this visit as short as possible. 

 

 

But, as they approached the press conference, and after her parents had already gone inside, Asami came to a halt. 

 

 

“What is it?” Korra asked. 

 

 

“I, um…” Asami nervously played with her fingers, avoiding Korra's eyes. “I feel nauseated, is it okay if I wait for you outside?”

 

 

“Asami, let's just go.” At this point, Korra was quite literally begging. “I don't even want to meet the team at thia point.”

 

 

“It's fine, I don't want you to miss anything.” Asami still insisted. 

 

“You're being silly and I'm done arguing about this.” Korra said as softly as she could. “I'm just gonna go let my parents know that we're leaving. Wait here, I'll be right back." She commended, leaving right as she finished the sentence to prevent Asami from arguing further. 

 

 

Korra stepped into the press conference, almost blindsighted by camera flashes. She had to greet a couple of people, answer a question or two from the reporters and take a couple of pictures before she could finally reach her parents. She hated that part, having to be polite to people who rudely interrupted whatever she was doing, entertaining their very personal and often sexist questions… The nightmare of having a parent as a public figure was something she could never get used to. Of course, since the war it has gotten worse, which was also one of the reasons as to why she left the south. There were the ok-ish questions, like how was she doing these days, if she's seeing anyone, what is she doing in Republic City etc. Then there were the semi-personal questions, like how was it like to be in a coma, if she resented her father for this war, or if it was hard to find people to date because of her disability. Then, there were the mega-personal, borderline rude questions. Like has she ever blamed herself in the start of the war, if she left the south because she hated it here or even if she was still parking in handicap accessible parking even though she ‘seemed fine’. Yeah, journelists were a bunch of fuckers. So, after entertaining them for a while she finally got to her parents, and managed to tell them that Asami and her were leaving. 

 

 

She had no concept of how much time had passed until she stepped outside and saw Asami having a conversation with one of the Ba Sing Se teammates, which was… odd. At first, she had gotten a little jealous thinking that this guy had obviously noticed Asami’s undeniable charm and decided to make a move on her. Except, as she had gotten closer and closer, it was pretty obvious that there was more to it. This guy was talking and talking to her, while Asami was just staring at him with a weird expression on her face, like she’s seen a ghost or something. Who was this guy?

 

 

“Um, hi, excuse me.” She approached him, cutting in on their conversation. “Who are you?”

 

 

“Who are you?” He replied, confused.

 

 

“I’m her fiancé.” Korra said cautiously.

 

 

His eyes widened. “Oh damn.” He looked at Asami, who was still unresponsive, then back at Korra. “Well, this explains a whole lot.”

 

 

“Aha.” Okay, Korra did not like the guy. Somehow, she had gotten the feeling that somehow he was rejected by Asami, and now blamed it on her being ‘gay’ or some bullshit. But, how would Asami even get the opportunity to reject him when she was just staring off into space? “Who are you again?”

 

 

“I’m Shaozu,” He introduced, reaching over with his arm for a handshake. “I’m an old friend.”

 

 

“Are you now?” Korra took his hand unhappily.

 

 

“Yes. We went to college together.” Shaozu explained. “It’s been a while since we last met.”

 

 

“And why is that?” Korra suspiciously asked. 

 

 

“Uh, well, you see..” he trailed off,  avoiding her eyes. “We just had a stupid misunderstanding.” He  eventually completed his sentence. "Nothing serious."

 

 

Korra didn’t really understand what that was supposed to mean. If they were friends, why wasn’t he at her birthday party with Ella, Kai and everyone else? And if they had a falling out, why was he talking to her? And why did they fall out of touch, what happened? Korra looked at Asami, who became paler and paler with each moment, and tried to think about what could’ve happened. Why would she react that way to someone who was friends with her in her early adulthood?

 

 

And then she remembered.

 

 

Looking at the guy again, what happened seemed so obvious, like it was written all over his forehead. Korra literally saw red looking at him, and she couldn’t contain the anger filling her from top to bottom, boiling her blood. It was impossible to unsee what had happened, it made so much since thinking back. No longer was she wondering why Asami’s friends strictly said that she doesn't speak of it, no wonder she was so weird about her past, and no fucking wonder she had been acting the way she was during the game.

 

 

“Are you there?” She could vaguely hear him saying, but she didn’t answer. She continued to stare at him, her expression turning more and more into a glare. She had no proof of what had happened between the two, but she imagined that Shaozu must’ve made a move on Asami, and she rejected him. Which initially she thought was fine. That, until she remembered one of the most particular facts about her fiancé, which turned the situation from mildly uncomfortable to incredibly inappropriate.

 

 

“Hellooooo?” He waved his hand before Korra’s eyes, trying to get a reaction from her. And a reaction, he got.

 

 

Before Korra could process, think, stop herself, Korra clenched her hand into a fist and punched him in the face so hard he stumbled back and fell on his ass. She heard Asami gasp, she saw people turning their way,  but she literally couldn’t care less. She just let out a huff of annoyance, and approached Asami to take her hand and lead her away from the spotlight.

 

 

As they walked away, she could feel Asami relaxing beside her, which was a giant relief. Korra herself had calmed down a little, and realized she may have just broken the nose of a guy who may have done nothing. But, then she felt Asami squeezing her hands.

 

 

“Thank you.” She whispered to Korra.

 

 

And with that, Korra came to the heartbreaking and devastating realization that she was right.

  







20. Uncovered


    
    Asami couldn't say she completely remembered the events leading up to her sitting on Korra's bed with a blanket wrapped around her and a cup of hot chocolate, but there she was. She pretty much blacked out when Shaozuo said hi to her, and only came back to reality when he got punched in the face by none other than her girlfriend. Truly she regretted not remembering why Korra did that, she assumed it would have been pretty entertaining, but Asami was a forgetful person when it came to her past. At least that's what her therapist says. 

 

"Is this fine? Are you comfortable?" Korra asked, worried. 

 

"Hm?" Asami snapped out of her haze. "Oh, yeah, very much so. Thank you." She genuinely said. 

 

"Of course," Korra softly replied, "just stay comfortable, and let me know if you need anything."

 

"Thanks," Asami repeated, brewing in her hot chocolate, "I'm just… Thinking." 

 

"I understand." Korra nodded. 

 

Asami kept quiet for a couple of seconds, her eyes still locked on the drink. She wasn't really sure what happened, and didn't know how to approach the situation. Maybe she should've told Korra before, instead of her finding out this way. 

 

Or, maybe Korra didn't figure it out? Maybe he said something hurtful, and that's why Korra punched him? She couldn't tell. Her only way of finding out would be asking, and she wasn't too keen on doing that. She wasn't even sure she wanted to know the answer. 

 

"How…" Asami trailed off, swallowing audibly. "Why did you punch him?" she managed to ask, just barely.

 

Korra cracked a smile at that, but it was not a happy smile by any means. "What do you mean?" She asked. "He was obviously a creep."

 

Asami smiled back, though like Korra, her smile wasn’t sincere. "That he is." She agreed, taking a zip of her choco.

 

"You don't have to tell me. " Korra firmly said. "Well, you can, I'll always be happy to listen to you, but you absolutely don't have to."

 

"No, I should've told you beforehand," Asami sighed, "you were already so open and honest with me… It's unfair that I wasn't, I'm sorry."

 

"It's not the same thing. " Korra argued, her tone staying as soft as ever. "And I didn't tell you, it's more like I expanded on a subject you found out yourself."

 

At that, Asami laughed. "I guess there's a pattern here," she joked.

 

"Yeah," Korra agreed with half a smile, "whoever's writing the script to our lives should really get more creative." She light heartedly joked. 

 

Asami hummed in approval. "Regardless, even if I'm only telling you because god seems to hate me, I still should've told you long ago." She concluded.

 

"You don't have to say something you're uncomfortable with," Korra promised, "so don't feel obligated to share details or events that you don't want to bring up."

 

"Thank you for being so understanding,"  Asami genuinely said, "I don't know where to start."

 

"You wanna tell me who he is?" her girlfriend softly questioned. "Again, you don't have to." 

 

"I know." Asami said, trying to keep her cool. "Shaozuo was… My only friend."

 

She couldn't look at Korra directly, but she imagined this only made her more confused. And that suspicion was confirmed, with Korra's next words. 

 

"What about Ella?" Her girlfriend asked, genuinely baffled. 

 

Asami chuckled. "Oh, she absolutely hated me because I disturbed her sleep or something. Plus, who the hell would want to befriend the teenage weirdo that had to wear sunscreen all of the time?" She joked, which actually made Korra crack a smile. 

 

"But I'm serious," Asami said a moment later, "Ella and I didn't exactly get along until after... Him. I did have some friends, but mostly because they wanted to copy my homework."

 




A simple "Oh," left Korra's mouth, as she waited for Asami to continue talking. 

 

"Yeah." Asami tried keeping the light tone, knowing that this was not an easy subject to bestow upon anyone. "He was… A good friend. It's funny to say that now, but it's true. He never asked to cheat off me in any test, we didn't do homework together… okay, the bar was very low, but at the time that seemed thoughtful."

 

"That's terrible." Korra said, eyebrows clenched together in worry. 

 

"Both me and you have been through worse," Asami waved her off, "at the time it seemed more dramatic than it actually was, since I was a teenager."

 

"Depends on what you say next." Korra deadpanned. "I, myself, find it hard to believe."

 

"Nothing actually happened." Asami said after a loaded pause. "Unlike other students that tried to use me for school work, he just tried to use me for… other things."

 

Asami didn't have to look at Korra, to know that her face softened in sympathy. "Oh, baby…" 

 

"That's how me and Ella became friends, actually." She immediately changed the subject. "She had a taser."

 

"That could definitely come in handy," Korra  sounded horrified, but she sti manaved to reply.

 

"Yep," Asami nodded, nervously chewing on her bottom lip nervously. "Well, that was that. Are you hungry? I'm starving." Again, Asami gently nudged her, attempting to break the awkwardness and change the subject. She raised her gaze and made eye contact with Korra, trying to convince her that everything was fine. 

 

Korra looked back, a faint smile on her lips. "I'll fix you up with something to eat real quick," she assured, "but beforehand, would it be okay if I asked you something?" 

 

"Oh," well, she couldn't exactly say no to that without looking traumatized. Of course, she may have been traumatized, the symptoms fit, but she didn't want Korra to see her like that. Not after everything Korra had told her she'd been through, It would make Asami look so... spoiled and pathetic. "Sure, go ahead." 

 

"So why is this fucker playing for a prestiges soccer team instead of moping around in jail?" She frowned, mostly to herself. 

 

Asami couldn't help but laugh slightly. Not because it was funny, this was anything but a funny interaction, but somehow the way Korra phrased it was so… Light. 

 

"The campus counselor seemed more concerned about his scholarship, I guess." She shrugged. "So nothing really happened with my complaint."

 

Korra's small, sympathetic smile dropped and was replaced with a horrified look, an expression Asami had never seen on Korra. 

 

"You're kidding." She said. 

 

"I am?" Asami asked, confused. 

 

"I hope this asshole got laid off." Korra sternly said. "Please tell me that they got fired."

