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Summary: 
            They were rivals.
Well, Korra and Asami didn't... actually... know each other that well. But, nevertheless, they were rivals, they had to be.
Asami was a prissy genius, she was rude and mean and everything always went her way. Plus, their dads were rivals too, as if the situation wasn't bad enough when they were the only two competing to make team captain on the university's soccer team and she lost to that spoiled bratt. Now, Korra truly hated her, and she swore that she would win against Asami in every competition the two were in, ever.
Little did she know, that this promise was gonna get her into a LOT of trouble.

          











1. Pilot

Author's Note:
      Fr idk if to continue writing this lmfao let me know

    


    
    
  "Well, miss Sato, I must say. You are one of the most sophisticated people I've ever hosted on this show, which is quite shocking considering your young age."



  "Thank you, Ceasar, you aren't too bad yourself. And please, call me Asami."



  "Okay then. Tell me, miss Asami, your dad, Hiroshi Sato, is running for presidency this year. Correct?"



  "You are absolutely correct, sir."



  "Your father, Hiroshi, is the top one leading business man in the world, but how did his experience as a CEO of Future Industries, known for the Sato mobile- one of the most advanced cars in the world, had prepared him to lead a whole country?"



  "Well, Ceasar, I'll tell you what I can say with certainty; when my dad makes president, our public transportation system will absolutely flourish."


And everyone laughed, like they always do whenever Asami opens that pretty little mouth of hers. But not Korra, Korra was fuming. She had no idea how Asami had everyone wrapped around her little finger like that, especially considering how awkward she was in real life. But, that was Asami Sato for you, everything always went her way. She only got to where she was out of sheer luck.

She hated Asami so, so much, they had already been on bad terms when Korra lost the title of the soccer team's captain to her, but when both their dads had announced that they were running for president- Korra could absolutely not stand her. And the feeling seemed to be mutual, even though they only had one actual conversation in real life, it was bad enough to let Korra know exactly how Asami felt about her.


  "How can you live in such a mess?"



  Korra frowned, looking at her slightly dirty locker for a second and then turning to Asami, who looked at her with a bored expression.



  "Excuse me?" Korra said angrily, folding her arms.



  "I wasn't trying to be mean," Asami said blankly, "I was just wondering. If my locker was that dirty, I'd probably puke on myself."



  Some of the girls on the team giggled, but immediately stopped when Korra shot them a murderous glare. After the room went quite Korra turned back to Asami, furious still.



  "Well, Sato, some of us are uptight and jermophobic assholes, and some of us use all that wasted time to make sure that they are the best at what they do," Korra said condescendingly with fake sweetness, a cocky grin on her face.



  Suddenly, Asami stopped looking so bored, and instead she looked angry. It was as if up until now, she didn't really care about the exchange, but the moment Korra questioned Asami's skills, her blood started boiling.



  "Ohhhh I see," Asami said, "so that's why you're the team captain and I'm not, right? Because I'm an 'uptight jermophobe'?"


Korra's grin dropped as everyone in the room gasped. She didn't say anything, she just slammed her locker shut and looked at Asami like she was going to murder her, and left the locker room. Asami was such an asshole, her father was probably one too. Fuck the Satos.

Korra closed the TV, feeling as if she continued to look at Asami's face on her television she was absolutely going to puke. She just leaned back on the couch and rolled her eyes. Ever since Hiroshi announced his candidacy, Asami was invited to an interview almost weekly. Korra, however, wasn't. Not that she wanted or liked the attention, but she did want to help her father win, especially when it came down to this pair. He was the better candidate overall, but Hiroshi was known and loved worldwide, so he was tough competition.

But she knew why Asami Sato was invited to give interviews and she wasn't. Asami Sato, the prodigy child that was already getting a second degree, now in political science, all while being the same age as Korra. How, you may ask? Well, Asami had already completed college at eighteen, majoring in business and engineering, and was now attending it again. Why? Because, why not? Korra, however, was just a normal kid, rather then a super genius like Sato. So she attended college when she was eighteen like anybody else. And unfortunately for her, she had the same major as the prissy bitch. So, same university, same lectures, same soccer team and their fathers were competing for the same job. And she drove Korra fucking insane.

Just as she got up from the couch, her roommate stepped in, probably from another hangout with her girlfriend.

"Sato's on TV again, so don't bother trying to watch something normal." Korra said, rolling her eyes and placing the remote on their coffee table.

"So you've been staring at her face up untill I got here, huh? Gotcha." Kuvira smirked, placing her keys in the ball.

And Korra couldn't help but roll her eyes again. Her roommate had a theory that Korra's hate towards Asami was actually covering up for a crush, which was fucking ridiculous. Asami was hot as fuck, there was no denying that, but she was a fricking bitch. She was hot in the sense that Korra could easily think about her to get herself off, but she was such a prick that all Korra ever wanted to do was punch her.

"In your dreams," Korra huffed.

"Oh, I'm definitely dreaming about the two of you fucking. You'd make a hot ass couple," Kuvira chuckled.

Well, there was no argue about that.

"Ew," Korra mumbled, getting to her bed.

"No, it's pretty hot actually," Kuv teased.

"Whatever, I'm going to sleep, I suggest you do the same." Korra said, pulling the blanket over her head. "Early practice."

It was pretty convenient how the both of them were on the soccer team, that way they had almost the same schedule. Some girls got roommates that weren't as understanding about the early morning workouts. They got lucky.

"You sure you don't wanna hit cardio before tommorrow?" Kuvira said in a flirty tone.

Though Korra was used to Kuvira's nonsense, she couldn't help but blush. "You are such a fucking tease Kuv."

"I never claimed otherwise."

_________

Korra hated social events.

Her dad, a politician, was always invited to those things, and of course she and her mother had to come as well. She hated the press, that kept on taking pictures of them, shw hated how nice she had to be to everybody, and she especially hated all those old people requesting a dance with her. Powerful people were fucking disgusting.

But what she hated most of all, was having to stand Asami in front of the cameras. They had to shake hands, take a few pictures together, and over all be polite. The only things that made it all standable, is that she knew Asami hated it all just as much as she did.

Korra was glaring at Asami from across the room, hoping no one would notice. A few old man approached the spoiled bratt, but she faked a limp and 'unfortunately' had to turn them all down. It was fricking brilliant. Why didn't Korra think of that?

Oh, that's right, because Korra wasn't an asshole. She was absolutely sure that Asami did that to annoy her, because who did all those old man go to when Asami sent them away?

She had never been stepped on by so many old people in a day.

She was furious. Especialy when Asami turned her way and took her tounge out, confirming Korra's suspicions. Her blood boiled, she wanted to get revenge, beat Asami at her own game. That's what she swore anyways, that she would always be one step ahead of Asami, no matter what. That she would always win.

So, she immediately stepped closer with a cocky smile, and offered Asami a hand.

"May I have this dance?" She asked, smirking.

Asami looked shocked, and disgusted, and it was so worth it.

"Ohhhh I'm sorry dear," Asami said, still looking like she was about to vomit, "I hurt my ankle, otherwise, I'd love to." She emphasized the 'love' in a way that let Korra know that she would hate nothing more.

"Really? I guess you'll miss the game on Tuesday, then." Korra said, smiling like she won the lottery.

Asami sighed in annoyance, grabbing Korra's wrist and dragging her away. At first, Korra thought they were heading to the dance floor. But then, Asami dragged her further, to an empty corner near the bathroom. Then, she turber to Korra, smoke practically coming out of her ears.

"What's your problem?" Asami shot at her.

"What is your problem?" Korra shot back, folding her arms.

"I'm not doing anything, you're the one who asked me to dance, like, how can my day get any worse?" Asami said, furious.

"Not doing anything?" Korra repeated in disbelief. "How about sending all of those creepy old man to dance with me?"

"I didn't send them your way," Asami argued, "it's not my fault I thought of the limp thing before you. All I did was try not to get sexualy harrassed by people twice my father's age. Idiot."

"Who are you calling an idiot, asshole?" Korra gritt her teeth.

"You," Asami answered with a condescending smirk, "are you really that stupid that you can't comprehend such a simple sentence?"

She turned to leave after that, but Korra wouldn't have that. She slammed her hand against the wall, blocking Asami's  exit completly. Asami turned her head to Korra, annoyed.

"This means war, Sato." Korra told her. "And I'm going to win."

Asami's eyebrows clenched together. "Get off me!" She called, pushing Korra away snd making her fall on the ground.

"Hey! You leave my daughter alone!" Korra heard her father say and rolled her eyes. Great, just what she needed, daddy coming in for the rescue.

"I'm fine, dad, really," she said as she got up, brushing dirt away from her clothes, "like this prissy princess could ever leave a mark."

"Oh, darling," Asami said with a smirk, "if I really wanted to, I'd leave marks all over that body of yours." She winked, and immediately, Korra turned into a tomato. Why was Asami so good at this? Unfair.

"Sato." Her father suddenly shot at someone behind them, and when she turned around she saw Hiroshi approaching the scene, confused. "Tell your daughter to keep her hands off mine."

"She started it." Asami defended.

"Did you hear that?" Hiroshi Sato said sarcastically. "Asami's saying that your daughter started it, and I would take her words over yours every day of the week."

Korra huffed out angerly, glaring at Asami who just took her tounge out again and grabbed her father's hand. "C'mon dad," she said, "don't let this losers affect you, you can get back to them when you win the election."

And from that day on- everything between Asami and her turned into a competition.

On class- it was about who answered more of the teachers questions correctly, and who got the best grades. Korra wasn't a super genius like little miss Sato, but she was smart. Smart enough to get straight A's when she wanted to, and Asami couldn't only score so much, so that left the two of them at the top of the class.

Socially, it was about who had the most fun looking life. They both followed each other on Instagram, and now Korra was truly dedicated to show off her life on her Instagram story, and Asami did the same.

And soccer wise, it was about who scored more goals, who was the fastest one, who got the best ranking at the end of each game, or who could take more shots on the team's hangout afterwards.

It was tiring, sure. But, it was completely worth it. Just to see Asami's angry glare whenever Korra scored more, or whenever the teacher complimented her. Plus, socially speaking Korra was winning by a halt. Asami had a few friends, but it seemed that the entire university was friends with Korra. They were both smart, athletic and capable, but unlike Asami, Korra knew how to have fun, while Asami was an uptight prissy princess, that would never break the rules.

It all had gotten to a breaking point, about two months later in soccer practice. The team was split into two with Korra and Asami on separate teams. The two of them absolutely dominated the play field, motivated by their hatred for one another. Korra could tell that their teammates were getting annoyed with their rivalry, but Asami was the captain, so it was her problem.

At some point, Korra had the ball. She manged to dodge everyone and run alone all the way to the net. It was a promised goal, and Korra couldn't wait to shove it up Sato's face. Except, just before she could shot her shot, Asami tackled her purposefully, and Korra fell on her face.

The sound of the whistle came through, peircing through the air.

"Faul! Sato, be careful!" The judge shouted.

"Sorry Korra," Asami said, her tone giving away that she was anything but sorry.

Usually, Korra could brush off a good tackle. But because it was Asami, she saw red. She stood up, and pushed Asami hard onto the ground. The girl's expression was priceless, and everyone gathered around them.

"Oops," Korra chuckled, "didn't see you there, 'pal'."

Asami, fuming, side kicked her behind her knee, causing Korra to collapse besides her as well. So, Asami knew martial arts. Good to know.