 

"Not that I know of," Asami shrugged, "but we did wreck her car, if it makes you feel any better." She shared.

 

Korra's jaw dropped. "No way." She said. "But you're such a nerd!" 

 

"Ella was a bad influence." Asami proceeded to explain, amused. 

 

"I'd say she's a pretty good influence." Korra disagreed. 

 

"Depends on how you look at it."  Asami hummed, nervously fiddling around with her hands. "Thank god that Ella came back just in time to kick his ass out before something happened." she said, deep in thought. 

 

"Yeah," Korra mumbled, staring off into space, "thank god…"

 

Asami didn't know what to say or do next. She wanted to break the ice, crack some joke or change the subject, but her mind was blanking. God, she hoped this didn't change how Korra felt about her. This sounded so stupid in comparison to everything her girlfriend endured, and she knew that they were both thinking that. 

 

Thankfully, the silence didn't last much longer. A moment later, they heard a knock on the door, and soon Tonaraq pushed it open. 

 

"Sorry, Korra, Asami, how are you?" He awkwardly asked. "Darling, can I ask you something?" He then turned to his daughter without waiting for a response. 

 

"Sure." Korra said blankly.

 

"Is it possible that you…" Tonaraq cleared his throat. "Punched the Ba Sing Se team's captain?" 

 

"In the face, yes." Korra corrected casually with a nod. 

 

"In the face." Tonaraq repeated, confused. "Mind telling me why?"

 

Korra shrugged. "He deserved it." She simply said. 

 

"He deserved it?" He asked.

 

"He deserved it." Korra affirmed once more. 

 

Tonaraq looked at Asami with a questioning look, then back at Korra.

 

"Okay." He finally said after a few moments of silence. "Good enough for me." 

 

"Really?" Asami asked, surprised. "She didn't even give any reasoning."

 

"I already backed her up to the journalists, I just wanted to make sure," Tonaraq cleared up with a soft smile, "if he had it coming, he had it coming. I trust her judgment."

 

"Oh, he definitely had it coming." Korra nodded furiously. "Anything else?"

 

"Yes, your mother wanted to know if you two are joining us for dinner or not." He casually asked. 

 

"I think we're gonna go out for dinner tonight," Korra said, then turned to Asami "I wanted to show you this restaurant, what do you think?" 

 

"Aw, but I wanted to eat dinner with Tonaraq and Senna." Asami fake pouted. 

 

Korra blinked in confusion. "What?" She asked. 

 

"Oh, don't worry dear, you're still invited." Tonaraq was quick to jump in. 

 

"It's a really good restaurant." Korra emphasized, trying to persuade Asami. 

 

"Okay, I'll meet you in the middle," Tonaraq crossed his arms with a mischievous grin, "you can go to the restaurant, and Asami will stay here with us." He offered.

 

"Seriously?" Korra asked, unimpressed. 

 

"Sounds good to me," Asami chimed in. 

 

Korra rolled her eyes. "You guys are impossible." She said. "You can't just gang up on me!" 

 

"We're not, we just found an agreeable compromise," Asami answered. 

 

"Exactly," Korra's father agreed, "you're uninvited from dinner for suggesting otherwise."

 

"We'll join you for dinner tomorrow, okay?" Korra said, annoyed. 

 

"Yeah, whatever." Tonaraq waved her off, winking at Asami. "I'll see you girls later."

 

"Bye, dad." Korra said, short tempered. 

 

As he closed the door after him, Asami let out a soft laugh, which immediately made Korra turn around to face her, confused. 

 

"Sorry, I just…" Asami shook her head with a smile. "I like your dad, he's funny."

 

"He's more annoying in my mind, but whatever you say." Korra said with half a smile. "Hey, Asami?" 

 

"Hm? Yes?" Asami asked lightly, her hand playing with the spoon inside her drink, brewing it in the process. 

 

"You didn't deserve it." Was all Korra said next, but it was enough. Enough to make Asami go completely still. The spoon she had been fiddling with slipped from her fingers, and her gaze locked on the cup. Though, she wasn't really looking at it, she was just staring in its general direction. 

 

"I know." She replied, almost like an instinct. 

 

"I know you know, but I also think that guilt is inevitable in those situations. " Korra softly said, taking Asami's hand. "So I'm saying it loud and clear; this was not your fault. You deserved better." 

 

Asami kept quiet, staring at the cup she was holding and trying to process those words. She heard them before, Ella told her the same thing numerous times, but it never really clicked. She did know that it wasn't on her, it made sense logically, but she always had doubt. She always had shame, and guilt over what happened. She blamed herself for not seeing him for who he was earlier, she blamed herself for leading him on, or not being able to stop him. Asami was never able to truly feel like this wasn't her fault. Hearing Korra say that was overwhelming, and before Asami knew it, she felt her eyes water. 

 

"Are you…" her girlfriend sounded baffled. "Are you crying..?" 

 

"No." Asami sniffled. "Shut up."

 

"I am so confused." Korra said. "I don't think I've ever seen you cry."

 

"Because I don't cry!" Asami exclaimed. "I am not the kind of person who just cries out of nowhere! This is your fault."

 

"How is it my fault?" Korra asked, still confused. 

 

"You're all…" Asami trailed off, annoyed, trying to word her thoughts. "Supportive and sweet and kind and it makes it your fault!" She accused, wiping away tears.

 

"Oh baby. " Korra chuckled. "You poor thing."

 

"Just…" Asami grabbed Korra's arm and wrapped it around herself, resting her head on Korra's shoulder, pouting. "...Shut up."

 

"Never." Korra said, pressing a kiss to Korra's temple. 

 

Asami sighed, closing her eyes and wiping her drying tears. Her mind was racing, and everything was piling up. Seeing Shaozuo, him talking to her, confessing to Korra… It all made her re-live that experience, and while it was a bit of a relief, it was just as overwhelming at the same time. 

 

"It sounds tough." Korra said while gently stroking her hair.

 

"What does?" Asked Asami. 

 

"All of it," Korra answered, "everything you just said. But being in college at that age was what I specifically had in mind."

 

"Oh," Asami wasn't completely focused on Korra's words, her mind drifting elsewhere, "yeah, I guess."

 

"I thought I had it rough because I was older than everybody," she continued regardless of Asami's spacy reaction, "but I guess being younger is the worst." 

In response, Asami simply shrugged.

 

"Why didn't you drop out?" Korra then asked in all seriousness. "You could've just gone back at eighteen and complete your degree, why did you stay?" 

 

Asami gave her a weird look. "Why would I postpone my suffering, if I could just get it over with?" She asked. 

 

"Because… he wouldn't pose a problem if you did so," answered Korra, "he was the main issue, wasn't he?"

 

Asami chuckled. "Yes," she agreed, "and no. I hated college before him as well. He just made everything so much worse."

 

"Well, wouldn't it also solve your issue of being the youngest at the university?" Korra clarified. "You mainly talked about that."

 

"I guess,"  Asami scratched her head, "but again, it wasn't just that… it just definitely didn't help."

 

"Oh, okay," Korra said as if she understood better now, but her expression gave away her confusion, "do you want to share, or…?" She trailed off. 

 

Asami hesitated. She wasn't sure why it was such a big deal to her, hearing Korra's questions, she suspected her girlfriend knew, or at least had the general idea in mind. Problem was, she never actually talked about it with anyone. She assumed Mako and by extension Bolin figured it out, but she never told them directly, nor did she tell Ella or any of her other college friends, and she absolutely did not share this with her father. No, she never truly admitted that to anyone. 

 

Yet, there she was, admitting it to Korra. 

 

"Baby," Asami calmly said, "it sucked, because I was never interested in becoming a mechanical engineer."

 

And dear god, did that feel good to admit.

 

Korra blinked a couple of times, but she wasn't stunned or shocked, which confirmed Asami's suspicions that Korra had figured it out. A simple "oh," left Korra's mouth, but that was that. Nothing else. 

 

"Don't get me wrong," Asami immediately continued, "I always found mechanical engineering to be… Fascinating. I like to invent, I like to build, and I absolutely love bizarre vehicles like roller coasters, or…" 

 

"The mother fucking funicular." Korra easily caught on.

 

Asami gave her half a smile. "Right. " She approved. "Honestly, I would probably be fine if that's what I got to do with my life. Design different vehicles to different weather and territorial conditions… that could be interesting. But just working on improving cars again and again and again is… Repetitive, tiring, brain rotting… I always knew that it was what I'd end up doing eventually, but, I was never interested in that."

 

"So why did you become a mechanical engineer, if you didn't want to?" Korra asked, but again, Asami sensed that she knew the answer.

 

"Why did you become a soldier?" Instead of answering, she simply asked.

 

Korra half smiled. "To impress my dad," she replied. 

 

"Same," Asami shrugged, "I have one family member," she continued, "if I were to disappoint him, or lose him… I'd be lost."

 

"I don't think you could disappoint him, even if you tried," Korra answered, "I think you might be blindsided by your idea of him and it makes it difficult for you to see how much he truly loves you, and how he could never be disappointed in you." 

 

Asami thought of her words, and the obvious memory came back to her- when she hid her sexuality away from her father, expecting him to react poorly when in reality he was nothing but supportive. "You may be right," Asami admitted. 

 

"I don't know. You probably know him better than me," Korra continued, "but sometimes, it's easy to miss how much a person truly loves you, while it's impossible to miss from the outside looking in."

 

Asami stared off into space deep in thought. "Maybe," she said, "but it doesn't matter, it's not like I could switch careers right now."

 

Korra hummed. "Let us entertain that thought." She calmly said, placing her hand on Asami's and gently brushing Asami's knuckles with her thumb. "If you could change careers, what would you do?" 

 

"Huh," Asami thought on it for a second or two, before replying, "I don't know. I never gave it much thought." 

 

"Well, this is your moment to shine," Korra chuckled. 

 

After a couple of moments, Asami came up with an answer. "Architecture." She said confidently. 

 

Korra raised an eyebrow. "Architecture?" She asked.

 

"Yes."

 

"Interesting. Why?" 

 

"I love creating," Asami explained, "I always have. I love designing, I love planning, I love creating and I love the euphoria of finishing a project. That's what I also love about engineering, but it's just a small part of it. In architecture… all of those things take on a bigger role."

 

"Architecture. " Korra said again, like she was getting used to the idea. "I could see you doing that. You, designing awesome ass buildings and solving the housing crisis."

 

Asami snorted up a laugh. "Oh no, you got me." She sarcastically said. 

 

"Seriously though, it's never too late." Korra said. "It wasn't too late for me to change my mind and become a kick ass physical therapist, and it's not too late for you to become the best architect the world had ever seen."

 

"What am I supposed to do, go back to college at twenty eight?" Asami joked.

 

What she didn't expect, was for Korra to look her dead in the face, and just simply answer:

 

"Yes."

 

Asami blinked at her, processing her answer. She didn't find it to be realistic, but then again the entire idea sounded more like a fantasy, a perfect world situation, not a possible reality. But, who knew? It was definitely not a decision for now. For the near future, she didn't have to think about work, her dad or anything. Just Korra. 

 

"When is the wedding?" Asami asked, changing the subject. "Suro's wedding, I mean."

 

"In a couple of days." Korra replied.

 

"And after that, we'll be going back home?" she continued. 

 

"Um… Yeah, I guess." Korra scratched the back of her neck. 

 

Asami sighed, bringing their hands together. "I don't wanna go," she said, "I always wanna be here, with you, on our little getaway."

 

Korra half smiled, knitting their fingers together. "Well," she began, "after this vacation, we can take another one. Anywhere you'd like."

 

Asami laughed. "Yeah? You'll just tag along?" She asked. 

 

"I'll follow you wherever, city girl."
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21. One Last Thing


    
    Korra never truly got to know what she did right in life to score Asami. Seriously, it always seemed too good to be true. Whenever she looked at Asami, she just felt so lucky to be with her that her head might explode from how hard she was smiling. At first, she prefered having met Asami normally and not through an arranged marriage, but there was something oddly relaxing in knowing that this was it. In a way, Korra was relieved to know that she didn't have to worry about Asami leaving. Of course, her girlfriend could still do that, but it didn't feel like it. She felt more secure than any of Korra's past relationships. 

 

There was no escape, Korra knew it. Both of them were thinking about their upcoming wedding, it was inevitable. Korra really wanted to simply focus on the moment with Asami, but now that the two of them were attending a wedding at that very moment... Yeah, they pretty obviously had the same thing in mind. Of course, it did not help that Asami looked absolutely amazing today. Well, she always did, but today… She seemed almost magical. Everything from Asami's dress, to her makeup, to just Asami herself was just… Perfect. She was stunning, and hers, which felt absolutely amazing to know. She did not mind waking up to this every day, not at all

 

Other than that, Korra was pretty damn nervous at the moment. Suro and her tried keeping in touch, of course, but it was hard. In a way, both of them wanted to forget about the past and move on, and the other was always a constant reminder as to what they had to endure. They checked up on each other every once in a while, but they didn't find a time to meet up. Well, it wasn't exactly true. Whenever Korra was in town, the experience of being there was too hard for her to warrant meeting Suro. Their friendship was genuine, but difficult. However, Korra always held hope that it may change in the future. 

 

Upon arriving at the venu, they were greeted by one of the groomsmen. Korra had never met him before, but then again Korra had never met the groom as well. She was almost as clueless as Asami, but thankfully, she did know a couple of them. 

 

"Corporal!" 

 

Korra turned around, and she couldn't help but smile seeing her old commander and shaking her hand. It has been years now, probably the last time they saw each other was when Suro was discharged. Now, as they stood face to face, Korra was starting to realize that maybe it was harder to think about meeting people from her past, rather than actually seeing them. 

 

Her initial instinct was to stand upright, but she managed to suppress that. Gone were the days of military stance, and that was made very clear when Zen pulled her into a hug. 

 

"Look at you!" She said, pulling away to take a look at Korra. "You're walking!" 

 

Korra couldn't help but laugh. It's a good thing that Asami knew everything by now, otherwise this would be awkward to explain. "I am," she affirmed, "it has been a while, huh?" 

 

"Too long. You never visit." She accused, circling Korra and studying her. "Honestly, when the doctors said that you might walk again, I thought they were being optimistic. I should've known you were a fighter." She smiled. 

 

"Yep, that's me, I was too stubborn to never walk again," Korra chuckled. 

 

"Well, it's good to see you here, you should come by more often." Zen said, before noticing Asami. "Who are you?" 

 

Asami offered her a handshake. "I'm Asami, I heard a lot about you."

 

"Can't say the same, who are you?" Her ex-commander said, confused. 

 

"I, um…" Asami looked at Korra for help. 

 

"My girlfriend," Korra introduced, "and uh… Fiancé." She added. 

 

Zen's jaw dropped. "You're kidding." 

 

"She's not," Asami affirmed cheerfully. 

 

"Well I'll be damned." Her commander was astonished. "And she's taller than you!"

 

Asami laughed, Korra rolled her eyes. "Yes. She is." She unhappily said. 

 

"Me and Kass– you remember Kass, right?" Zen asked, referring to Korra's late commander. "Anyway, me and Kass had a bet going. He thought you liked shorter girls, I knew you like 'em taller-" 

 

"Didn't you two have better things to do?" Korra deadpanned. 

 

"Obviously not." Zen replied. "He already owes me fifty Yuans for Suro's partner, who is a short guy, and now he owes me an additional fifty for your fiancé." She said with a big smile, then turned to the sky. "You hear that you prick?" She called out. "I'm charging you whenever I'm joining you up there! Or down there!"

 

"Ignore her, it's the voices." Korra said to her girlfriend, who awkwardly chuckled in response. 

 

"Funny. " Her ex-commander said, turning back to the two. "So, how did you meet?" 

 

"Arranged marriage," Korra explained, "but… Well, it worked out."

 

"We were kinda into each other beforehand, to be honest. It's a long story." Asami added. 

 

"I see," Zen chuckled, "well, I'm happy for you," she told Korra, "and I better be invited to the wedding!" 

 

Korra grinned. "Sure thing." 

 

Korra and her proceeded to babble on over what they're both up to nowadays. Zen got discharged a couple of years back, and was now a detective in the southern tribe's police force. She was surprised to hear that Korra became a physical therapist, but who wouldn't be? Anyone who knew Korra when she was eighteen were sure she'd follow in her father's footsteps, and so was she at the time. However, life had other plans for her, and she couldn't be happier with how it all turned out. 

 

From the distance, Asami spotted Korra's parents greeting other guests, and she accidently locked eyes with Senna, who gently smiled at her. She knew they were both thinking about the same thing. They were thinking about their late night conversation, one that Asami had yet to inform Korra about. 

 


 

Asami didn't know what it was that kept her awake this late. It could've been Korra's snoring, but she was sort of used to it at this point. Nothing in particular was wrong, but she had trouble sleeping ever since they went to that soccer game. Still, she didn't feel all too bad, or too anxious, it was probably just hard for her to feel safe, but it'll pass. 

 

What she absolutely didn't expect was to run into Senna on her nightly stroll. She herself was just going to the bathroom, but she saw Senna just walking around, and decided to approach her. 

 

"Hey," she said to Senna, who jumped a bit from the surprise. 

 

"Oh, dear, what are you doing awake?" Senna said upon seeing it was just Asami. 

 

"I can ask you the same thing," Asami joked. 

 

"Well, you're not wrong," Senna smiled at her softly, "can't sleep?"

 

Asami nodded. "You?" 

 

"Same," Korra's mother answered. "I thought about making myself a cup of tea, did you want one as well?" 

 

Asami genuinely smiled. "That would be lovely, thanks."

 

Senna wasted no time in taking Asami to the kitchen sitting her down and starting a kettle. A somewhat awkward silence surrounded the two, but only Asami seemed bothered by it. Senna was quietly humming while taking out tea leaves and neatly placing them in tea cups. 

 

"I remember that when Korra was young and had nightmares, I'd make her tea just like that." Senna said, chuckling at the memory. "Then we'd sit here, and she would tell me all about whatever it was that scared her."

 

Asami couldn't help but smile at the thought of tiny Korra sitting here and talking about… stuff that children found scary. Monsters under the bed, monsters in the closet, the mailman... Okay, maybe most kids were not afraid of the mailman, but Asami certainly was, he was one scary dude. Regardless, it was an adorable thought, and it threw Asami back to when she supposedly had a nightmare, and Korra made her a cup of tea as she woke up. She was too sweet, and now Asami knew where she got it from.

 

"Cute," she simply said. 

 

"It was," Senna confirmed, "after that I'd usually take her to my bed and we'd cuddle all night, otherwise she wouldn't be able to fall asleep."

 

"I wonder if she's still like that," Asami mused. 

 

"She is. " Senna confirmed, pouring the now heated water to the cups. "Unfortunately, under the circumstances I know that for certain." She continued, placing tea leaves inside the boiling water and quietly brewing.

 

Asami didn't need any further information, she immediately knew what Senna was talking about. 

 

"It must have been hard," Asami awkwardly said, trying her best to be sympathetic. "I can't even begin to imagine."

 

Senna's hands stilled for a split second, and Asami feared she said the wrong thing. But a moment later, Senna smiled at her. Her smile was sad, but it was a smile nevertheless, and Asami knew Senna didn't fault her for anything.

 

"You know," Korra's mother said, grabbing both cups and handing one to Asami, "Korra doesn't have any siblings."

 

Asami was confused. "Right," she said, struggling to understand what that had to do with anything.

 

"The protocol in the Southern Water Tribestates," Senna continued, "that if an only child wants to enlist, both parents have to sign a release form."

 

Asami blinked. "A release form?" She asked. 

 

"It's a form that states that I, the parent, am aware of the risks involving my child enlisting." Senna explained, "and that I am aware that her enlisting may cause serious injuries or even death, and in that case I will not have legal grounds for a lawsuit, unless neglect or mistreatment is proven."

 

"Oh," Asami let that sink in. 

 

"Yeah," Senna sighed, "I proudly signed a formal document, 'releasing' my child to potentially die."

 

Guilt. Even if it wasn't obvious from the story, which it was, Asami could easily sense the guilt in Senna. She could only imagine how guilty one would be after such an experience, it was truly awful to think about. Though it wasn't rational, it probably ate her alive, especially before Korra recovered. Asami felt as if she had an idea of what that's like, though she didn't know why she felt that way. 

 

"You couldn't have known," was all Asami had to say. 

 

"Of course not," Korra's mother confirmed, "but it was more than that. I didn't even realize what I've done, until I got the call that Korra was admitted to the hospital." She explained, continuously brewing her tea so as to not look up. "I couldn't stop thinking about it, it just kept pounding through my head that me and Tonaraq did this to our baby."

 

She hated to admit it, but Asami was interested. It was such an awful event, that it almost broke her down hearing about it every time. But it was so, so interesting to learn about. She had heard Korra's version, but it obviously had gaps, and did not at all speak of her parents' and their struggles. And Asami? She wanted to know everything about Korra. Past, present and future. If it was Korra related, she was hooked. She was hooked on Korra and everything about her, and she had been  for a long, long time… 

 

"It definitely put a strain on our relationship, but we managed to bounce back after Korra woke up," Senna continued, as Asami listened carefully, "it didn't help that Tonaraq managed to come to a ceasefire agreement only a few days later. I was so mad that he managed to do that, because for me it was already too late."

 

"How did that even happen?" Asami asked, having previously wondered about it. 

 

"Well, as you may know Korra's uncle was the chief of the Northern tribe, and he passed away." Senna explained. 

 

Asami blinked. "I did not know that." She mumbled. 

 

"He was a deranged man, always had been," Senna continued, "He and Tonaraq had never gotten along, and this war was merely two siblings fighting for control." she shook her head. "I can neither confirm, or deny that the South had any involvement with his sudden death, of course." She added. 

 

Asami hadn't even thought of that possibility, and the way that Korra's mother said it made her assume this was an assasination. From Senna's wink, she realized she was correct. Damn, keeping government secrets was not Senna's biggest strength. How odd. 