Soon, they were full on wrestling. Korra's hair escaped her ponytail, and Asami's hair went loose as well. Korra had bruised her leg, shoulder and cheek. Asami bruised a few limbs as well, but Korra couldn't be sure as to which. It went on for a few seconds, perhaps a minute or two, before the coach came running and separated them, compltely red with anger.

"Sato. Waters. Locker room, now!" She shouted, grabbing them by their collars.

She dragged them the two of them and threw them into the locker room, making Korra stumble and almost lose her balance. Coach Beifong was many things, but she was not known to be gentle.

"Enough!" She snarled. "That stupid fight of yours is messing with the whole team's dynamic. I will not have my two best players going at each other like five year old children!"

"She started it!" Korra exclaimed, pointing accusingly at Asami.

"What?!" Asami turned to her, shocked.

"I don't give two shits about who started it, I'm ending it." Beifong said, looking at her clock. "There is still an hour until practice ends. When I come back here then, you two better have had your fight figured out, understood?"

"Come back? Come back where?" Asami asked.

Lin didn't answer, she just huffed out angrily and left the locker room, slamming the door behind her.

Then, Korra could hear the sound of her Keychains.

"No!" She freaked out, rushing to try and open the door, but it was already locked. "Coach! You can't do that!" She slammed her fist against the door a couple of times, hopeless.

"Ugh, can you stop? That noise is giving me a headache." Asami complained.

"Fuck off." Korra turned around to face her, jabbing a finger above her chest. "This is all your fault."

"No the fuck it isn't," Asami swatted her hand away, "can you stop giving me shit Waters? I'm already stuck here with you, I think it's punishment enough."

"That was a dirty tackle, Sato." Korra spat her last name as if it was an insult. "Low blow, even for you."

Asami glared. "I don't have to stand here and take it." She said, walking over to her locker.

"What are you doing? Coach said to solve things." Korra scolded.

"Yeah, but you're obviously not going to just stop being a fucking asshole," Asami rolled her eyes, "so just leave me be."

"You know what? Fine. Have it your way." You always do anyway. "If I'm already here might as well use this time to take a shower." She mumbled to herself, taking her shirt off.

Then something unexpected happened; Asami's eyes widened and her cheeks turned red. She spun around quickly, flustered, her face now turned to the lockers only.

At first, Korra got confused. They both saw pretty much everyone on the team swap clothes a million times. But, them she realized why Asami was so flustered all of a sudden.

"No fucking way," Korra said with a cocky smirk.

"Shut up. Whatever it is you're thinking, just shut the fuck up." Asami said, still not looking at her.

"Asami Sato, are you... into me?" Korra said in a teasing manner, placing her hands on her waist. "Damn Sato, I didn't  even know you were gay."

Asami snorted. "Of course you're homophobic, what did I expect?" Now she was finally able to turn around and face Korra, still red.

"Awe, babe, I hate to break it to you, but I'm bi." Korra chuckled, "and I'm just taking a shower, not trying to fuck."

"Good idea," Asami smiled sweetly, taking her shirt off as well and heading to the showers.

Ohhhh, that's why Asami was this flustered.

She did see Asami with her shirt off before, but not like this. Never so close to her, never alone and never locked in the locker room, and Korra was starting to burn from the inside. God, Asami was fucking hot. Her skin was clear and soft looking, even though it was slightly bruised (Korra's fault). She had curves in all the right places, and defined muscles on her arms, back and stomach. At that point, Korra decided that the most annoying bit about Asami was the fact that she was exactly her type.

"Now who's trying to fuck?" Asami chuckled at Korra's wide eyes.

"Pffft," Korra tried tearing her eyes off Asami, back couldn't, "you're probably a terrible screw anyway."

"Whatever you need to say to yourself, Waters." Asami waved her off, walking away.

"Bet you're a pillow princess!" Korra said in an attempt to get on Asami's nerves.

And it worked.

Asami stopped in her place, turning around to Korra with a glare. "Excuse me?" She walked closer, making Korra gulp. "I am not a pillow princess. And I am an amazing screw, better then you'd ever be."

"No way." Korra laughed. "I'm incredible in bed. Way more than you could even dream of."

"You wish." Asami snorted.

"Bring it." Korra challenged.

Wait... what did she just say? What the fuck did she just say to Asami?!

Asami squinted her eyes in suspicion, scanning Korra's features. Though her heart was pounding like crazy, she kept on the same challenging expression. She already set it, it was too late to back out.

"Fine." Asami said after a few minutes of silence.

"Fine?" Korra blinked.

But before she could register the meaning of their exchange, Asami grabbed Korra by her shirt and slammed her against the lockers. Not even a second later, and Asami's lips slammed against hers.

There was nothing gentle or passionate about the kiss. It was assertive, violent even. The purpose of it was clearly to assert dominance, and Korra wouldn't have that. As soon as she got over the initial shock, she kissed back. Asami immediately fought back, and the whole makeout session turned into a fight for dominance, basically like every other event the two had endured together, in a new format. They fought back and forth for a few minutes, before Korra decided that she had enough, and she grabbed Asami by her thighs and crashed her against the wall. As she did, a gasp left Asami's mouth, and it was so fucking hot.

Annoying, it was so annoying.

"I'm in control, Sato." Korra whispered in ear, biting on it.

"No," Asami said, heaving, "I am."

And before Korra knew what was happening, Asami slapped her hard, and the shock made her stumble back and lose her grip on Asami. Asami then pushed her to the ground, climbing on top of her with a winning smile.

"I'm in control." She said.

And before Korra could protest, her sports bra went flying off and Asami's hand gripped her breasts hard. A surprised moan left her mouth and her back unwillingly arched to the touch. She hated how good it felt, and she hated that she had to give in and let Asami go first.

Asami wasted absolutely no time and tore off her pants and underwear, and without even taking her time she placed two fingers on each side of Korra's clit, sort of like a hug, and Korra shuddered at the touch, biting thr inside of her cheek as to not moan.

"You're soaking wet darling," Asami said condescendingly, "if you wanted me that bad you could've just said so, you really didn't have to go through all this trouble."

Korra was breathing heavily. "In your dreams." She said, embarrassed at how wet she actually was.

Asami raised an eyebrow, then slapped her again. Korra hated to admit that she found it a little hot.

"Shut it." She hissed, then before Korra could say something sassy in return, she started to swirl her fingers, making Korra twitch a little.

Whatever she did, she could not cum. She couldn't let Asami have the satisfaction of... giving her satisfaction. She really wanted to, but she couldn't. She couldn't? No, she couldn't! Oh God but it felt so good... but no, she couldn't.

Korra could feel her breath picking up, her heart rate too. Her groin started to unwillingly grind against Asami's hand. She could practically hear Asami's smugness, and tried focusing on that to help her not cum, but it made it even worse.

She managed to hold it in pretty well. She could tell that Asami was getting frustrated and felt herself winning, except just then Asami did the worst thing imaginable.

Korra really should've seen this coming. Pun not intended.

Without any notice, Asami pushed two fingers inside of her, and Korra just couldn't take it anymore. Korra tried to keep quiet about it, but after holding it in for so long, her orgasm was super hard, so even with all her efforts, she couldn't suppress the loud moan that left her mouth as pleasure and relief had filled her entire body.  As soon as her climax was over, she collapsed against the ground, chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to catch her breath. Slowly, Asami took her fingers out and chuckled, shaking her head.

"You're so quick, Waters." Asami said smugly. "Are you always like that, or..." she then leaned in, so close that Korra could feel Asami's warm breath on her ear. "Do I make you horny, baby?"

Korra huffed out in displeasure, using all of the remains of her energy to flip them around, catching Asami by surprise.

"My turn," Korra winked.

Asami just shrugged, still smug from her turn.

No matter what, Asami had to cum. Otherwise, she won. Korra didn't care how long it took, this was happening. She immediately pulled away Asami's sports bra and did her best not to drool. Really, if only Asami didn't have such a shitty personality...

Asami looked bored. Korra knew that she was actively trying to do so, but she wouldn't have that. So she closed the distance between them and her lips closed on one of Asami's nipples. Asami let out a surprised moan, her hands shooting to Korra's head and grabbing a handful of her hair.

"That's cheating!" She said breathlessly.

"Is it?" Korra said in an innocent voice.

Asami glared at her, sweating, her cheeks pink, and then she looked away. Korra laughed, because she knew exactly what was going on. Asami liked it, but she couldn't bring herself to admit it.

"Whatever man, just keep going." Asami mumbled. And though she tried to not look excited, Korra knew she was by the way Asami's hands locked her in place.

So Korra did, and she could tell from her body language that she liked it. The way she moved, the way her back arched, the way she gasped every time Korra swirled her tounge or sucked a little. Eventually, she figured Asami should be turned on enough to proceed, and she took off her shorts and underwear. Korra smirked at the sight, enjoying how Asami was on her back, completly to her mercy. She used her fingers to locate Asami's entrance, and was satisfied to know that Asami was absolutely drenched. Just then, she started swirling her index finger around Asami's clit, and her reaction was immediate. Asami bit hard into her lip and looked away, her face turning tomamto red and she looked like she was just doing her best not to burst. Korra liked that.

"Oh come on baby," Korra said in a seductive voice, "why are you fighting it? Don't you wanna cum?" She said, starting to go faster.

Asami was breathing heavily. "Shut up, Waters." She said, eyebrows clenching in concentration.

"I get it, you want me to use my mouth for other things, huh?" Korra flirted.

"No, no no." Asami shook her head, her cheeks turning even more red. "If you do that it's an automatic win for me."

Korra pouted in fake sadness. "You're no fun Sato." She said, then without warning, pushed a finger into Asami's entrance, starting to pump it.

Asami jumped from the surprise, finally looking at Korra, conflict written all over her face. Korra raised a smug eyebrow, then inserted a second finger in, curling her fingers inside Asami who looked more and more on edge by the second. After barely a minute, Korra was confident enough that Asami  was about to finish, she winked at her.

And just like that, Asami lost.

Korra let her ride out her high, and she was actually enjoying the show. After Asami was done, Korra took her fingers out, and was happy to report that her fingers were absolutely soaked with Asami's wetness.

"You feel that, Sato?" She said smugly, rubbing them against Asami's torso, leaving a trail. "That's what winning feels like."

"What?" Asami said in disbelief, pushing Korra away and raising herself on her elbows. "I won! I made you cum soooo hard!"

"Nah, I won." Korra folded her arms, annoyed. "Have you heard yourself? You came way harder then I did."

Just as Asami opened her mouth to argue, the two heard a faint laugh in the distance, and they shared a panicked look. Practice must be over, and there was no way that they were about to explain their hate-fucking sequence to anyone, let alone the entire team.

The two separated as quickly as possible, Korra immediately tried pulling on as many articles of clothings as possible, while Asami went directly to the shower. They heard the door unlocking, and then their teammates entered the locker room, sweating and covered in mud.

"God, it smells in here," their teammate, Opal, complained.

"Asami farted." Korra blurted without Even thinking.

"What?!" Asami called from the other side of the room.

"I take it you two didn't work through yout differences, huh?" Another teamate said hopelessly.

"Me and this loser? Never." Asami waved her off.

Korra frowned. "The feeling's mutual, Sato." She turned her back to Asami at that.

Korra was taking her time getting ready on purpose, and she knew Asami was doing the same. She knew that from the way they would steal wordless glances of one another from across the room, occasionally meeting each other's eyes. Korra was re-tying her shoelaces for the fourth time, when their last team member finally left.

"I won." Korra said immediately, just to put it out there first.