 

"Then what?" She asked. "Did the war simply end? Just like that?" 

 

"You could say that," Korra's mother continued, "when Korra's cousins replaced their father as the chiefs, a ceasefire was immediately put into place, and a peace treaty was signed a year later." She sighed. "Korra's injury… Well, it helped motivate my husband to put that into place, and without his brother in the picture it was relatively easy. Since then the south and the north have been friendly." She took a sip of her tea. "If I look back, it's apparent that there was nothing Tonaraq could do to save my daughter, but at the time… I blamed him and myself. I just remember that feeling of… Helplessness, standing near the operating room, visiting the hospital for months while she was in a coma, watching her suffer and struggle after waking up… knowing there was nothing I could do to help. It was... Heartbreaking" 

 

She was almost in tears at this point, and Asami suddenly had her own little flashback. She remembered a hospital room, she remembered feeling helpless, too. She remembered everyone shielding her from reality, but she was smart, smarter than everyone realized. She knew exactly what was going on. 

 

"I love you, mommy." She remembered herself saying. 

 

And then she remembered a faint, yet loving smile. 

 

This was the first time  she remembered anything relating to her mother in years. 

 

"Oh, dear," Senna said, sniffling and making Asami return to reality, "I apologize for oversharing, it's just… You have such a kind face. Let me clear the dishes for us."

 

As soon as Korra's mom got up to do so, so did Asami. In her confused state, she pulled Senna into a hug, partly to hide her tearful eyes, but mostly because she herself needed a hug, and it felt fitting.

 

"Thank you," she quietly whispered.

 


 

The ceremony was beautiful, not knowing the couple could have been odd, but Asami felt like she knew Suro her entire life, from stories. She was so grateful for this person,  this woman who saved her girlfriend's life years and years ago. She felt like she was meeting her hero, and she was. There was no one more fitting of that title. 

 

The ceremony was beautiful, absolutely beautiful. Korra thought so too, or so Asami assumed given the fact that her lovely girlfriend began crying mid ceremony. She was just too adorable. 

 

The ceremony was beautiful, and after it, the two stood in line to greet the newlywed couple. Asami was excited to meet Suro, but she noticed Korra growing nervous by the moment. She was playing with her fingers like she was agitated, and Asami was a little confused by that. They have known each other since forever, they're like sisters, right? 

 

"I haven't seen her since I left. " Asami didn't ask, but Korra answered anyway, probably as a reaction to Asami's confused gaze. "I don't know how she'll react, or how I'll react."

 

Did she completely understand this? Not entirely, but she couldn't understand the connection two people who shared trauma had, it was complicated. So, to show support, she took Korra's hand and squeezed.

 

"I got you, no matter what." Asami whispered. 

 

Korra's muscles immediately relaxed, and she smiled widely.

 

"Thank you," she said, "I…" she hesitated for a split second, before completing the sentence. "I appreciate it."

 

Asami beamed at her. "Always." She reassured. 

 

Their turn was up next, and she could hear Korra's breath coming out as a shudder. She gave her a kiss on the cheek, to help calm her nerves, just as the couple before them cleared out. Suro waved them goodbye with a bright smile, just as her eyes locked on Korra, and her smile dropped. 

 

Korra also didn’t smile, she just stared at Suro, who stared right back. Time seemed to stop for these two, as they studied each other. This was a very, very odd and awkward situation for Asami, but she let them have their space. This reuniune was probably overwhelming for them, she realized that, and so she stepped back to let them have their moment. 

 

Soon, Suro seemed to pull herself together. Asami was admittedly worried, but when a huge smile appeared on Suro's face, she breathed out in relief. Suro then basically tackled Korra with a hug. Korra also snapped back to reality, as she managed to withstand that hit by twirling Suro in the air a little. She held her tight, real tight, it was a very emotionally intense moment, even Asami was moved even though she wasn't in the situation. After a few moments, Suro pulled back, just enough to take a good at Korra. 

 

"Look at you!" Suro called out happily. "You…" 

 

Korra chuckled, raising an eyebrow. "Are walking?" She completed for her friend. 

 

"Got a haircut!" Suro laughed, playing a little with Korra's hair. "I love it!" 

 

"Thanks." Korra answered. "I love the dress!"

 

"What, this old thing?" Suro waved her off with a smirk. "I honestly just threw something on myself, didn't even bother to look."

 

"And the makeup is stunning." Korra ignored her. 

 

"I woke up like this." Suro joked. 

 

"Of course you did," Korra laughed, "I have so much to tell you!" 

 

"Like how you went from a wheelchair to being able to lift me up?" Suro asked enthusiastically. 

"That too," Korra assured, "but first-" 

 

"But first, you gotta meet my boyfriend!– um, husband!" Suro quickly corrected, rolling her eyes playfully. "That will take a while to get used to." She mumbled. 

 

After that, Suro called over her new husband, grinning. He was pretty excited to meet Korra, and thanked her like a million times for saving Suro. He was a sweet, rather short guy, as Zen previously warned them. Also, he very obviously was not from any of the water tribes. But, well, who was Asami to judge? 

 

He then turned to Asami, which turned Suro's attention to her as well, looking extremly baffled. 

 

"Hi, I'm Mu," he introduced with a smile, "I don't believe we've met before."

 

"We haven't," she assured him, "I'm Asami, Korra's plus one." 

 

Immediately upon saying this, Mu was shoved to the side by none other than his wife, who studied her with narrowed, suspicious eyes, and her arms crossed. 

 

After much examination, which made Asami nervous, Suro gave a single nod. 

 

"She's hot." she concluded in approval. 

 

Korra's face brightened immediately. "She is, isn't she?" She mused, satisfied. 

 

"Oh, look who's talking." Asami replied, making Korra stick out her tongue. 

 

"Hi, I'm so sorry for being rude," Suro offered Asami a handshake, which she happily took, "it's just that your girlfriend," she spat at Korra, as if it was an insult, "didn't bother to tell me that she's been dating anyone."

 

"It's new!" Korra argued. 

 

"I texted you about Mu!" Suro argued right back.

 

"Well, yeah," Korra rubbed the back of her neck, "but we've only been engaged for a couple of months!" 

 

Asami face-palmed as she heard the gasp that left Suro's mouth, realizing that Korra just dropped a huge  bomb on her friend while trying to defend herself, thus making the situation a whole lot worse for herself. What an idiot she was.

 

"Excuse me? Not only did you forget to tell me that you're seeing someone, you also forgot to mention that you're getting married?!" Suro huffed out in anger. "How. Dare. You!" 

 

"To be fair, it's an arranged marriage," Asami did her best to defend her fiance, "and we've only started to date recently. Like, three weeks ago."

 

"Fuck you." Suro told Korra, before turning to Asami with a big smile. "Now let me see the betrothal necklace!" 

 

Asami blinked. "I uh…" she mumbled nervously. "I. don't have one."

 

"What?" Suro turned once again to Korra, confused. "Kor, why did you not make her a necklace?" 

 

"Yeah, princess, why didn't you make me a necklace?" Asami smirked.

 

"Excuse me, city girl, where's my ring?" Korra raised her hand, waving her fingers to show the lack of a jewel on any of her fingers."If you like it, then you should've put a ring on it!"

 

Asami snorted. "Fair enough."

 

"Whatever!" Suro interjected. "I want to know everything about you, so don't spare me a detail." She told Asami enthusiastically. Asamj chuckled and opened her mouth to introduce herself, but was cut short.

 

"You know Suro," Korra rudely interjected, "Asami won the MMA championship when we were at bootcamp, remember?" 

 

Suro blinked at her. "You mean the one you got a month's detention for watching on your phone?" 

 

Korra laughed. "Yep, that's the one. Republic City won, if you remember." She confirmed, hinting that Asami was from there. 

 

"Oh my god, that was so funny," Suro turned back around to Asami, who was very confused as she never knew Korra even watched that championship, "I walked in on her, practically drooling-" 

 

"-Excuse me?" Korra interjected, turning red. 

 

"-Like, she was one minute away from cumming at the mere sight of that 'RC girl'-" Suro said in air quotes, ignoring both Asami's blush, and Korra, who jumped in once more. 

 

"Didn't happen. Definitely did not happen!" Korra insisted, frantic. 

 

"Babe, did you or did you not say that you would lose the championship on purpose for the mere chance that she would sleep with you?" Suro addressed Korra finally. 

 

"Okay, now I know you're joking," Asami laughed. 

 

"Well… I may have said something along the lines of this…" Korra admitted. "But, to my defense… she's hot as fuck."

 

And Asami couldn't help but laugh hysterically at that.

 

Soon, other people who wanted to greet the newlyweds got impatient, so Suro swore up and down that they will continue catching up afterwards, and Korra took Asami by her hand to the dining tables. Her lovely girlfriend decided to wear her old ceremonial uniform, which caused many people to stop her to give their thanks. Asami thought it was a weird selection of clothing, especially considering how unhappy Korra was about the situation, but as it turns out- it was a custom. She wasn't the only person who wore a uniform, not by a longshot. In fact, almost every person Korra had recognized and introduced Asami to wore one. She sure wasn’t complaining, uniforms were hot, and her girlfriend was hot, so it worked out. Seriously, Korra's ass in those tight pants… Chef's kiss. 

 

After the meal, which Asami barely cared about given how damn beautiful her girlfriend looked, Korra said something Asami wasn't listening to and started walking, so Asami quickly followed. She was basically staring at Korra until suddenly she turned around to face her, with her arms crossed and a smirk plastered on her face. 

 

"Are you checking me out?" Korra asked with a cocky smirk. 

 

"How could I not?" Asami answered, stepping closer and discreetly grabbing both of Korra's butt cheeks, making her eyebrows jump up in surprise. "Did you see that thing go?" 

 

Korra rolled her eyes, grabbing Asami's hands and raising them up to rest on her hips. Then, she extended both her arms and wrapped them around Asami's neck. It confused her slightly, but she then realized that Korra led her to the dancefloor, in the midst of a slow dance. 

 

"All I wanted was a small, romantic moment with my fiance," Korra complained, trying to conceal a smile. 

 

Asami chuckled, placing a kiss on Korra's cheek. "Well, you can definitely have that," she promised. 

 

The two of them fell into comfortable silence after that, gazing deep into each other's eyes until Korra stepped closer and placed her head on Asami's shoulder, sighing happily. Asami smiled to herself, holding Korra tighter. She closed her eyes, focusing on Korra's warmth. It was addictive, so much so that Asami wished she would always be next to her, wished she would always be around. 

 

Asami knew how she felt, it was pretty obvious in her opinion. For months now, she couldn't get Korra out of her mind no matter what. No matter how annoying Korra was, or how much she resented her for whatever, Korra was on her mind. This could be attributed to a silly crush, but Asami realized already that this was not the case. If it was nothing but a mere crush, it would have gone away months ago. No, this went deeper, this was so much more than that. She was feeling it, hard, and all that she wished at this point was to be in a relationship with Korra, on their own terms.

 

"Let's get married." Asami suddenly said, her heart starting to beat faster as she put words to her thoughts. 