"No, I totally did," Asami argued, "just admit you lost."

"No, you admit you lost." Korra insisted.

Asami groaned. "You know what? Fuck it, let's call it a tie."

"No way, we gotta have a loser and a winner." Korra shook her head no.

"Fine, then I guess we'll have to settle it another time." Asami said, annoyed.

Korra turned red as she understood the implication. "Fine by me." She said trying to sound confident and failing.

After that, the two just stared at each other in awkward silence, not knowing what to say. Then, Asami slapped her again.

"Hey!" Korra complained, placing a hand on her sore cheek. "What the hell?"

"Don't go thinking I like you or something." Asami warned. "I still hate your guts."

And with that, she turned around to leave.

"I hate you more, Sato!" Korra shouted after her, but there was no answer. She didn't even know if Asami heard her.

And with Asami gone, her brain finally caught up to the situation.

What the hell just happened?

  







2. I am not a bitch


    
    "You should just talk to her."

"What? No way," Asami closed her locker. "I don't even know if she likes girls."

"She's on the soccer team," Opal urged, "how straight can she be?" 

"You're straight." Asami mumbled in response.

"Don't define my sexuality." Opal answered, fake offended.

"Whatever," Asami answered discreetly, "there's no way I'm going over there to make a fool of myself, I'm terrible at flirting!"

"What? You're amazing at flirting!" Opal argued. "You get us free drinks all the time!"

"Yeah, I'm great at flirting with people I'm not actually intrested in." Asami half whispered. "You have no idea how awkward I can be."

"What's the worst that could happen?" Opal smiled at her. "Just talk to her!"

Asami hesitated, but her best friend gave her an encoraging nod and a thumbs up, and she decided that fuck it, she was right. All Asami needed to do was walk up to her and ask her out without saying anything stupid. Easy peasy lemon squeezy, right?

She took in a deep breath and walked over. She tried to keep a pocker face on, knowing that if she didn't, she'd probably blush super heard. But as she approached, Korra had just opened her locker, and Asami was absolutetly mortified.

She always had this quark where she couldn't stand things being messy or unclean. Not in the sense that it just annoyed her, but more like she couldn't do anything until she got it sorted out. Her father told her she was a perfectionist, like him. Her instincts told her to clean anything she saw that wasn't as tidy as she'd like. But, she learned from past mistakes that she couldn't just clean someone's locker, no matter how restless she felt.

Now, she had to keep a pocker face more then ever, because she was truly anxious and upset and she couldn't let Korra know.

Unfortunately for her, from all the nervousness and effort to keep herself together, she did not focus at all on keeping her mouth shut.

"How can you live in such a mess?"

Oops. She did not mean to say that.

Korra straightened her back, turning around to glare at Asami. Asami still kept her blank expression on, trying to think of how to fix this.

"Excuse me?" Korra sounded upset, and she folded her arms in a defensive position as she waited for Asami's explanation.

Okay, just... don't say anything stupid.

"I wasn't trying to be mean, I was just wondering. If my locker was that dirty, I'd probably puke on myself."

She could practically hear Opal's face palm from across the room. Dammit!

It sounded better in her mind. She just tried being funny. Not her greatest strength.

After a few minutes pause, Korra chuckled. "Well, Sato, some of us are uptight and jermophobic assholes," Asami stared at her in disbelief as Korra grinned at her like a maniac, "and some of us use all that wasted time to make sure that they are the best at what they do."

Asami couldn't keep it together anymore, she snapped. "Ohhhh I see," she angrily said, "so that's why you're the team captain and I'm not, right? Because I'm an 'uptight jermophobe'?"

It was a sensitive topic for Asami, because she knew as well as everyone that Korra was the better soccer player. No one admitted it, but she knew they thought that. But Asami trained hard to get to where she was, probably twice as hard as miss 'natural talent', and she got to be the team's captain because she was the responsible one out of the pair.

It must've been a sensitive subject for Korra too, because her cocky smile faded away as she slammed her locker shut and walked away without any snarky comeback. Maybe it was mean, but Korra's reaction was so disproportionate! What is up with that girl?

"Well the good news is," Opal approached her, "is that you can only go up from here."

Asami snorted, still upset as she walked away. "As if I'd ever want to be with someone this messy." She muttered under her breath.

After that, Korra was out to get her. Everytime she was around, which was a lot, Korra would send glares her way, and Asami reciprocated. And after the incident the two had at some galla, it seemed that Korra had turned every aspect of their lives into a competition, and they were starting to be known as mortal enemies around the entire university. They were fighting over grades, popularity, soccer...

And also... something else.

Asami hadn't told anyone about their hookup in the locker room, and neither did Korra. It wasn't like they actually slept together! Well, they did, but only to prove which one of them was better at... that. After they couldn't agree on a winner, they decided to conclude it another time, and then they couldn't decide again, and again, and again... she waited for Korra to give up, but she never did, and Asami was way too stubborn to let her win this. So, at some point, Asami just accepted it as a part of her routine. Wake up, go to the university, attend classes, fuck Korra, go back home. By now they now knew about all the best hiding spots to do the deed, all they had to do was not get caught walking over there

Other than this new arrangement the two had, nothing really changed in their dynamic. They still fought, loudly and publicly. They still glared at each other whenever they were in the same room, and they still teased each other in every chance they got. But now, they also had this shameful secret they shared.

Asami was sitting in the shitty coffee place on campus, writing her assignments on her laptop. She truly hated political science, and college was rough enough when she was sixteen so she really wasn't happy to attend again. But, her dad was right. It gave him a better chance to win the elections, and she wanted to be supportive of her family.

After a while, Opal sat before her. They hadn't scheduled to meet up, but Asami was happy to see her friend. They hadn't met in a while since Asami was kind of... busy after hours.

"Hey," Asami smiled at her, "what's up?" She asked, lowered her laptop's screen and taking a zip of her coffee.

"Don't 'what's up' me," Opal said, her lips stretched in a smirk, "Spill it. Who are you fucking?"

Asami, who had unfortunately just been in a middle of a sip, almost chocked. She coughed a bunch of times trying to clear her throat, her face turning red as Opal kept looking at her with a knowing grin, and it took her a moment before she could answer.

"Excuse me?" Her voice was hoarse from coughing.

"I know you're sleeping with someone, how dare you not tell me who!" Opal exclaimed, excited. "I'm your best friend, you have to tell me!"

"Um," Asami looked around nervously, seeing that literally everyone was looking at them now, "can you keep it down?" She whispered, blushing from embarrassment.

"Not until you tell me!" Opal argued.

"I'm..." she hesitated, "I'm not sleeping with anyone, why would you even think that?"

"Let's see..." Opal pretended to think. "You disappear for hours and don't answer your phone, you're exhausted in soccer practices, and you come in late for your night classes. Plus, I haven't seen you after hours in weeks! Are they at least a good screw?"

Yes. "I don't know what you're talking about," Asami insisted, "honest to god."

Opal seemed skeptical, but before she could even say anything, someone placed a hand on Asami's shoulder. And when she turned to face that person, she saw Korra, grinning.

"Hey Sato, what are you doing?" Korra peaked to see what was on Asami's laptop. "Are you studying right now? Nerd."

Asami rolled her eyes and moved her shoulder, making Korra stumble as she was leaning on it. "None of your business, Waters." She muttered, annoyed.

Korra ignored her. "Hey, Opie," she smiled at their teammate, "I need to swap a word with cap, do you mind?"

Opal shot Asami a suspicious look, but when she saw Asami was just as confused as her, she must've decided not to say anything. She just shrugged at Korra, then stood up to leave. Korra immediately took her seat, and placed her legs onto the seat just next to her. This mortified Asami, so she raised her laptop screen again and looked at it instead, unable to glance in Korra's direction when she sat like that.

"Are you seriously ignoring me?" Korra asked in disbelief. "Rude."

Asami didn't feel like explaining, just like she never felt like explaining it numerous times before, so she just shrugged. "You wanted to say something?"

There was a small pause, before she spotted Korra straightening  in her seat in the corner of her eye. A sigh of relief left her lips as she finally raised her gaze to look at Korra. The girl was closer then she expected, leaning on her elbows so that she was only a couple inches away from Asami. She raised her eyebrow, not really getting what was going on there.

"You weren't at our usual spot today," Korra half whispered. Asami blinked at her, confused. But when she saw the time, she immediately understood.

It wasn't that they scheduled sex actively, but since they held pretty much the same schedule they almost always had gotten to it at a certain time, in a certain place. Except today Asami had homework to catch up on, and she completely forgot about the time.

She shrugged. "I was just studying. Why? Were you worried about me?" She said in a teasing manner.

Korra snorted. "Not in a million years, Sato." She said, smirking. "I just wanted to see if you're willing to forfeit."

"No," Asami answered seriously, "are you?"

"Nah," Korra chuckled, "so I guess I'll be seeing you later on today, huh?"

"Guess so," Asami agreed, "anything else?"

"Yes," Korra leaned back in her chair, "I just wanted to remind you that I hate you, in case you forgot."

"How romantic," Asami teased, "I hate you more. Now, off you go."

She could've sworn she saw Korra smile to herself before she turned away, her hands in her pockets.

Immediately, Opal returned. Asami jumped from the surprise, she wasn't even aware that Opal stuck around and waited for them to finish. Had she heard anything?

"Girlie, you need to explain!" Opal demanded, slamming her hands on the table.

"Opal, you gave me a heart attack!" Asami hissed, angry.

"That's what you get from lying to my face!" Opal said, upset. "Since when are you and Korra on speaking terms?"

"We're not!" She didn't lie, technically they barely spoke. "She basically only came here to insult me and tell me she hates me," Asami said, doing her best not to sound bitter.

"Ugh, you guys are impossible." Opal complained. "You have to stop fighting and get together already, you'd make the best couple!"

"You just love the enemies to lovers trope, don't you?" Asami answered blankly, closing her laptop.

"That too," Opal chuckled in response.

"Don't hold your breath waiting," Asami rolled her eyes, "I'll see at practice Opie."

And with that, she left.


"Drinking all by yourself, beautiful?"

Asami rolled her eyes, recognizing Mako's teasing voice instantly. "What are you doing here, Mako?" She asked, turning to him.

"As always, Hiroshi invited me." He grinned.

Asami and Mako sort of had a thing when he was in high-school. They met when she gave their class a lecture. Hiroshi couldn't stand him back then, he never let them meet, never approved of their relationship, he just bluntly insulted Mako to his face whenever Asami brought him over. But after they broke up, Hiroshi did a total 360 and decided he now adored Mako for taking care of his brother and being so hardworking, he even funded college for him. Her father also decided that while he and Asami were no longer dating, they made a good headline and a 'handsome-looking' couple and attracted good press, so he sometimes invited Mako to random events, and this was such an occasion.

At first it was a bit weird, but at some point Asami was actually thankful for the company. That way, all the old man stirred clear of her way when Mako was around, and she actually had a friend in all that mess. She hoped it would be Korra when she firat saw her attending to the same events as her, but that was never going to happen.

"Well, it's good to see you," she smiled at him genuinely, "always is."

"Well, I love being here," he chuckled, "especially when prince Wu is attending an event..."

Asami rolled her eyes. "I haven't seen him, I'm not sure if he's here yet."

"Eh, whatever." He laughed, "he'll be here, he texted me. Can I get you something to drink?"

"Wine would be lovely, thanks," Asami beamed.

"Gotcha," he winked, heading away to the bar.

Asami finished her drink just then. Well, she had one sip left, but she never drank the last sip, so she started looking for someone with a tray she could place her glass on, when someone creeped out on her.

"So, Mako's your boyfriend now?"

Asami jumped around, breathing out in relief when it was just Korra. But, she wasn't her usual self. Usually, Korra would approach with her cocky ass grin, saying some snarky remark and making Asami want to punch her in the face. Today, however, she just looked at her suspiciously like she was trying to figure something out.

"Well?" She pressed after a few seconds.

Asami blinked, confused. "Huh?" She asked.

"Mako, is he your boyfriend?" She asked, folding her arms.

"Mako?" Asami couldn't help but smile. "Why? Are you jealous?"

"Me? Pffft, no." Korra denied. "But you should stir clear of that boy, he's bad news."

"What do you care?" Asami asked.

"I don't," Korra answered simply.

"So leave me be." Asami mumbled, irritated.

But before Asami could turn to leave, Korra grabbed her by the wrist. Asami turned to her with a questioning look. What now?

"Wanna get out of here?" Korra said discreetly, raising a suggestive eyebrow.

"What, now?" Asami blushed a little. They never actually slept together outside the university, where was it coming from?

"Yeah, unless you're not too busy sucking Mako off," Korra rolled her eyes.

Asami made a gagging sound. "I'm not dating Mako, ew. He literally cheated on me when we were in high-school then after leaving me cheated on the other girl with me." She ranted. "So, not really boyfriend material."

Korra just stared at her, dumbstruck. Asami had to think back to what she just told Korra, to realize what was going on exactly.

"Oh." She mumbled, embarrassed. "You're that Korra."

"And you are that Asami," Korra said in response, sort of hazey.

"Is that why you hate me?" Asami splurged before she could stop herself, then immediately covered her mouth with her hand.

"What?" Korra blinked at her.

"Nothing. " She quickly said, turning around. "My apartment is two blocks away, wait for me outside?"

Immediately, Korra's confused expression turned into a cocky grin and she finger gunned Asami before happily heading out, grabbing a glass of champagne on the way and chugging it down in mere seconds. Asami rolled her eyes, why did she even agree to this?

"Hello again," Mako's voice came, and Asami jumped around, "woah, you good?"

"I'm fine," Asami mumbled. Shit! How was she going to ditch him now?"

"Your wine, m'lady," he joked, handing her the glass, "sorry it took me so long."

"It really didn't," Asami said apologetically, "I- I actually have to go..."

"Go? Go where?" Mako asked, confused.

"It's a... long story," Asami excused, "but I gotta..."

Then her eyes fell on something that made her sick to her stomach. Right at the corner of the table was a stack of different colored napkins, and to Asami's horror, all the colors had been mixed together unevenly in the pile. She tried to ignore it, knowing Korra was waiting for her outside, but it made her feel anxious and uneasy. She couldn't help it, she had to sort it.

Without another glance in Mako's way, she headed to the pile and started to orgenize it in different piles according to color. She was so focused on the task at hand that she just barely heard  Mako making a comment obout her organizing napkins when she has to leave, then mumble something about prince Wu and walking away. She didn't know how long it had been when she was done, but something told her that Korra had been waiting outside for a while. So, she quickly grabbed her purse and rushed outside, trying to ignore the people that had tried greeting her and apologizing polietly. Finally, shw made it outside, heaving.

Korra looked at her, raising an eyebrow while holding her phone up.

"Hey, I'll call you back, kay?" Korra mumbled to whoever was on the other line, than hang up. "I thought you were ditching me."

"Sorry," Asami smiled apologetically, "it was an emergency."

It truly was, if she hadn't sorted it by the correct colors, she wouldn't be able to stop thinking about it for years.

"If you say so," Korra shrugged.

"Who were you talking to?" Asami asked, curious.

Suddenly, it seemed almost like Korra couldn't look at Asami in the eyes, and she just looked away with pressed lips.

"I thought you were ditching me," Korra had repeated, not providing any further explanation.

Oh.

"I shouldn't have asked," Asami mumbled, "my apartment is that way, if you still plan on joining me." She said, starting to walk over there quietly.

She sensed Korra following her, but she barely cared. She knew Korra and her weren't exclusive, or even a thing. Heck, they weren't even friends with benefits, because that would indicate that they were friends when they absolutelyweren't. Still, Asami couldn't shake the feeling of betrayal that washed over her, even if she hid it pretty well.

It pissed her off, because it meant that even after all of this, after the way Korra treated her and how irritating Asami had found her to be, Asami still liked her. This whole... thing of theirs... she was setting herself up for a heartbreak, and she was in too deep to stop now.
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    Recently, Asami had opened a new competition between the two of them. The problem was, that Korra was loosing, so much so that she wasn't even sure if Asami knew about the competition. Maybe she hadn't meant to start it at all, Korra had no idea, and it annoyed the shit out of her.

The competition was over jealousy. Who can make the other more jealous. And even when Korra had tried making Asami jealous, she just didnt seem to give a shit. Korra, however, couldn't help but get overly possessive if she saw someone even mildly attractive talking to Asami.

It all started at another galla. Korra had thought of creative insults to throw at Asami all week, and was actually pretty excited about using those, but what she didn't expect was to see Asami talking to her ex boyfriend, and the asshole called her 'beautiful' then went to get her a drink?! Unacceptable.

Korra hadn't thought of it beforehand, but Asami actually dating someone was a completly possible scenario, and the idea boiled her blood. Her instincts kicked in, and she made advances. Advances, that had led her to standing outside, waiting for Asami for over 20 minutes while talking to Kuvira on the phone. All because of her pride and absolutely nothing else. Got that? Nothing.

"I don't get it, a girl ditched you, what's the big deal?" Kuvira said tiredly, "with your ugly face chicks probably ditch you all the time."

"Shut it Kuv," Korra rolled her eyes, "the big deal is that she's ditching me to talk to Mako."

"So, what? Are you intrested in her?"

"No!" Korra half shouted, red with anger and embarrassment.

"Well, if you are, just tell him to back off. He's one of your best friends." Kuvira ignored her answer completely.

"Well, I can't do that." Korra hissed.

"Why?"

Thankfully, Korra didn't have to answer, because next thing she knew Asami had bolted out of the venue as if someone was chasing her. Korra raised an eyebrow at her, instantly relieved that Asami wasn't blowing her off to be with Mak-hoe. She blew Kuvira off distractedly and hang up. "I thought you were ditching me."

"Sorry," Asami shot her a smile, "it was an emergency." She excused.

Right. "If you say so."

"Who were you talking to?"

And in that moment, Korra saw her chance. She had just gotten super jealous over Asami, and she was not gonna go through that alone. She was going to make Asami feel just like she did.

She wasn't the great actress, so she avoided Asami's eyes so that she wouldn't be caught in her lie."I thought you were ditching me," she repeated herself, hoping Asami would catch the hidden meaning behinf the statement.

Annoyingly, Asami didn't seem phased. "I shouldn't have asked," she simply answered. Korra could never read her expression, she just always looked like she doesn't care.

The next day, Korra was extremely cranky. Maybe it was just the lack of sleep, or maybe last night still pissed her off. Granted, her frustrations did translate themselves into amazing sex, but she was still annoyed by Asami's complete indifference to Korra possibly sleeping with other people. She wasn't, but still. And she was even more annoyed that she cared if Asami slept with others. It freaked her out at first, but she was a possessive person, and she knew biologically people tend to get attached after having sex with someone, so she figured that was it.

She walked around the hallway, annoyed. She didn't reply to anyone greeting her, she didn't even stop to wave, she just walked over to her next class, already fantasizing about the nap she'd take after hours.

Then she saw Mako, and her current cool just broke. She just grabbed him by his shirt and pulled him into an empty classroom, then pushed him to the ground.

"Korra, what the hell?!" He exclaimed, his weird ass looking eyebrows knitting together.

"You left me for Asami freaking Sato? How could you!" She was fuming with rage, she wanted to punch out his teeth, maybe then Asami wouldn't want him. Not that she cared.

He gaped at her, standing up. "Are you serious?" He asked in disbelief. "That was five years ago! We already worked through that!"

"Through you cheating on me with my mortal enemy?" Korra answered, unimpressed. "Why didn't you tell me?"

"First of all, I did tell you, I thought you knew!" Mako argued. "It's not my fault if you were too thick to connect the dots."

"She didn't connect the dots either." Korra grumbled unhappily.

"Second of all," Mako ignored her muttering, "she wasn't your mortal enemy at the time, you two didn't even know each other!"

"But we do now!" Korra exclaimed.

"So?" He asked, annoyed.

"So you can't keep sleeping with her!" Korra snapped at him, leaving him gaping at her once again. "Oh don't look so surprised. I know you're sleeping with someone and its the only explanation as to why you never told me who!"

"With someone, not her!" Mako called out.

"Oh come one, why else would you be so secretive about it?" Korra rolled her eyes.

"I'm not sleeping with your girlfriend, m'kay? Calm down." Mako ignored her question, folding his arms.

Korra's cheeks burned. "She's not my girlfriend!" Korra angerly said.

"Right, which is why you're throwing this fit. Because she is not your girlfriend." He teased her. "I'm outta here."

And he just left, and that annoyed Korra so much. She just turned even more cranky.

"Stupid Mako..." she mumbled, leaving the classroom and heading to her lecture, which she was already late to, thanks to Mako.


When the lecture was over, Korra was so ready to leave. She was so fucking tired, and living in the dorms had its perks. One was that she could basically just leave and go to sleep, since it was so freaking close. Since she was so exhausted, it took her a while to gather her things, and by then everyone had already left. Just as she came put of the room, she heard laughter, Asami's laughter more specifically. She turned to locate the source of the sound, and her jaw dropped when she saw Kuvira with her damn smirk. Was she...? Asshole!

"Kuv!" She called out, doing her best to not sound angry. "Come on, let's go!"

Kuv didn't look annoyed with her, she just waved goodbye to Asami - did she just wink at her?!

Annoyingly, she did. But even more annoyingly, Asami blushed and covered her face with the books she was holding before walking away. Did Asami have a thing for Kuvira? What the hell did she bring to the table? She wasn't as charming or handsome as Korra. Plus, Kuvira had a girlfriend already!

"What the hell, man?" Korra hissed at Kuvira when the two were a safe distance away.

"You are so busted." She smirked at Korra, handing Korra her phone.

She took it with a questioning look, but almost dropped it when she saw the content. It was an article, about Asami and Mako, containing a picture of the two of them from last night, talking. It was just paparazzi, and though she was annoyed at seeing the two of them together, she didn't get what Kuvira wanted with her.

"Did you say a girl ditched you for Mako last night, right?" Kuv said with a winning smile. "I wonder who it was..."


  Oh... shit.


Korra quickly pulled Kuvira aside, who was laughing like a maniac at her red face. She dragged her away, somewhere where nobody could hear them, knowing she was busted.

"So." Korra started, embarrassed.

"So," Kuvira repeated her, "you like Asami."

"Ew. I don't." Korra answered sternly, still blushing. "I barely stand her. This is just..."

"Just what?" Kuvira asked with a winning grin.

"Just sex." Korra said, slightly embarrassed.

Kuvira's jaw just dropped. "Wait, what?"

Korra's eyes widened. "I thought you figured it out!" She exclaimed, freaking out.

"That you hit on her, not that the two of you are already sleeping together!" Kuvira burst out laughing. "I can't believe it, this is golden!"