 

Korra chuckled softly. "That's the plan, city girl." She answered. 

 

"No." Asami shook her head, making Korra raise hers and look at her, confused. "I mean right now. Let's go get married right now."

 

Korra stared at her for a good couple of minutes, like Asami was insane. Well, she was, but she stood behind everything she said, the suggestion was up there and it was Korra's decision. 

 

"Right now?" Korra asked, trying to figure out if Asami was serious or not. 

 

"Yes, you guys have a city hall here, right?" Asami continued casually. "Let's go, it's still early." 

 

"You want to... Elope? Asami, this is insane." Korra nervously said. "You must be crazy. We've been dating for three weeks!" 

 

"And we're already engaged, so?" Asami shrugged.

 

"It's an arranged marriage, of course we are." Korra answered, confused. 

 

"Exactly! This is the one and only thing here that is pretty much out of our control, so let's get rid of it." Asami replied confidently. "Korra, I wanna be with you, me. I don't want the rest of our relationship to be dictated by our parents and getting ready to be wed, so let's do it on our own terms. Let's get married, so that I can date you properly. We deserve that, don't we?" 

 

"Yeah, but…" Korra was astonished. "We've only known each other for a couple of months. What if we regret it? What if you want to break up?" 

 

"Then we'll figure it out together," Asami firmly said, "though, personally I don’t see that happening. Do you?" 

 

"No, but…" 

 

"But nothing. Let's do this." She said. "Let's take control over our life. Let's-" 

 

"We can't get married!" Korra interrupted, baffled and a little freaked out. "I haven't even told you I love you yet!" She spluttered. 

 

Asami's heart was beating faster by the minute, as her nervousness grew. However, she somehow managed to keep a calm facade. 

 

"Well, do you?" She asked casually, though inside she was basically shaking. 

 

"Do I what?" Her girlfriend asked, confused. 

 

"Do you love me?" Asami asked, shocked that she had the balls to ask  it. 

 

Again, all that Korra could do was stare at her once more, but Asami managed to keep a blank expression. Was she slowly but surely dying from the inside? Yes, but that didn't matter. She knew what she wanted, and that's it. 

 

After a moment, Korra's expression softened. "Yes," she answered, "of course I do."

 

Asami breathed out in relief. "Great! I love you too!" She exclaimed. "Will you marry me?" 

 

"Wait, really?" Korra smiled widely. 

 

"Really what?" Asami asked in frustration.

 

"Do you really feel the same way?" Korra asked, hopeful. 

 

Asami laughed, taking Korra's hands in hers. "Yes." she firmly said. "I'll ask again; will you marry me?" 

 

A moment had passed, and Korra just looked at Asami with a big, adoring smile. Asami wasn't nervous anymore, not by a longshot. Korra felt the same way, so she wasn't worried. She was happy, and content. Whatever Korra said next would be fine by her. Korra loved her, what in the world could even begin to top that? 

 

"I will. Let's elope."

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Well, saying goodbye to these two will be a bitch

        








22. The Rest Of Our Lives


    
    Asami stood before her father's door, nervously playing around with her necklace- a habit she developed in the last couple of days. She wasn't even nervous about him telling her off for informing him last minute that she was extending her vacation, she was more nervous about the other things she had to let him know about. 

 

Slowly, she raised her fist to knock on his door, breathing in deeply as she did. She had no idea what was waiting for her on the other side of the door, fury seemed the most likely. But, she had to face her father at some point, so she knocked. 

 

A muffled "come in!" came from the other side of the door, and so Asami did. 

 

Her father stopped typing as soon as she walked in, surprised to see her. He let out an over-exaggerated "Look who's here!" as she closed the door behind her and sat down, nervously tapping the floor with her foot. 

 

"Dad." She began, anxious. 

 

"Dad?" He sarcastically asked. "Oh! Sorry, I completely forgot I have a daughter. I just haven't seen her in months." He stared daggers at her. 

 

"It had only been two months, dad." Asami corrected.

 

"You have some nerve coming to my office after ditching me like that," Hiroshi said, upset, "tell me, why shouldn't I just fire you?"

 

"Dad." Asami sighed, getting frustrated. 

 

"No, seriously, no employee has ever caused me such issues in the history of this company." He stated. "You have responsibilities here! You can't just take off and never come back, informing me a mere day in advance! You have a contract!"

 

"Dad!" Asami snapped. "I need to tell you something." She said finally, glaring so that he'd realize this was serious. 

 

Her dad leaned backwards in his chair unhappily. "Fine." He said despite himself. "What is it?" 

 

Asami breathed in to calm her nerves, meeting her father's annoyed gaze for the first time in their encounter. She had a lot to say, but where to start? What out of the many things she had to say was the least likely to give him a heart attack? This encounter had been so nerve racking to think about, that Asami refused to prepare in advance like Korra had been telling her to do. Her dad was about to flip the fuck out at the news she had to break, and she wasn’t completely sure if it was going to be a good flip, or a bad flip.

 

“Well?” Her father asked, impatient.

 

Asami wiped her hands on her pants, getting rid of the nervous-sweat building up in her palms and breathed in. She had no choice, it wasn’t something she could hide for long. Eventually, the truth will eventually come out, and it was better if she was the one to break the news.

 

“So,” Asami began,uneasy at the possible outcome of their current conversation, “let me start from the beginning.”

 


 

“I will. Let’s elope.”

 

Asami’s serious expression turned confused, then shocked. This managed to waver Korra’s confident smile. Did she not mean it? Why was she so persistent about it then? Who asks someone to marry them without meaning it?!

 

“Wait, seriously?” Asami asked, dumbfounded.

 

“I…” Korra didn’t know what to say anymore. Of course she was serious, but she didn’t want to freak Asami away by saying something completely crazy. “W-were you serious?”

 

“Of course I was,” Asami answered, confused.

 

Korra breathed out in relief. “Good.” She said, “Because so was I.”

 

“Holy shit, Holy shit. Are we doing this?” Asami asked, then without waiting for an answer proceeded  to grab Korra’s hand pretty violently. “We're doing this! Let’s go now while it’s still early!”

 

With that, she started to drag Korra away, and initially Korra followed her, before what they were about to do truly dawned on her and she paused. 

 

"What?" Asami asked, confused. "No backsies." She then stated out loud. 

 

"I have to go tell Zen," Korra thought out loud. 

 

"Right now?" Her soon-to-be wife was completely dumbfounded.

 

"I literally just promised to her that she'll be invited to the wedding, I can't just break that promise not even three hours later." Was Korra's response. 

 

"I- I have no words." Asami said in complete confusion. "I didn't even plan on telling my dad yet!"

 

"I'm not telling my parents either," Korra assured immediately, "but I can't break a promise so quickly. Plus, we could have her as a witness!" 

 

"Sure, I guess." Asami replied, still as baffled as ever. "I don't mind, but hurry up before I change my mind."

 

"Well, we can't have that, can we?" Korra chuckled, kissing Asami softly. "I'll be quick as a lightning, in and out in no time."

 

"Aww." Asami smiled. "That's what he said."

 

"Oh, fuck you." Korra stuck her tongue out. 

 

"Marry me first." Asami teased with a quick wink, and her heart leapt in her chest. God, she was so in love. 

 

"You bet. See you outside in five minutes?" Korra asked sheepishly. 

 

"Mm, make it three." Asami smirked, before pulling Korra to another passionate, rough kiss. Korra couldn't help but smile against her lips as she kissed back, eyes closing in content. This was all she ever wanted. 

 

Korra hadn't even managed to recover from their quick makeout session before Asami vanished. She blinked a couple of times, allowing herself to take a moment and come back to reality. When she managed to do that, she grinned, and rushed over to where she saw Zen last. 

 

Pretty easily she managed to find her ex-commander, and tapped her on the shoulder. Zen turned to her, confused, firmly holding a glass of wine in her two hands. 

 

"What is it?" She asked Korra.

 

"Asami and I are eloping." She informed Zen, unable to contain the big ass smile she had plastered on her lips. 

 

"Okay?" Zen blinked in confusion. "What, right now?" She asked, looking around them. 

 

"Yeah," Korra confirmed, "do you wanna be our witness?" 

 

Zen looked at her with a shocked expression for a couple of seconds, before shrugging and chugging down the rest of her drink, placing it firmly on the bar next to her. "Let's do this." She deadpanned. 

 

Korra's entire face lit up as they both turned around to the exit, jumping a little when they came face first to an extremely furious shorter girl, wearing a white dress. 

 

"What do you two think you're doing?" Suro asked, arms folded. 

 

"Uh, Suro! We were just…" Korra frantically looked at Zen for help, who simply raised her hands in immediate surrender. "Well, we were-" 

 

"Are you seriously skipping my wedding to get married?" Suro asked, fuming. 

 

"I… Uh… This is not what it looks like." Korra tried to defend herself, despite the fact that this situation was exactly as it seemed. 

 

"Let me finish." The bride abruptly said. "Are you seriously skipping my wedding to get married yourself," she repeated her last sentence, "...Without me?" 

 

Korra blinked, dumbfounded as Suro's face broke into a huge, amused smile. Their ex-commander couldn't help but burst out laughing, eventually having to hold her stomach to stop it from hurting. Through all of this, Suro said nothing. She just looked at Korra with a smug smile, as if to say ‘gotcha’. Korra felt very dumb to say the least, but at the same time she was extremely baffled. Her friend couldn’t have been serious, right? It was her wedding day! 

 

“What do you mean?” Korra asked, staring at Suro.

 

“What do I mean?” Suro chuckled. “I mean let’s get the fuck out of here and wed you two!”

 

“You can’t leave,” Korra stated what seemed obvious to her, but somehow not to her friend, “you’re the bride!”

 

“So?” Suro asked, not getting the point. 

 

“So won’t anybody notice that the bride is missing?” Korra elaborated.

 

“My wedding,” Suro simply said, “my rules. let’s get out of here, where is your lady?”

 

“O-outside.” Korra said, still awe-struck.

 

“So let’s get going!” Suro exclaimed, enthusiastic. She quickly grabbed both Korra and Zen and started dragging both of them outside. Zen was still in the midst of a laughing pit, so she wasn’t very compliant. Korra, on the other hand, let herself be led. Soon, they found Asami, who looked just as confused as Korra felt. She gave Korra a questioning look, who had no good response to the quiet question. Thankfully, Suro caught their exchange, and decided to answer herself. 

 

"Y'all are gonna have two witnesses." She firmly stated. "Let's go to city hall!" 

 

"But you're the bride." Asami stated, just the same as Korra did a few minutes ago. 

 

"Aw, you two are perfect for each other," said Suro with a genuine smile, "now then, let's go marry you guys!" 

 

And that was how Korra and Asami found themselves in city hall, while Suro was arguing with the receptionist on their strict pre-scheduled appointment policy. Korra had apologetically tried suggesting the next day as an alternative, which Suro shot down quickly claiming that she and her new husband were flying earlier that day. Asami had begun thinking about their marriage in a more practical way. How will it work? It was too early for them to move in with each other right away, but Asami might have to start making arrangements for Korra to stay over more. What about a honeymoon? Was it even possible? Would Korra want a honeymoon after spending the last couple of weeks with Asami? Where would they even go? Would she take Korra’s last name, or would Korra take hers? Or maybe they should incorporate both of them, like Sato-

 

Wait, what was Korra's last name? 