"Shut up. It's not really about sex, it's like a competition." Korra excused, more to herself than anyone.

"Oh please indulge me, how is sex a competition?" Kuvira asked, heaving from laughter.

"It's like... who can make the other..." the blush had spread to her ears. Jesus, this was not an easy conversation to have. "Cum... harder."

"You're shitting me!" Kuvira exclaimed, both shocked and delighted. "What a fucking excuse."

"It's not an excuse," Korra protested.

"Seriously? You two obviously have the hots for each other and just use your competitive nature as an excuse to fuck." Kuvira chuckled. "Smoke was practically coming out of your ears when I hit on Asami!"

"You have a girlfriend!" Korra exclaimed.

"Polyamoury, bitch." Kuvira smirked.

"Whatever." Korra rolled her eyes. "I don't like Asami, I can barely stand her. We're just... enemies with benefits?"

"That's not a thing." Kuvira said, bemused.

"Well it is, because that's what we are." Korra said decisively. "Aaaaand you can't tell anyone. Otherwise I'll send Su the excessive list of kinks you mentioned to me."

Kuvira's eyes widened. "You wouldn't dare." She said in disbelief.

"Are you willing to bet on it?" Korra asked with a winning smirk. "I'll see you later." She winked and left the room, not even waiting for a response.

As she did, she immidiatly ran into someone, knocking off all of their books. She didn't even think much of it, she bent down and started collecting the notebooks from the floor.

It was only as she stood up to hand the books over with an apologetic smile, saying, "sorry about that," that she realized who exactly it was.

"Oh, um... thanks," Asami looked stunned. Korra had to admit that right now, when Asami wasn't wearing the same hostile expression she always had around Korra, now that she was confused and bashful, and now that her cheeks were slightly pink, Asami was adorable, and it actually made Korra's heart skip a bit. Asami almost looked sweet, it was surreal.

Come to your senses! "Eh, whatever, just don't tell anyone." She tried sounding bored, but truly it just came out playful, especially since she couldn't stop smiling.

And to her surprise, Asami giggled in response, and it made her smile widened unwillingly. "Oh, don't worry, I will never reveal your secret."

Korra raised an eyebrow at Asami. "Promise?" She then said, pulling out her pinky.

"I promise." Asami took it with a grin.

It was then that the two sort of snapped back to reality, and they just stared at each other, not knowing what to make of the almost normal interaction they just had. She had heard from others that up close Asami was actually a really nice person, but she never believed them until now because she quite simply couldn't picture Asami being nice to anyone.

It was sort of the same to Asami, logically she knew Korra was a very caring person since she was friends with the entire campus, but she had never seen Korra being nice to her. It was... sweet.

She let go of Korra's hand and started sorting her book nervously, while Korra cleared her throat. Asami had no idea if Korra was anout to say something, and she was also contemplating speaking. She blushed, hard, and since she wasn't prepared for this exchange she wasn't ready to block it. Korra stayed silent, but she didn't walk away either. Asami saw her chance, and with her heart beating faster then ever, she decided she'd make a move.

"Hey," Asami broke the silence, "do you wanna..?"

Next thing she knew, her back was pressed against a wall in an empty room. Her clothes had already been off, and her naked legs had been wrapped around Korra's waist. Korra's hands were on her ass, and she was kissing her fiercely. Her own hands were wrapped around Korra's neck as she kissed back, already heaving.

Not exactly what she had in mind, but Asami was okay with that outcome.

She had already gotten Korra off, but there was something different this time around. Korra didn't tease her, or insult her or anything like that. In fact, she encouraged Asami to keep going, something that was compeltely new to Asami. Korra had never acted like this, and it was such a turn on.

Now, Asami found herself grinding her against Korra's chiseled abdominal in a desperate search of relief. Korra seemed to like that, by the way her hands pressed Asami's groin against herself.

"Okay, you cannot do all the work yourself," Korra laughed, stilling Asami's hips, "what's my use then?"

"I find you to be pretty useful right about now." Asami answered, out of breath.

"What? You like my abs?" Korra smirked.

Duh. "In your dreams, maybe." Asami winked.

"Then your gonna like my fingers even more." Korra whispered seductively in her ear.

Before she knew it, she was laid against a table with Korra on top of her, smirking. Not even a second had passed, and Korra's thumb found her clit. She had to bite her fist as to not moan loudly, because she was so turned on that even the slightest touch could push her over the edge. She held on though, knowing that there was no way in hell she'd let herself come this fast around Korra, even if she started to feel more comfortable around her.

"That good huh?" Korra continued talking to her flirtiously. "I guess I won't have to work all that hard today."

"Shut up." Asami said, her voice still muffled by her fist as her eyes closed in concentration, feeling the pleasure build up in her lower stomach.

"What if I don't want to?" Korra teased, gradually moving faster. Asami had to curse behind her breath.

"Do I have to slap you again?" She threatened.

Korra chuckled. "Maybe." She winked.

Asami started moving her hips against Korra's fingers, that were drawing frantic circles around her clit. Her breath became more heavy, and beads of sweat started forming on her forhead from the physical effort. No wonder she was exhausted in practices, she did plenty of cardio as is.

"Oh God." She mumbled. She had no idea when her fist had left her mouth, but now Korra could clearly hear her  and she looked at Asami with that stupid, lopsided grin of hers, which did not help Asami's situation at all.

"Come onnnn you can do this," Korra winked, "I believe in you."

"Ugh, so annoying." Asami mumbled, but she could feel her legs starting to shake from effort, as she felt like the pressure was mere seconds away from bursting.

Just then, Korra leaned in. For a second,  Asami thought she was about to kiss her, but instead, Korra pressed a kisses on her neck, before capturing it with her teeth and starting to suck.

The action made a series of gasps and moans to leave Asami's mouth, and soon enough she couldn't hold on. With the stroke of Korra's fingers, and her mouth leaving marks on her neck, she came, and she came hard. She released a load moan and her head was thrown back as wave after wave of pleasure crashed on her, leaving her breathless. Her pelvis rose to meet Korra's excited moments, before she collapsed against the table, heaving.

"Thanks, now I have to wear only turtlenecks for a week." Asami said sarcastically, taking in a deep breath.

She didnt know what she expected. Laughter, maybe. Korra replying with some anarky remarks more probably, but she was met with absolute silence. Korra, barely seconds after making Asami cum hard, had just gotten up, and Asami sat down on the table with a questioning look, staring at her in confusion.

Asami watched as Korra started to put her clothes back on, and did the same as soon as she was able to catch her breath. She sensed Korra was watching her as well, but she didn't mind that at all. She hoped Korra did neither.

"So," Korra started, catching Asami off guard, as the had never actually spoke after sex, other than a few 'I hate you's and arguing over who did what better. She was baffled, what was Korra trying to do?

"So?" Asami repeated, both confused and optimistic, because maybe that was the start of a positive change in their relationship. Maybe Korra was starting to view her as something more than... whatever this is.

Korra put her shirt back on. "I... have to ask. Do you have a thing for Kuvira?"

Immediately, that put a damper on Asami's mood. She completly forgot about her exchange with Kuvira earlier. So, that was what this whole thing was about? She should have figured, why else would Korra act the way she did? And dear God did it hurt. It felt like... rejection, because Korra didn't care for Asami, she didn't start to change her mind about her, she just didn't want Asami dating her best friend, and there wasn't more to it.

Short answer was no, she didn't have a thing for Kuvira. The longer answer would be that while she enjoyed getting attention from other girls, she was still holding onto someone else. Wonder who it was.

She was so stupid.

Instead of saying any of that, she replied with a bitter mutter. "I hadn't really thought about it." She answered Korra, gathering the last of her things to leave, having a hard time looking at the other girl.

"Well, you shouldn't date her, if you had that in mind." Korra continued, oblivious to Asami's hurt, or perhaps she just didn't care.

"Oh yeah? Why?" Asami asked, expressionless.

"Because she's just using you to annoy me, she's not actually intrested," Korra told her with folded arms.

Asami laughed bitterly. "Right. Because how could anyone be actually intrested in me, unless it has something to do with you?"

Korra blinked. "That's not what I said." She defended herself.

"But that's what you meant." Asami replied. "First Mako, now Kuvira... how so very convenient that everyone who shows even the slightest intrest in me is just a dick. I bet Tahno is going to hit on next."

"Hey." Korra said. "It's not like that. I'm just warning you, that's all."

"Yeah? And why is that?" Asami asked, now finally meeting Korra's gaze, glaring. "Because we both know you don't care."

"I don't." Korra immediately affirmed, so quickly that it was like a knee jerk reaction.

She knew Korra would say that, still, she wasn't prepared for it. She felt as if Korra punched her in the face saying that, and she was so hurt and angry that she wanted to punch Korra back.

"You know what, Korra?" She said, no longer glaring, just keeping herself composed and unreadable. She had gotten pretty good in that over the years, and she was especially good at it whenever it had something to do with Korra. "I know I can be a dick, and I know I've been a dick to you. I'm sorry, okay? But this doesn't mean you get to lecture me-"

"I wasn't-"

"Let me finish." Asami sternly said. "This doesn't mean you get to lecture me about my life. It doesn't give you the right to tell me who I can and cannot date. In fact, you have absolutely no control over my love life, unless you're planning to ask me out, and unless I agree. So, what will it be?"

Korra just stared at her, dumbfounded. Asami didn't know what was it that left her at such a loss for words but she assumed the whole 'ask me out' part did the trick. On any normal day, she would never say that, but today she was so furious she didn't even care what came out of her mouth. She could regret this later, but it needed to be said.

"That's what I thought." Asami said sternly after a few moments of silence. "See you at practice, Waters."

And with that, she left, hurt and enraged. She was absolutely furious with the world, with Korra and with herself, that even for a moment she was hopefull that her relationship with Korra was ever going to turn into something more than just enemies who casually sleep with one another. She was upset, because she had no one to blame for this situation but herself, as much as she wanted to blame Korra, and she was sad, because there was no fixing that.

No fixing how fucked up their relationship was.

  







4. Regression


    
    Asami really wanted a toast. Like, she really wanted a fucking toast. She didn't know why she craved one so badly, but whatever.

She was on a week long vacation in her dad's house, and though part of the staff was still there, she didnt want to bother them with her craving on the holidays. So, she went to the kitchen herself and turned on the press toaster, and started spreading ketchup on a peice of bread, topping that off with cheese. When she was done, she placed her hand on the toaster to see if it had warmed up enough, and on reflex pulled I back when she discovered it was already burning hot. But then she became anxious, because she had only touched the up side of the toaster and not the under side, making it uneven.

She wanted to leave the thought alone, but the thought bugged her and made her anxiously tap her fingers against her thigh. Eventually, she gave in, and used her other hand to touch the under side of the toaster to make it even. Unfortunately, her palm lingered there for too much, and Asami pulled her hand back with a yelp of pain as it burned her skin. Then, she turned to wash her injury in the sink, feeling like such a fucking idiot.

Suddenly, her father barged in, fuming. This was very unlike him, as he was a well composed person and didn't really feel the need to vent to Asami all that much. But not this time. He must've asked the servant for her location, because suddenly the kitchen's door slammed open, making Asami jump from the surprise, and Hiroshi walked in.

"You will not believe who I ran into on my walk today!" He exclaimed, absolutely furious.

Her initial instincts were to joke and say 'The guy that killed mom?' Because he truly looked angry enough to make Asami believe that her father ran into that asshole. But, since her father didn't share her dark sense of humor, she just asked "Who?" As she turned off the water stream and shook her hand dry, ignoring the slight pain.

"Waters." He hissed, much to Asami's surprise. "They moved in next door!"

"What?!" Asami said, both angry and terrified. "Why would they even do that?!"

"I don't know! Are they following us or something?" He opened the blinds and looked through the window, and Asami joined him and now saw Korra carrying boxes, and felt completely and utterly annoyed. This is so like her. "That mess of a family now lives right next to us! What a fricking nightmare."

Asami felt pretty much the same towards Korra. It was a good thing that she had her own place, so all she needed to do was avoid Korra as much as she could over the next week, before she could get back to her apartment that was far, far away from Korra.

"Same uni, same major, same class same soccer team and now this?" Asami mumbled bitterly, "she has got to be stalking me. I cannot believe my luck is that bad."

"Trust me, I feel exactly the same," Hiroshi muttered, "that guy is quite literally the worst. I can't stand his stupid face."

Just then, Korra had turned their way and spotted Asami through the window. Asami and her father jumped out of sight, but just before she did she saw Korra maliciously grinning. Dammit! She was spotted. She would never hear the end of it.

Asami half expected something in their dynamic to change after their sort of fight. They fought before, but this was different, because Asami Apologized. It was the first time she acknowledged out loud that she had treated Korra unfairly, but nothing had changed except now Korra wasn't mentioning anything whenever someone hit on Asami, she just glared occasionally. But they still fought, they still slept together... it was pretty much the same, nothing had changed.

Korra was still itching to mess with her at every possible chance she got. Pun not intended. So Asami knew that she had not heard the last of Korra for this week, and that this was gonna be a long ass vacation...

_________

Korra stood outside their mansion with a ladder, hoping no policeman or security guard or whatever were around to catch her. She kind of... spied on Asami throught the day, but not in a creepy way! She just wanted to see what room she was in and when she was alone so that she could mess with her. Thanks to that, now she knew that her dear neighbor was in the right room on the second floor, and her ladder was just tall enough for her to climb in. The lights were on, even though it was two AM, meaning Asami was home and awake, and her parents were probably asleep. Perfect for her to proceed with the operation.

What were the chances that her parents would move just across from the Sato? Not that low, considering how all of the important personas were pretty much living in the same neighborhood, so she assumed the Sato's mansion would be somewhere near, but she didnt expect for it to be quite literally next fron her parent's new home. She wasn't complaining, because even though she hated Asami she loved messing with her, so it just assured that every holiday from now on would be a hundred times more interesting, and more... fun.

Whatever, I like sex, Korra thought to herself, sue me.

She slowly placed the ladder against the wall, securing it before starting to climb. She did her best to be quite as to not be caught, because she knew that if Asami's father caught her they were both as good as dead.

Recently, Korra had found herself waiting to spend time with Asami. She found that annoying her rival was one of her specialties, and she enjoyed it quite a lot. She truly liked being Asami's nemesis, she loved trying to one up her and Asami doing the same, and with each prank she pulled on Asami she started planning the next one.

Which led to her now, reaching Asami's window in the middle of the night like a teenage boy sneaking in, and grinning widely as she watched Asami listen to music and mop the floor. Man, what a weirdo.

Korra knocked on the glass, and Asami almost slipped and fell when her eyes landed on Korra. She looked horrified, and she said something that Korra couldn't make out beyond the window.

'What?' She mouthed, confused. Asami just rolled her eyes and opened te window, unimpressed.

"You left marks on my window." She said, annoyed. "I just cleaned it."

"Ummm, it's not my fault you got up at two AM to clean, weirdo." Korra laughed. "What's wrong with you?"

"With me? You're the one breaking and entering!" Asami shot back.

"No I'm not, I'm just here to greet my new neighbors." Korra looked at her with a crooked grin, then whipped out of her pocket a half eaten cookie she had found in her bag earlier, and of course she absolutely had to bring it with her. "I even brought you a cookie, you want it? I promise it's only a week old."

Asami looked at her, like she was about to barf, so Korra continued. "Wait, no... two weeks old. Okay, three weeks, tops!" She said, excited, handing Asami the cookie.

Asami just stared at her in disbelief, and whenever Korra inched her cookie towards her, Asami inched backwards, looking more and more nauseated. So Korra did the only thing she could think of, and took a big bite out of the cookie.

"You didn't." Asami stared at her, her face practically green and her hand covering her mouth in shock and disgust.

"It's relatively fresh." Korra said with a full mouth and a toothy grin.

"I hope you didn't come here to hook up, because I am not kissing that." Asami said, gesturing towards her face.

Oh man. "Whatever. Can I come in?" She asked, climbing onto the windowsill excitingly, sitting on it like a fucking frog.

"Absolutely not. I told you, I just cleaned, and your shoes are probably all dirty." Asami folded her arms with clenched eyebrows. "Just go home."

"But I came all this way! I'll take off my shoes." Korra assured.

"And where are you planning to put them?" Asami asked.

Korra just grinned at her again, took off her shoes and threw them off the windowsill. Once again, she left Asami looking horrified. "What?" She shrugged. "I'll get those later, they're not going anywhere."

"Y'know, for someone who claims to hate me, you sure are eager to spend time with me." Asami pointed out with a questioning look.

"What fun is it to hate you if I can't annoy you in person?" Korra laughed. "Can I come in or nah?"

"You are an enigma, Waters." Asami sighed and shook her head, before moving to the side and letting her in.

Korra smirk in satisfaction and jumped in, looking around and studying what she assumed was Asami's childhood bedroom, but she was genuienly surprised at what she saw. She expected something fancier from princess Sato, maybe a whole story to herself, or a hottub right in the middle of the room, or like... golden furniture or something. But it was just a regular room. In fact, Korra's bedroom in her parent's house was more equipped than this one, and they literally just moved that morning! There were no pictures, no toys, pretty much nothing that indicated that an actual human being once lived there, other than the giant bi flag on the wall. There was a study table, a bed, a closet and that's it, not to mention that the entire closet was color coded. It seemed almost as if a robot lived there. Now that she was thinking about it, Asami's apartment looked pretty much the same, but at the time she was too... distracted to actually care.

"Question," Korra chuckled, "what happens if I take this," she pulled out one of Asami's red shirts from the closet, watching the color drain out of Asami's face, "and place it here?" She then put it in the purple section.

Asami pushed her to the side and placed the cloth in the right spot again. "You die." She said sternly.

Korra couldn't help but laugh. "Oh man, you really are just a freak, aren't you?"

"And you really are just mean, aren't you?" Asami grumbled unhappily.

Korra's smile dropped for a quick second at that, since she was feeling shaken at Asami's words. Usually she didn't mind Asami's insults, but this one felt so... genuine, and it sparked a feeling of guilt in Korra.

She apologized. You're being a dick. She had thought to herself, but shooed away the thought before she could dive into it.

"Sometimes," she simply answered, her smile returning full force. "So, if we're not gonna hook up, wanna show me around?"

"I can show you to the front door," Asami suggested eagrly.

"I wanna see your childhood home! That way I can make notes to prevent my child from ever turning out like you." Korra said, chuckling at her own joke.

"Front. door." Asami glared.

"Nooooo! What if I promise to shut up?" Korra tried to reason with her.

"Well, then I would quietly escort you to the..." Asami stretched out the last word, smirking. "Front door."

"You're no fun Sato." Korra pouted.

"That's not what you said last night." Asami winked at her.

Korra's jaw just dropped as Asami chuckled and made her way to the window, removing the print Korra had left on the glass. Korra just blushed in the meanwhile, bashful.

Technically, Asami wasn't wrong.

"Okay, but seriously, I can't show you around because if my dad wakes up and sees you we are both dead." Asami said in all seriousness. "So the max I can do is show you to the front door, and quite frankly I'd rather you just leave the way you got here."

"Alrighty, then lead the way to the front door," Korra agreed, completly disregarding Asami's last statement. She wasn't giving up on seeing the place that easily, and she had a plan.

Asami sighed and nodded, opening the door to her room and quietly walking out. The mansion in it of itself was more like Korra had expected Asami's room to be, it looked like a fricking palace. The whole place was decorated with expensive looking furnitures, vases and family pictures, and just like Asami's room, it was spotless. Maybe Hiroshi Sato was a robot too. Wouldn't surprise her, that's pretty much how her dad described him to be.

This had also brought up an interesting question to Korra's mind: where was Asami's mother? She was pretty much in every picture (though, it was hard to differentiate Asami from her mother because they looked the fucking same) and Korra had never seen her around or heard Asami talk about her. But she probably just missed her or she just mistook her for Asami or something.

There were also many baby pictures of Asami, and it was hilarious because she looked exactly the same. If someone gave her a picture of baby Asami and asked her how'd she look grown up, she would describe present Asami exactly. It was funny, because Korra as a baby in her opinion looked nothing like herself.

"And here we are." Asami mumbled quietly when the two reached the front door. "I wanna say that I'll see you after the holiday, but something tells me that I'll catch you breaking into my house before that."

Korra looked at her with a crooked grin. "Maaaaaybe."

Asami sighed. "Alright then, see ya around."

"Oh, I am not done with you yet." Korra winked, and just a moment before Asami turned around to her Korra sprinted away, giggling to herself as she heard Asami gasp.

She knew Asami would catch up to her in no time, Asami was one of the fastest players on her team, so she tried to make the most of it. She kept looking back, chuckling to herself as she looked at Asami chasing her, and it resulted in her not watching her steps, and she almost fell at some point into a pool.

Hold up, Asami had a POOL? And it was huge, too!

"Holy shit!" Korra exclaimed, excited. "How come you never told me you have a fricking pool? I love swimming!"

"Because we're not on speaking terms, why would I tell you? How would it ever come up?" Asami said in disbelief as she caught up to her, folding her arms. "Can you please just leave now?"

Korra turned to her with a smirk. "Just tell me this- how many times have you gone skinny dipping in here?"

Asami's jaw dropped, her entire face transforming into a tomato in a matter of seconds, it was fucking adorable."W-what?" She stuttered. "Never!"

"You're shitting me!" Korra was absolutely shocked. "But the fact that it's in your house makes skinny dipping so much easier!" She almost shouted.

"Yeah, well, I guess I just never wanted to go skinny dipping? Plus what if my dad walks in?" She defended herself.

"Wait, you mean to tell me you've never gone skinny dipping anywhere?" Korra gasped. "We have to fix that!"

"What are you talking about?" Asami blinked at her, confused.

But instead of answering, Korra just grinned and pushed her into the pool, Asami yelping as she fell down with a splash, and Korra couldn't help but giggle as Asami stood up and turned to her, furious.

"What the hell!" She snapped.

"Take off your clothes!" Korra encouraged.

"Absolutely not!" Asami said, cheeks red from embarrassment.

"Fiiiine, we'll just be swimming then, lamo." Korra faked disappointment, but then started running into the pool herself. "Canon Ball!" She called loudly and landed in the water. Just as she did, she swam over to Asami and attempted to drown her, but it went horribly because in the end of their squabble she ended up under the water. And when she rose to the surface she saw that Asami couldn't stop laughing, and then she couldn't stop laughing, and it felt... nice.

But it also freaked her out soooo much.

When she got back home, completly soaked from their pool hangout, she realized what was going on.

Unintentionally, she was starting to warm up to Asami, her worst enemy, and even started enjoying her company. What had she done? She can't... befriend her, she hated her! This couldn't be happening... besides, what if it was a trick? What if Asami was trying to get her to like her, just to embarras her publicly? And what would her dad say? He'd hate that!