 

Embarrassment washed over her as she realized that she was about to marry someone who's last name she didn't even know. How was it never mentioned? She remembered googling Korra before they met, but she merely googled 'Korra water tribe' and came up short. How should she even approach the situation without giving away the fact that she does not know the last name of her fiance? 

 

"Yuan for your thoughts?" Korra joked, as Asami had been quiet for a couple of minutes.

 

"Hm?" Asami snapped back to reality. "Oh, sorry, I was just…" she hesitated, her brain forming an improvised plan as she spoke. "I was just trying to think about a good combination of our last names." 

 

At that, Korra looked as if she was hit by lightning. "What?" She asked, confused. 

 

"Our new last name?" Asami repeated, confused as to what baffled Korra. 

 

"What do you mean combine?" Korra asked, scratching her head. 

 

"Like, take my last name and your last name and put them together," she tried simplifying it, "I'm just trying to figure out the order."

 

"But, Asami," her soon to be wife gave her a weird look, "I don't have a last name."

 

"Oh, okay." Asami initially said, almost by instinct. Though after mulling it over for a moment further, her eyes narrowed in confusion. "...What?" 

 

"People in the water tribes usually don't have a last name," she explained sheepishly, "I thought you knew this."

 

"But then how do people call you?" Asami asked, trying to wrap her head around the concept. 

 

"Korra," her girlfriend answered as if it was obvious. 

 

"What's written in your ID?" She asked, growing more and more confused by the moment. 

 

"Korra of the southern water tribe," Korra explained. 

 

"Oh." No, the Republic-City girl still didn't completely understand how this concept worked, but she ran out of questions to ask. "So then, are you going to take my last name or nah?" She then asked, changing the subject from Korra's lack of a last name to the practicality of their marriage. 

 

Korra stared at her. "Duh." She said, once again her tone suggested that this much was obvious.

 

Soon after, Suro had finally managed to convince the receptionist to let them in, and they both had to fill out some forms with personal details about themselves and sign their names at the bottom. Then, they were escorted to the hall itself, with Suro and Zen close behind. Suro's presence caused some confusion given her bridal dress, , but eventually the officiant managed to wrap his head around who was marrying who. They were even given flowers as a gift, which Asami had gracefully gifted Korra claiming that ‘the blue matches your gorgeous eyes’. Whatever, Korra wasn’t blushing or something like that, no way. 

 

Neither of them were paying attention to the ceremony itself, Korra and her partner simply locked eyes, and that was it. She couldn’t and wouldn’t look away, she had no idea what the officiant was saying and honestly she couldn't care less, not as long as she was holding Asami's hand in hers. 

 

However, she did notice when it suddenly turned silent, and she looked at the priest with a questioning look, seeing Asami's smile drop. 

 

"Vows?" He repeated himself, eyebrows raised. 

 

"Shit, I hadn't even thought of that." Asami mumbled. 

 

"Awkward." She could hear Zen tell Suro. 

 

In all honesty, Korra didn't have anything prepared too, but to save her girlfriend some grace she decided to just wing it and cleared her throat. "Asami," she started. 

 

"Korra," Asami answered, her wide smile making a comeback. 

 

"I love you." She continued. 

 

"I love you too." Asami replied once again.

 

"No. Shut up and listen." Korra said, chuckling. "I love you, and I've never felt this way before." She admitted, gently caressing Asami's hand with her thumb. "I love you, so so much, and I wanna give you my entire world." 

 

Asami looked at her, dumbstruck, waiting for her to continue. And so, she did. 

 

"These past… What, six months?" Asami nodded. "These past six months were probably the best of my life, even when you were acting like a brat I was just… Happy to be involved." her hands stilled. "Honestly, city girl?" She mumbled. "You made me believe in love at first sight."

 

"Awww." She heard Suro from the audience.

 

"Baby…" Asami mumbled under her breath, seemingly on the verge of tears. In disclosure, so was Korra, but she was doing her best to hold it in. 

 

"And if you divorce me I'm keeping your last name." Korra managed to huff out. "Living without one in Republic City is exhausting, so no backsies."

 

Asami giggled. "No backsies." She agreed, then turned back to the officiant. "Is it my turn?" She asked the officiant, who simply nodded. Asami took a deep breath. "Okay." She said firmly, looking at Korra, still smiling widely. "How are you, princess?" She asked.

 

"Me? Just barely holding back tears," she joked, "go easy on me, will you?" 

 

"Oh, absolutely not." Asami laughed, then looked down at their hands, still tangled with one another. "Korra, baby, I have a confession to make." She started. "I didn't know I could fall in love before I met you." 

 

Great. Now Korra was crying. Dammit! 

 

Asami simply chuckled, raising one of her hands to wipe away Korra's tears with her thumb. "I'm serious," she assured, "ever since I met you, I felt like I was free falling. Even when I was… What did you call it? Acting like a brat?" She said, managing to get a soft laugh out of Korra. "Even then, I was only acting that way because I felt so strongly about you." her soon-to-be wife confessed, bringing Korra's hand to kiss it. "I don't know how, and why, but somehow we just belong together. And just so you know…" Asami smiled sheepishly, looking absolutely adorable as always. "My life would absolutely suck without you." 

 

"No fair." Korra managed to choke out between tears. "Your vow was so much better than mine!"

 

"It's our wedding, princess," Asami laughed, "not a competition. 

 

"But Asami won," Zen called out from her seat, immediately getting slapped by Suro.

 

“I did win, didn't I?” Asami grinned. “Look at who I’m marrying.”

 

Korra was just barely coherent enough to say ‘I do’, kiss Asami as if her life depended on it  and sign her name on the marriage certificate.

 

‘Korra Sato.’

 


 

The honeymoon dispute wasn’t too bad. Obviously Ba Sing Se and the North or South pole were out of the question, so that didn’t leave them too many options to begin with. Pretty quickly Suro caught wind of their discussion and had suggested they join her and her husband’s honeymoon in Amber Island. Initially, Korra was against it, afraid that Asami would feel uncomfortable traveling along with her friend, but surprisingly Asami was all aboard. They spoke about it at length, separated from Suro and her husband (who by the way, also skipped his own wedding after Suro had informed him as to her whereabouts), and Asami mentioned that as long as they still had their alone quality time together. so they decided: fuck it. Let’s fly out to Amber Island.

 

And, in all honesty? That place was awesome.

 

So, Asami texted her dad that she wasn’t coming to work the next day as they planned and ignored his calls, claiming that it’s easier to ask for forgiveness rather than permission. Korra questioned if it would risk her workplace, and she said that in the worst case scenario she gets to live her dream, so that was taken care of. The main issue was that both Asami and Korra had packed up for the cooler weather, and the island was burning hot. So, on their first day the two of them went shopping. Probably buying swimsuits was Korra’s favorite part of the day, although her wife did complain that Korra was absolutely useless and that ‘saying that every swimsuit looks gorgeous on you!’ wasn’t helpful criticism.

 

Heh, her wife, that had a nice ring to it.

 

During their shopping spree, something caught Korra’s eyes, something that immediately made her think about Asami. So, she bought it, but she couldn’t exactly hand it to Asami as is, as the piece required work. So, she hid it from Asami and worked on a plan to hide her surprise from her wife while working on it, so… She bought a shovel.

 

And it worked like magic.

 

She hadn’t even thought of the fact that Asami was considering becoming an architect, until huge, elaborate sand castles began appearing on the beach. Korra, for one, thought it was adorable, and apparently she and Suro’s husband were getting along amazingly, as he himself was an architect. Pretty wild, huh?

 

Suro and her used their time to catch up, Korra told her all about being a physical therapist and what it was like in the big city, Suro had confessed that she herself thought of moving there because, as a software engineer, the big city had more job openings, so they spoke about the pros and cons of that. Korra had a lot of alone time, to work on her gift to Asami, and Asami and her had a lot of quality time as well. It was funny how the two of them were in the honeymoon phase while on their honeymoon. Korra honestly  felt like social conventions didn’t apply to them, because even though this was way too soon to get married… somehow being married to Asami felt so, so natural to her. Watching her sunbathing, building sand castles and just relaxing was intoxicating. On the one hand, Korra never wanted to go back home from their vacation, on the other, she couldn't wait to start her new life as a married person. Sure, this marriage was just a formality so that they could start dating like normal, but that was exciting too. She couldn't wait to tell her friends, her parents and Naga. Plus, being married had tax benefits, so that was an added bonus. 

 

"So, is it ready?" Suro asked her. 

 

"Not quite yet," Korra admitted, gently polishing her piece. 

 

“Well, you better finish this soon, because your ticket back home is for two days from now,” her friend reminded, “and you did want it to be a honeymoon gift.”

 

“I know, I know,” Korra sighed at the reminder that their vacation was coming to an end. “It’s almost done, I swear. I just want it to be perfect.”

 

“I think that whatever you give her would be greatly appreciated.” Suro continued. “But hey, not my circus, not my monkeys.”

 

Korra rolled her eyes with an amused smile and put it away, leaving the hotel room and exiting to said hotel’s private beach, and her beautiful wife immediately ran up to her and hugged her as if they hadn’t seen each other for years. Korra couldn’t help but smile and kiss her passionately, she couldn’t even think about resisting that urge and Asami was definitely pleased with her greeting.

 

“Someone’s happy to see me.” Asami grinned.

 

“Very, very happy indeed,” Korra affirmed, “you sure seem happy to see me, as well.”

 

“Am I ever unhappy to see my gorgeous spouse?” Asami checked her out, giving her a whistle. “Looking good, hottie.”

 

“Look who’s talking.”  Korra smirked, kissing Asami again.

 

After breaking apart, Asami took her hand and started dragging her somewhere. “You gotta see it,” she explained. Korra was pretty confused initially,but before long her jaw absolutely dropped when she came across a sand replica of Republic City’s City Hall. The details were impeccable, it was honestly frightening to see just how spot on her significant other was when building this with just sand, water and a small shovel.

 

“How?” Korr asked, eyes wide. “When?”

 

“You were gone for a long time,” Asami explained sheepishly.

 

“Holy shit,” Korra paced around the small sand-building, “what happened to the castles, though?”

 

“We evolved into a democracy,” her lovely wife laughed, “long live the revolution.” she raised her fist jokingly.

 

“That is… incredible.” Korra said in awe. “Fuck architecture, you should be a construction worker.”

 

Asami shrugged. “This is hardly the same of either of these professions.” She chuckled. “I always had a good set of hands on me, this is not new.”

 

“Maybe not new, but very impressive.” Korra grinned., raising her hand. “High five!”

 

Asami giggled, taking her up on that request. "This is honestly a dream vacation," she said, "being here with you is just… Perfect."

 

"You're just saying that because I'm good in bed," Korra joked, blushing a little. 