In a moment of panic, Korra had made a decision. She would prove every single person that had told her she had something for Asami wrong, and gain back control of the situation. She didn't like Asami at all, and she could prove it. She would prove it.

The game was fricking on.

_______

She had made arrangements, and she couldn't wait for her plan to come into action.

She had bought everything that was necessary, and she kept it until the end of practice. She kept eying Asami and smiling, thinking of her prank, but whenever Asami caught her she'd just smile back, which made her feel... odd. But she was going through with this, this was gonna be epiccccc.

Practice went well, it was pretty much the same as always. She and Asami competed over control, just more subtly ever since Coach Beifong locked them in the locker room together. But today Asami played much better than Korra did, because Korra was too distracted, thinking about her upcoming prank.

Then, finally, the sound of the whistle reached Korra's ears.

"Okay job everyone, you didn't suck completely today." Beifong said, and while it may ne seen harsh from her it was actually a huge compliment. "Especially you, Sato."

"Thanks coach!" Asami beamed. Smiling at some people who came to congratulate her. But not Korra, in fact, she couldn't even look at her, because she knew that her big perfect smile would make her give up on everything she had planned.

Soon enough, they all scattered and only Opal stayed. Korra was slightly suspicious at Opal, because Asami and her hang out quite literally all the time and she was pretty sure Opal wasn't straight, just from the general vibe, and she was also pretty sure Opal had some feelings for Asami. But she wasn't jealous! She didn't care, she was simply observing. That's it.

Now, it was time for her plan to spring onto action. She ran to her locker quickly and grabbed the balloon she had prepared in advance, carrying it back outside. Thankfully, Asami was still out there talking to Opal, and she could proceed. She sneaked over to the ball launcher, usually used by the goal kipper, and loaded it with the balloon. Then, she aimed the machine at her targer, and leaned on it with a smirk.

"Hey, Sato!" She called, making Asami turn to her with a questioning look. "Do you like the surprise I planned for you?"

"What surprise?" Asami called back, eyebrows clenched together in confusion.

Korra grin widened, and launched it in the air. Withing seconds the balloon had hit Asami and she was drenched in paint. It was in her hair, clothes, everywhere. And the shocked expression on her face had Korra rolling.

"Oh, man!" Korra started making her way towards Asami, holding her stomach from laughter. "You should've seen your face, it was priceless!"

But Asami didn't say anything in return, and she didn't look at Korra either. At first, she just stared into space for a few good seconds, then stared at her color-drenched hands, and as Korra stepped closer and closer, she stopped laughing, because she noticed Asami's hands were shaking.

"O-oh shit. H-holy shit." Asami said, and her breathing didn't sound normal, it sounded more like she was hyperventilating. "H-how... w-why..." she stammered, at a lose of words. "What did you do?!" She then screamed at Korra, and it really startled her because no matter how bad their fights had gotten, and they had gotten bad numerous times before, Asami had never been this harsh. Something was way off, this wasn't normal.

Now Korra was really starting to freak out. What the hell? 

"Hey, um, Asami, I was just joking around," she nervously said, raising her hands to surrender, "can you relax?"

But she couldn't, and Korra knew she couldn't. Asami's eyes were wide and red with tears, her breathing was accelerated and uneven, her hands were shaking... Korra knew Asami couldn't calm down, because she knew what a panic attack looked like. And somehow, in her silly little prank, she had managed to trigger one.

Asami just glared back at Korra like she was about to strangle her, it was as if she didn't even hear Korra's words, and maybe she truly didn't. It scared the shit out of Korra, and before she could try and back off, Asami had quite literally pounced on her with such strength that the two fell to the ground, and then Korra was met with a hard punch to to the face. Like damn, Asami and her had fought before, but she must've been pulling her punches back then because this one really fucking hurt, and blood actually started to drip from her nose.

After that everything happened so fast. Kuvira had sprang into action and separated Asami from Korra, holding her as Asami struggled against her grip. Opal went to Asami's side and tried calming her down as Kuvira kept hold of her. The coach called an ambulance, then went to check on Korra, who was in complete shock. She just sat on the ground exactly where Asami had knocked her out, staring at the team captain unsure of what exactly was going on. Her nose still bled, but thankfully it wasnt broken and ultimately she was fine. But Asami wasn't. When the ambulance had arrived, Korra stood up as and watched Kuvira escort Asami in, still shaken up. The southerner had started walking over to try and approach the two, maybe to make sure that Asami was fine, or maybe to help get her into the vehicle, but she never managed to get there because just before she did Opal pushed her away not so gently, her face burning with anger.

"What the hell is wrong with you?!" She spat and pushed Korra again. This time when she pushed Korra however, she slipped and fell on the grass, again.

"I-" Korra worried her bottom lip, watching the ambulance drive away with Asami, "I didn't know..."

"Well, maybe next time just don't be a dick and this won't happen." Opal scolded harshly, hands clenched into fists so hard that her nails were digging into her skin. "Or actually, scratch that. There won't be a next time. You stay the fuck away from my best friend!"

"Hey, that's enough, okay Opie?" Kuvira placed a hand on Opal's shoulder, smiling softly at her on an attempt to calm her down. "I'll talk to her."

"You know what Waters?" Opal shot at Korra, removing Kuvira's hand from her shoulder. "I always gave you the benefit of the doubt because I knew Asami hadn't been the nicest to you, but you really are just a peice of shit. Fuck you. " And with that, she left. Leaving Korra with Kuvira alone.

"I didn't mean to," she mumbled, feeling guilt wash over her, "you believe me, right?"

"I believe you, I just think that it was a shit joke," Kuvira told her with a raised eyebrow, "and I think you crossed a line."

"I'm sorry." Korra said, gaze falling to the ground, hands fisting into the grass around her.

"It's not me you should apologize to," she shrugged, "see you later, Korra."

She had never felt this fucking awful about herself in her entire life.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Pobody's nerfect?

        








5. When Things Went Too Far


    
    OCD.

That was her official diagnosis, OCD.

In retrospect, she really should have seen this coming.

"What? That's nonsense!" Her father snapped. "Why would you say that?"

"Well, I'd be happy to go over the details with you, with Asami's consent of course." the doctor smiled at him.

"Go ahead," she agreed, defeated.

He opened Asami's file, "so, during your psychological assessment, you had described yourself as a 'tidy' person, and you said that you clean your apartment and room after you get ready and right before you go to sleep everyday, correct?"

"Right," Asami tapped on her lap nervously.

"You said it makes you sleep easier, correct?"

"Correct." Asami answered.

"You also told me that as a kid you disliked to downright despised going to other children houses because those weren't as tidy as yours." He said softly.

"I recall that, yes." She mumbled.

"During the session you mentioned several occasions in which you had gotten in trouble for cleaning up classmate's lockers without their permission, and that once you were suspended for fixing up the principles office while he was away."

Asami laughed nervously, embarrassed. "Yeah..."

"She just likes things clean," Hiroshi argued, "that's just how she was raised."

"There's more." The doctor told him. "Your daughter said that when she walks on different colored bricks, she has to make sure that both her feet had stepped on the same color the same amount of times. She told me that every snack she eats she has to eat on pairs, and that she orgenizes everythings by colors, and that colors have a certain order they go in."

"Purple, pink, orange, yellow, green." Asami mumbled under her breath.

"And you can't fall asleep–"

"Unless she counts all the lamps in the room, right." Her father completed.

"There are numerous more examples, but all of those are plenty to diagnose your daughter with this condition." He finished off.

"Everything you said make complete and total sense," Hiroshi still didn't seem to agree, "these are all traits she got from me, not symptoms of a mental disorder. She's just a perfectionist, like her father." He proudly said.

The doctor raised his eyebrow at that. "Well, Mr Sato, if all of this fits you as well, you should probably consider that your daughter didn't inherented only those traits from you, but that your daughter may have inherented OCD from you."

Needless to say, her father was absolutely shocked to hear that.

A few days later, he had gotten his diagnosis too.

She had a bit of a break down after that, and she didn't want to go back to school after Korra publicly humiliated her. She practiced soccer on her own and attended her classes online for the next couple of weeks, and she was fine with that. She had only spoken with Opal, letting her know about her diagnosis and telling her that the scene she caused after practice was a result of a panic attack. Opal wasn't too surprised to learn that Asami had OCD, quite frankly she was more surprised that Asami had never been diagnosed with it beforehand. She was very understanding though, which was nice.

But then it's been two weeks, and she couldn't just continue to ditch practices and classes. Plus, no one was cleaning her apartment, and the thought was making her anxious. She had no choice; it was time to go back.

While usually she made sure she looked presentable I'm school, today she didn't feel like it. She wore a hodie over her head and tried being invisible. She wore makeup still, mostly because it was part of her morning routine and she couldn't just take it out. Her therapist had described it as part of a 'ritual', but whatever.

Even dressed like this, with her gaze facing down, she could sense everyone's eyes on her. Even though most people hadn't witnessed the incident, they seemed to have heard of it, or at least noticed that Asami wasn't around for a while. It made her nervous and anxious, and she blamed Korra for everything. Though up until now Korra and her were enemies, Asami never actually disliked Korra. Actually, she kind of cherished their time together, even if Korra was being mean and childish. She was actually starting to think that maybe they can get along just the day before everything that went down, and she was excited about it. But now she was completly and utterly done with that. Over her break, she completely got over Korra. Right now she practically hated her guts for what she did. This was all her fault, and she deserved her hatred. After all, she did do everything in her power to make sure Asami resented her.

But when she entered the classroom for the first lecture, Korra practically jumped on her with a warm smile. What the hell?

"Hey Asami!" She practically beamed at her, and Asami blinked. Korra practically never used her first name, the fuck? "I am so glad you're back! I hope you're feeling better."

This annoyed the shit out of Asami. Who the hell did she think she was? "Oh, whatever Waters. Don't pretend like you care." Asami rolled her eyes. She tried to bypass Korra, but the girl was persistent, and placed a hand on Asami's shoulder.

"Look, I'm just..." Korra sighed. "I'm just really sorry for what I did. I just thought it was funny but I didn't know–"

Asami glared at her and tore her hand away. "Just get out of my way."

Asami walked away after that and sat down at her usual spot. But much to her dismay, Korra had taken the seat next to her. She never did that before, and Asami had no idea what she was trying to achieve. Forgiveness, maybe? Most probably a clean conscience... Well, she wasn't getting it.

She could tell Korra was eyeing her durling the class, but she ignored her. Even after class, Korra kept trying to be nice to her. She sat with her during every lecture, she tried to make conversation when they had a break, she even just sat besides Asami silently as she studied in the library. Honestly? It was pretty annoying, and Asami just wouldn't talk to her.

At some point, Asami was having lunch with Opal. She really did miss her friend over her break, and that way she could catch up on all the gossip in their team. And by gossip, she meant that she wanted to be know about whatever people had been saying about her while she was gone.

"Be honest, how bad is it?" Asami asked, referring to the gossip that had probabaly surfaced after her panic attack.

"Not that bad." Opal assured. "Most people gave shit to Waters over what she did rather than the other way around. Even Kuv didn't side with her on that, and the two of them are basically attached at the hip.

Right, Kuvira. The one who carried her to the ambulance. Cringe. It's a good thing Kuvira wasn't actually intrested in Asami, according to Korra, because that would've been even more humiliating. As if the situation wasn't already embarrassing enough for Asami.