 

"More than one thing can be true," Asami argued. 

 

"Good to hear," Korra grinned. "Kiss me?" 

 

And Asami obliged, quite happily too. 

 


 

"I have a surprise for you." 

 

Asami peered behind her shoulder to give Korra a questioning look. Korra seemed nervous, so Asami decided to put aside her luggage and pay close attention to her words instead. 

 

"Yes?" She asked, curious. 

 

Without speaking, her wife took out an item from her pocket and handed it to Asami. She grabbed it and examined it. It was a shiny, emerald colored stone with a drawing of a wave and a building carved into it. The stone was connected to two pieces of fabric, dangling from it like a medallion. No, Asami was not particularly informed about water tribe culture, but she knew exactly what it was.

 

"Betrothal necklace?" Asami asked, touched. 

 

"Yeah." Korra replied, just barely managing to get those words out. "I saw this gem at a store and couldn't resist." She admitted. "I hope it's the right size." 

 

"I…" She found herself speechless, almost in tears. "Korra, this is beautiful."

 

"Thank you. It reminds me of your eyes." Korra finally managed to smile. "So, you like it?"

 

"No." Asami shook her head. "I love it." She emphasized, locking her eyes with Korra's. "Put it on me?"

 

Korra happily obliged, taking the necklace away from Asami and waiting for Asami to turn around. She then closed the necklace around her, which made Asami smile in content. 

 

"Thank you," Asami gratefully said, "I love you."

 

Korra grinned. "I love you too," she said, "It feels so good to be able to say it."

 

And that's how their honeymoon ended. 

 


 

Asami's father stared at her in complete shock as she finished explaining. Nervously, she toyed with her betrothal necklace, which he himself only just noticed. He stared at her, then at it, and back to her. 

 

"You're… Married?" He mumbled, confused. "You got married and didn't tell me?" 

 

"I did, and I'm sorry for not telling you," Asami answered, "but I'm not sorry for marrying Korra the way that I did, not even one bit."

 

"And…" He continued, gesturing with his hand. "You're quitting." He finished. 

 

"Yes." She affirmed. 

 

Her father stared at her written notice in complete shock. "This is a lot to take in." He mumbled, rubbing his temples.

 

"It is." Asami pursed her lips in worry. "Are you okay?" 

 

Her father tore his eyes away from the letter on his desk, and looked at Asami in shock. "No Asami, I'm not okay." He said, as if it was obvious. "I'm very upset."

 

"Dad, I-" 

 

"Please let me finish," he interjected, "I'm upset that you've never told me that you  were this unhappy working here."

 

Asami was stunned. "What?" She mumbled, absolutely speechless. 

 

"You didn't feel comfortable telling me," he sighed, "you didn't feel comfortable telling me you never wanted this profession, just like you didn't feel comfortable telling me you're bi." Hiroshi continued. "I'm so sorry Asami, I put too many expectations on you and it made you feel like I wouldn't love you if you didn't follow them."

 

Asami blinked, still confused. "What?" She repeated herself. 

 

"Asami, baby," he took her hand, "I will always love you, and I will always be proud of you. Even if you didn't complete High school, or college and you were unemployed I would still be extremly proud of you." Her dad completed the statement. "I'm not disappointed in you at all, I'm angry with myself. I saw so much of myself in you, that along the way I forgot you weren't me. I'm sorry, Asami, all I ever wanted was for you to be happy."

 

"Dad." Asami managed to choke out, almost crying. 

 

"I'm happy that you married on your own terms." He then clarified. "Well… I thought it required more time, but I'm ecstatic nonetheless. Tell me, would you be comfortable if we threw some celebration dinner with Tonaraq and Senna?" He then asked, smiling sadly. 

 

Asami managed to swallow back her tears. "I'll have to ask my wife first." She answered. 

 

Hiroshi's smile widened. "That has a nice ring to it." He said, somewhat cheerfully. 

 

"It does, doesn't it?" Asami mused. 

 

"It does." He chuckled. "I told you to give her a chance, didn't I?" 

 

"What can I say? Father knows best." She joked. 

 

Her dad hummed in approval, grabbing the envelope Asami had earlier placed on his desk. "By the way," He raised it with a questioning look, "what is this?" 

 

"That's blueprints for a new funicular in the southern tribe." Asami grinned. "They have one, and it sucks. I thought you could pitch it to Tonaraq."

 

He nodded. "I'll give them a look. Help me work on it during your two week notice?" 

 

Asami beamed. "I wouldn't have it any other way."

 

Her father smiled, putting it away. "Thank you for talking to me," he said, "I'm sure it took a lot of courage."

 

"It did," she affirmed, "but I'm not done, there’s something else."

 

"Hm? What is it?" He asked.

 

"I…" She breathed in deeply. "I'm starting to remember mom."

 

Hiroshi froze. "Oh." He mumbled. 

 

"I know… It's a tough subject," she continued, "but I thought… Maybe we can give our family albums a look?" She asked hopefully. 

 

"Oh, Asami," he smiled sadly, "there's nothing I'd like more."

 

Asami breathed out in relief. "Thank you," she said, "just… One more thing."

 


 

When Asami arrived back at her apartment, she was surprised to see a bouquet of flowers laying on her doorstep. Smiling, she grabbed it and entered her flat, seeing Korra sitting on the couch and playing the new Zelda game. 

 

"Honey, I'm home." She joked. 

 

Korra immediately placed the controller down and went to greet her, giving her a big hug and a kiss on her cheek. 

 

"Missed you," she mumbled, "I'm so used to seeing you everyday, so this was a nightmare."

 

"Aw, baby, I've only been gone for a couple of hours." Asami giggled, flattered. "How was your day?" 

 

"It was good," Korra nodded, "I told Opal, Mako and Bolin as we discussed." She had informed. "Did you know that Both Opal and Bolin came out as bi when we were gone?" Korra asked. 

 

Asami laughed. "Exciting, but not surprising." She summerized her thoughts on the matter. 

 

"And they are also exclusively dating each other." Korra continued. "I face-timed my parents, they took it pretty well and might fly out to meet us, if that's okay with you."

 

"I'd love that," Asami agreed, "my dad took everything well, and had asked that we have a celebratory dinner with them as well."

 

"Perfect." Korra smiled. "I knew he'd be fine with everything."

 

"You were right," the local girl said, then raised the bouquet she was still holding. "The flowers?" 

 

Korra grinned, looking at her proudly. "Didn't I tell you? You get the full wifey experience now." She smirked. 

 

"Well then, I have a surprise for you too." Asami replied, taking out the small box from her pocket and tossing it at Korra’s. “Catch.”

 

Korra clumsily caught it, almost falling in the process. “What is it?” She asked, grinning in a way that indicated that she already knew what it was.

 

Asami shrugged. “Open it.” She suggested.

 

Korra opened the box, and as soon as she saw the ring, her smile widened. “Holy shit,” she said, “it’s beautiful.”

 

“A beautiful ring for a beautiful girl.” Asami teased.

 

“Oh, how poetic of you.” Korra laughed, taking the jewel out and looking at it. “Oh, wow, is this real?” She said upon examining the rock, eyes narrowing in suspicion.

 

“It sure is,” the local girl affirmed with a smile.

 

“Asami, that is way too expensive for me to accept.” Korra immediately shook her head, still holding it in her hand. 

 

“It didn’t cost me anything.” Asami informed her cheerfully.

 

“What do you mean?” Her partner asked, confused.

 

Asami smirked. “It was my mom’s.”  She dropped the bomb.

 

No, this wasn’t a competition. Korra handing her the betrothal necklace made her feel so special, both because of the enormous amount of effort Korra had put into it, and because she was excited to somewhat share Korra’s culture. This wasn’t a competition, otherwise Asami would’ve tried creating a ring from scratch as well. No, all she wanted was to make Korra feel as special as she herself felt, receiving the necklace from Korra, and perhaps share a bit of her culture with Korra as well. And from the look on Korra’s face, she was successful.

 

“Asami…” Korra said breathlessly, eyes wide. “You can’t be serious.”

 

“Why?” She replied. 

 

“This is family hairloom,” Korra replied instantly, still shocked, “I’m just… me.”

 

“You’re my wife.” Asami shut that down immediately. “You’re absolutely not just you. Plus, this is my heirloom, I get to give it to whoever I want.”

 

“I..” Korra looked at the ring in defeat. “I don’t know what to say.”

 

“Don’t say anything, I just want you to know how much I love you.” Asami said softly, placing a hand on the side of Korra’s jaw and smiling. “Happy birthday, love.”

 

Korra’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. “How did you know?” She asked.

 

Asami snorted. "Give me a break. It’s on our marriage certificate.” She recalled with a smirk." You signed it, remember?"

 

"I didn't think you'd notice," Korra said, bashful.

 

"Yeah, well, you don't give me enough credit." Asami laughed. 

 

"I guess I don't." Korra smiled, playing with the ring in her hand, before putting it on and snorting. "How is it even my size?" She asked. 

 

"Maybe it's meant to be," she suggested. 

 

"Be for real." Korra deadpanned. 

 

"Okay, I may have stolen one of your rings when we were in the south pole and adjusted this one to your size," Asami admitted with an apologetic smile. 

 

Korra chuckled. "Or it's meant to be." she then replied. 

 

"Or that." Asami nodded in agreement. 

 

Her wife raised her gaze to lock eyes with her, smiling. Asami could basically hear her heart beating faster and faster as Korra began to slowly lean in. She felt her eyes flutter shut, almost automatically, before Korra's lips were on hers. Asami moved in accordance with her lover, sighing in content as their kiss grew more passionate and hungry. Suddenly, she felt herself being lifted, and before she knew it Korra was basically carrying her to Asami’s bedroom.

 

“Korra…” Her voice was hoarse with desire, and she was unable to let any other word out.

 

"On it." Korra replied with a smirk, basically tossing her on the bed and clumsily taking off her own shirt, almost falling in the process. Asami couldn't help but snort as she did, taking the hint by Korra's pout and removing her top as well, immediately cheering up Korra. 

 

"Yay." She mumbled, jumping onto the bed next to Asami and placing her hand on the side of Asami's face, before kissing her deeply. 

 

Asami sighed into the kiss, and the rest of their clothes were gone in a heartbeat, to the point that Asami was just barely aware of herself kicking her pants off. She was usually more into foreplay, but something about Korra that day… She was never this attracted to anyone before. Just her smiling was enough preparation for her, at least today. 

 

Korra proceeded to caress Asami's naked body softly, smiling lovingly as she rose up to kiss Asami fiercely. Asami happily kissed back, digging her fingers into Korra's hair, reaching her scalp. Korra's hands slid from the sides of Asami's body to the back, heading downwards for her to cup Korra's ass, before leaving. Asami pouted as Korra's lips detached from her own, as her wife softly placed a piece of her raven hair behind her ear, smiling at her.  

 

"Can I?" She asked. 

 

Asami tilted her head, unsure as to what Korra meant. "Huh?" She replied, breathless. 

 

"I want to taste you," Korra said. 

 

Asami's entire face turned beet-red, unsure of what to reply. "Oh." she mumbled, "Um…" She barely ever let anyone take that step with her, and if she did, she didn't really have to face them after. It had to do with her own insecurities, her own trauma and trust issues. Being with Korra, she knew she had to work through it, but was it early? 

 

Korra tenderly rubbed her thumb against Asami's cheek. "I'll never do anything you're uncomfortable with," she assured, "but I love every part of you, and I would like to show this to you, if you'd like."

 

Something about the way Korra phrased it, did wonders to calm down Asami. She was still nervous, of course, but she decided that she was ready, so she gave Korra the go ahead. She had worries of course, but she trusted Korra. 

 

After she approved Korra's request, Asami decided to close her eyes to help with her nerves. Korra, of course, was slow and gentle with every touch. Asami wasn't sure what to expect, but Korra didn't immediately jump in on the opportunity, she took her time to kiss around the top half of Asami's body, especially around her nipples, then she lingered around Asami's pussy, but the closet she reached was an inch or two off target. Asami moaned, equally excited as she was nervous. If Korra's goal was to make her feel loved and cared for, then she definitely achieved it. If the target was to make Asami extremely horny… She achieved that as well.

 

With the first stroke of Korra's tongue on her clit, Asami nearly fell apart. 

 

Korra's movements were precise, it was obvious that she used their honeymoon to get to know Asami's body better, even if this was the first time she had gone down on her. At first, she clenched her tongue and used it in slow, even circles. Asami was  breathless from the treatment, and so by the time Korra flattened her tongue, Asami's whole body was rocking to match the movements. 

 

Somehow, she managed to keep in the moment without overthinking it, just enjoying Korra's movements and her presence. Her hands fisted into Korra's head, keeping it in place as she began to build up speed, working around Asami's clit, but never too directly. All of Asami's muscles tensed up and her breath became heavier by the stroke. She could feel the pressure building up, and her own movements became more and more uneven as she inched closer and closer to release. She didn't even care about how loudly she was moaning, all she cared about was her wife working in between her legs. 

 

As soon as Korra started sucking her clit into her mouth, it was all over for Asami. 

 

All the pressure that had built up exploded in Asami, almost sending her seeing stars. The loud moan that was making its way to her mouth got stuck in her throat as Korra helped her ride out her orgasm. Waves of pleasure hit her full force, leaving her trembling and sweating prefusly, holding on to Korra's head for dear life. Thankfully, her wife hadn't dared to move until Asami's peak faded away and she fell flat on her back. 

 

Korra rose up when Asami let go of her hair, grinning widely as she met Asami's eyes. "This was so…" Korra searched for words. "...Hot."

 

Without words, Asami used up her leftover energy to MMA roll Korra on her back, chuckling softly as she heard her lover's surprised yelp. She smirked as she ended up exactly where she wanted to be, mounting Korra. 

 

"Your turn." She said in a husky tone. 

 

"Don't you need a minute?" Korra asked, though, her breathlessness had uncovered that she wanted this just as much as Asami did. "Build up soem energy?" 

 

"Energy? Nah." Asami waved her off, then lowered herself to be inches away from Korra's ear. "I always have energy to make you scream."

 

And with that, she kissed Korra passionatly once again. 

 


 


  Eight years later…


As giggles echoed through the hallway, Korra couldn’t help but chuckle herself. Soon, the two little monsters bursted into the kitchen, just in time. Well, she thought she had a little more time before they did that, but hey, she had silence for the last two hours, which was a rare occurrence, so she wasn’t complaining. Of course, she had to wake up super early, but she didn’t mind that. After all, this wasn’t just a regular day.

 

Not even a minute later, her lovely wife came running in as well. She was heaving from chasing the two manaces around for the last couple of minutes, and funnily enough as she approached them they decided to bolt away once more.

 

“Oh. My. God.” Asami exasperated. “How much energy do they have in them?”

 

Korra shrugged, smirking cockily. “Don’t wanna say I told you so.” She cheerfully said as Asami started chasing the twins again.

 

“Told me what?” Asami asked distractingly, attempting to corner the toddlers before they ran away again. “Seriously?!” She said, making them both giggle again.

 

“I told you that any baby directly related to me will be an absolute nightmare child, ”Korra answered, turning off the stove. “Unlike the sweet nerd you brought upon this world.”

 

Of course, Korra hadn’t regretted it for even a moment. Of course, being pregnant was extremely scary, given her injury and the risks involved, and initially she hadn’t planned on having kids, but at the end she decided that having more kids was worth the risk, after going over it with a doctor of course, and thankfully there weren’t any complications.

 

“And I told you I don’t want to be pregnant again.” Asami huffed out, rekindling while launching at the two girls and capturing them with a big hug. “Huh! Gotcha!”

 

As soon as both of them started crying hysterically, Korra burst out laughing. “I know. And this is your punishment.” She joked, grinning at her wife holding tightly two of their kids. 

 

Asami squinted her eyes and looked at one of their daughters, Kya. "You're lucky you're cute." She said harshly, refusing to let go. 

 

Neither of them had ever regretted having kids or being pregnant, and even though the twins were energy bombs, Korra hadn't regretted having them for a minute, and neither did Asami. And Asami, while she indeed decided on not being pregnant a second time, still cherished their oldest, and Korra absolutely adored him as well. 

 

Then, just in time, a call was heard from the nearby room. 

 

"Mama!" 

 

"Could you handle it, baby?" Asami pleaded with Korra. "I have my hands full."

 

"As you wish." She winked, heading over to Ki's room, cracking open the door. "Hey, you need help?" 

 

Ki raised his head from his workbook, confused upon seeing Korra. "You're not mama." He replied. 

 

"Nope. What can I help you with?" Korra grinned. 

 

He showed her the paper he was working on. "I'm stuck," he pouted. 

 

Korra grabbed the piece of paper, confused. "Oh, uh…" she mumbled nervously, breezing through it. Was that both numbers and letter? What the fuck? "What is it?" She asked. 

 

"Linear equation," Ki answered, as if it was obvious. 

 

"But you're  five! " His mother exclaimed. 

 

"So?" He asked, impatient. 

 

"So… Nothing." Korra said, embarrassed. "Sami? Baby? I can't help!" 

 

She heard a groan coming from the living room, before Asami walked in with Kya and Yasoku still held by her. "Take them, will you?" She asked, irritated. 

 

Korra nodded, taking the two year olds from her hands. "Good job for keeping mama busy, girls." She said under her breath as soon as Asami walked over to their genius son. 

 

In response, they both exclaimed happily. "Mommy!" 

 

She watched as Asami grabbed the sheet of paper and started explaining something to their son then walked away so as to not disturb them. She put her daughters down by the coach, turned on the TV and walked over to the stove, taking out the cake she’s been working on. 

 

Not long after, her wife walked out of their son’s room, annoyed. "This was an easy equation," she said in a blaming manner, not even noticing the cake that Korra was holding. "You could've easily solved it."

 

"I'm sorry, I panicked." Korra replied with a soft smile. "Plus, things that come easy for you and Ki are not always as easy for me. Genius wife, genius kid." She shrugged. 

 

"Korra, you're smart, stop it." Asami waved her off.

 

"Not as smart as you." She grinned, handing her the cake. "Happy anniversary, my love."

 

"What?" Asami blinked, suddenly registering the situation. "Oh. Oh!" She shook herself back to reality. "Happy anniversary!" She smiled at her. "I'm so sorry, I swear I remembered it. It's just too early for me to be able to think coherently."

 

"I know," Korra laughed, "you do realize we've been married for eight years, right? What, don't I know my wife?" 

 

"Oh, you do." Asami said with a happy-sad smile. "That's my favorite cake." She mentioned, emotional. 

 

"I know," Korra affirmed. 

 

"But you hate it." 

 

"True," She chuckled, "but I love you, so it balances out." 

 

"How early did you get up to do this?" Asami asked, still in awe. 

 

Korra shrugged. "I was already up," she lied, "at like four, just thinking. I couldn't sleep so I was just laying there thinking, thinking about stuff, thinking about like, whatever, you know?" She started rambling, trying to make it sound like it was completely random even though it was carefully planned. "And then you popped into my head, y'know?" She continued, then figured that she may have seen a bit too chill about this and she should give herself more credit. "Pretty early on in the process of me waking up thinking about stuff." She added with a nervous smile. "So I was thinking of you and was like 'oh, I should get up and make her some stuff'. So like, four, maybe four fifteen AM?" She finished off. 

 

Asami looked at her with a soft smile. "Liar." She said. "You didn't just randomly wake up and decide to make me my favorite cake, you planned ahead."

 

"Why? How do you know?" Korra asked in a defensive manner. 

 

Asami chuckled, taking the cake and placing it aside, wrapping her arms around Korra's waist. "Because," she began, "we didn't have the ingredients for this cake. You planned this."

 

Korra whistled, impressed. She usually took over the grocery shopping, so she didn't think Asami would think about that. "Guilty."

 

Asami smiled brightly. “Thank you, baby.” She said lovingly. “Happy anniversary.”

 

“Happy anniversary.” Korra answered happily.

 

Asami looked deep into her eyes, completely and utterly filled with love. She raised one of her hands and gently stroked Korra’s cheek. Her lips parted, and Korra didn’t even need to hear the question to know what she asked.

 

“Do you regret it?”

 

It was sort of a tradition of theirs. Given the circumstances of their marriage, at their very first anniversary Asami asked her if she regretted getting married so quickly. Korra’s answer was a hard no, and she proceeded to ask Asami that same question. Since then, in each and every anniversary, even after having kids, they had the same exchange. Sure, they agreed to always be genuine about it, but their feelings hadn’t changed, even after all these years.

 

“No.” Korra answered. “Do you?”

 

Korra peered behind her shoulder, looking lovingly at Kya and Yasoku, reflecting back at all those years with her wife and her family. After all, she was so very content. 

 

“Not even a bit.”

 

Asami’s smile widened. “Good.” She said, leaning into Korra’s ear. “Because I have a feeling that the kids are going to spend the night at auntie Suro's house.” She whispered.

 

Korra couldn’t help but smile at that. “Score.” She mumbled.

 

Asami rolled her eyes. “Idiot.” She said.

 

“Your idiot.” Korra beamed. “I love you.”

 

Asami softly laughed. “I love you too.”

 

Who would’ve thought their lives would end up like this?

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Well, that was that

This story had a couple of setbacks along the way, one of them being the new Zelda game that just came out, but I am so excited to share the ending with you. A lot is going on in my life right now, so it took a while, but this story turned out to be one of my favorite ones and I am genuinely so happy with how it turned out.

If you're wondering, up next I'll probably finish guilty pleasure and broken expectations, probably in that order but who knows? I am also working on a different story, but I want to have more chapters pre qritten before I upload. More details to come;)

Thank you so much for reading! This had gotten me through a difficult time in my life, and you guys were a big part of it. I have been writing for several years now, and its super exciting to see that its still going well and seeing people as excited as me about it.

I love you, you're welcome to contact me on ig @korrartsami, though I'm not as active as I used to be. I might work on that. And of course, you're welcome to read any of my previous stories. Hope to see ya'll again!
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