"Oh, what the fuck?" Opal suddenly muttered and stood up, her face burning with anger as she looked behind Asami's shoulder. Asami turned around and saw Korra standing with a can of Soda in her hands, and immediately she felt annoyed. "Go away Waters!" She heard Opal call.

"Easy there tiger," Korra raised her hands in surrender, stepping closer slowly, "I just got Asami this." She then placed the drink next to Asami's plate. "It's your favorite, right?"

Asami examined the can, determining that Korra was right. This was indeed her favorite drink. She looked at Korra with narrowed eyes, studying her suspiciously. "How did you know?" She asked, confused.

"A magician never reveals her secrets." Korra grinned.

"I guess a stalker doesn't too." Asami mumbled under her breath.

"Korra, what the fuck is this?" Opal asked furiously. "Did you make a deal with Lin that she'll unbench you if you and Asami get along?"

"Wait, you got benched?" Asami asked in disbelief. "So that's what this thing is all about!"

"What? No! I don't have a deal with coach!" Korra defended herself. "I'm just trying to be a decent human being."

"Whatever man," Asami did not buy Korra's lie at all, "thanks for the soda, can you leave now?"

Waters sighed. "Yeah... that's fair. See you guys at practice. " She mumbled, staffing her hands in her pockets and walking away.

"She's been like this all day," Asami groaned, "it's like I have a shadow, so annoying."

"Korra's been acting like an abandoned puppy for a while now honestly, " Opal talked her, "it's honestly embarrassing for her."

"You'd think that she's the one that got fucking humiliated in front of the entire team," Asami grumbled unhappily, "and then to top it all off got diagnosed with a fricking mental disorder."

"Maybe she missed you," Opal joked.

Maybe she missed sex, was what went through Asami's mind, but of course she didn't say that out loud. It didn't matter anyway, because if there was something that Asami knew she was done doing for sure, it was sleeping with that selfish brat.


She especially wasn't thrilled about the practice that day. Even though Opal promised it would be alright, she herself wasn't too sure. She didn't actually remember much about her panic attack, but from what she heard from Opal it was... not great. The main issue was that while she could try and be invisible in her classes and around campus, she really couldn't do it during practice because she was captain.

God! Why didn't coach just give the role to Korra? None of this would've happened if she just did that instead!

Nervously, she stepped into the locker room, hands clutching the handles of her kitbag as she walked in, mentally preparing herself for whatever was going to happen.

Surprisingly though, just as she walked in, everybody in her team cheered.

"It's good to see you here Sato," one of her teammates, Ella, had said with a smile, shaking her hand, "we missed you here."

"Yeah, I did kind of a shit job being captain in the meantime," Kuvira said jokingly, "seriously, don't ever ditch me like that again, bitch."

Asami smiled softly, flattered by the positive attention she had gotten. "Thanks," she sheepishly said, "it's good to be back."

"I'm replacing Waters on the next game by the way," Ella mentioned, "since... well, you know."

Asami laughed uncomfortably. "Yeah... I've heard."

"Can you all just leave Sato alone?" Suddenly Korra's voice came from behind her, making Asami jump from the surprise. "She literally just got here."

"Leave Sato alone?" Ella repeated with a raised eyebrow. "Wow, that sounds awfully familiar... isn't it what we always told you before everything went to shit?"

"So what? Just because I was a dick before you gotta be a dick now?" Korra folded her arms with a questioning eyebrow raised. "Does she seem like she wants to talk about it?"

"Oh my God!" Asami finally snapped. "Korra, can we talk?"

"Um, am I in trouble..?" She genuinely seemed confused, and it was so infuriating Asami had to actively stop herself from telling her off right then and there.

"Just come here." Asami grabbed her by her collar and dragged her outside the locker room and into the field. Practice hasn't started yet, but for good measures Asami dragged her to the farthest part of the grass just so that nobody will accidentally hear them.

"Can you stop that?!" She hissed at Korra the moment she was sure the two were out of hearing range.

Korra looked dumbstruck "Stop what?"

"That!" Asami gestured towards her. "You've been attached to me all day like a shadow! What are you even trying to get here? Forgiveness? You want me and you to be friends? After everything that went down?"

"Well– ideally, yes," Korra nervously scratched the back of her neck nervously. "But I'm not trying to do anything, I'm just being nice!"

"Then stop that!" Asami half shouted at her.

"Stop... being nice?" Korra blinked, confused. "Why?"

"Because I don't know how to handle that!" Asami answered, annoyed. "If you were mean, or snappy, or if you teased me about the whole thing I'd be fine but you're nice to me and I don't know what to do with that! Heck, I didn't even know that you are capable of being anything other than a complete dick!"

Korra's eyes widened at her outburst and she stared at her in shock and sadness. Asami stared back, rather annoyed at her reaction. What did she think? That she gets to trigger Asami knowingly and still be the nice one? Fuck that.

"Holy shit," she finally mumbled, "Asami, is it... is it really how you see me?"

"Oh. My. God. What did you expect?" Asami pinched the bridge of her nose. "You've literally been nothing but mean to me since I met you."

"Yeah but like... that was just our thing," Korra answered, confused and seemingly upset, "it's not like you were very nice to me when we first talked..."

"I didn't say that I was a saint." Asami answered, annoyed. "But at least I didn't mean it. You did, that's where we differ."

Seeing that their teammates had started to head to field, Asami had turned to walk away. But before she could make any progress Korra had already grabbed her by the hand, stopping her from proceeding.

"I am sorry about everything," she said softly, "and I am gonna make it up to you. You'll see."

Asami tore away her hand with a glare. She wanted to yell at Korra, scold her, but she decided against it. This girl had boundry issues, Asami just had to do her best to ignore her. She just mumbled a quick 'whatever' before heading to practice.

Unfortunately for her, Korra stayed true to her word.


A week went by, and still nothing changed. Korra annoyingly just kept being nice to her. She sat next to her in every lecture, she got her her favorite soda on each and every lunch (again, Asami still had no idea how she even knew what her favorite drink was) and she always tried making conversation on practices.

At this point, Asami had pretty much adapted to the new situation and learned how to tune out Korra. Whenever Korra tried to make conversation she either shrugged, made some snarky remark or just ignored her altogether. She was sure that eventually, Korra would get tired of it and give up, but the girl was fuckimg persistent.

Today, Korra once again sat next to her during the lecture. She didn't mind all that much, considering that Korra usually kept quiet during the lecture itself. Asami didn't really feel like studying that day. She already learned that material anyway, so she decided to just lay back and sketch something for the entirety of thr lecture.

From the corner of her eye she noticed Korra watching her, and did her best to ignore it. The problem was that Korra seemed to basically just stare at her for a good couple of minutes. And just when Asami was about to break and tell Korra to fuck off, Korra tore her eyes away and instead started to mimic Asami and draw for herself. It confused the heck out of Asami, but as long as she was quiet and didnt stare at her she didn't really care.

Asami ended up sketching some random sports car. Drawing cars was her sort of specialty, she was so used to designing cars her entire life that transitioning from that to just drawing them wasn't hard. She missed designing cars anyways, now that she was stuck studying political science.

After a few minutes, Korra leaned in to look at her sketch and looked impressed. "That looks really good," she complemented, whispering. "You're so talented."

Asami looked at Korra, then at her painting, and almost snorted. It was at that moment she decided that today was a 'snarky remark' day, because she literally had never seen somebody less capable of drawing then Korra.
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"Can't say the same about you," she said with a smirk, gesturing towards Korra's sketch, "what even is this? A zombie dog with a cow's body?"

For a few good seconds, Korra just stared at her, gaping. Asami had just started to think that maybe she had taken things too far when Korra just burst into loud laughter, in the middle of the lecture too! She laughed so hard, that she had to hold her stomach withing a few seconds, and Asami couldn't help but start to laugh as well, no matter how hard she tried not to.

"Miss Waters." The professor stopped his lecture, upset. "If you want to make a scene, fine. But please don't drag one of my best students down to your level."

Asami stared at him in disbelief, embarrassed, but Korra didn't even seem slightly bothered. "Jeez professor," she answered, her shoulders still shaking with laughter, "tell me how you really feel."

"Please leave my classroom." He sternly said.

Korra shrugged and packed up her things, winking at Asami as she left. Asami was absolutely shocked, having no idea what the hell just happened. She spent the rest of the lecture just staring off into space, confused, and the next half an hour actually went by so quickly that one of her classmates had to wave a hand in order to make her realize it was over. When Asami made her way outside, she was surprised to learn that Korra had been out there in the hallway waiting for her the entire time. (Or maybe she had just come back around the time the lecture was over? Still, it was a lot of effort) as soon as Asami walked out, Korra approached her with a grin, and Asami just froze up. What the hell was even happening?

"Oh my god, you are so mean Asami," Korra said, chuckling and holding up the drawing, "this is my dog asshole."

Asami was ready to defend herself, but Korra continued. "But... Damn! It really does look like a zombie dog-cow!"

And with that, Korra just started laughing again, and once again, Asami couldn't help but join in on it. Her failed attempt at covering her mouth had only made Korra laugh louder, and at some point she just gave in and didn't even bother to hide it. They just didn't stop laughing for a few good minutes, until they ran out of stamina. By the time that happened, the two of them already fell to the floor. They got weird looks, but neither one of them cared. The euphoria was worth it.

Korra for one, felt really, really relived. She had been going about it for what seemed like forever at this point, and this was the first time Asami seemed to slightly budge. It wasn't a lot, and it wasn't like they have had an actual conversation, but it was a start.

"Oh, man." Korra said when her laughter finally died out, wiping away a tear. "You have no idea how much I needed that."

Asami didn't answer, she didn't even make a sound. Once she stopped laughing and calmed down, she had a strange expression on her face like she was confused. Then, after a moment or two, she gathered her things and stood up, starting to walk away quietly.

But Korra wasn't discouraged, not this time. This was progress, she knew it and she was excited about it too. She's been trying to break the ice for so long, and that's the first time she was somewhat successful.

"Hey!" She called after her, smiling widely. "We should do this again sometimes!"

Asami stopped in her tracks, peering over her shoulder with a conflicted expression. "Maybe you're not... all bad, Waters." Asami just barely got out. "But I don't trust you yet, I can't trust you yet. You can understand that, right?"

She didn't wait for an answer, she immediately just left without looking back. Though Korra felt slightly upset at that, she was still mostly happy. Because, one– Asami said that maybe Korra wasn't all bad, and two– she said yet. She said she couldn't trust Korra, yet! Meaning‐ that even if she did it unknowingly, Asami had just admitted that she may, some day, put her trust in Korra.

So maybe... maybe she still had a chance with Asami after all.

 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Korra really did Naga like this

        








6. AITA?

Notes for the Chapter:I'm sorry I know it's been a while, I actually write on My phone and it broke so I had to get used to a new one lmao, also work has been busy

Meaning- while I am working on the next chapters to this and to the girl from last night, I don't really know when the next one will be posted

I'm sorry, and thanks in advance for your patience!




    
    
  Two weeks ago...


"I still don't get why you've been benched."

"Is it really that hard to grasp?" Korra said tiredly, still upset at the events of the day before. "I threw a paint Ballon at my team's captain and she ended up being in a hospital bed. I think I can understand why coach decided I should sit this one out."

"Well, yeah," her father said, "but like... it's Sato! She probably deserved it."

"Tonaraq." Her mother scolded.

"What? It's true. Have you met Hiroshi Sato? He's sick in the head, I'm telling you. Is it really such a stretch to say that his daughter is probably just like him?" He defended himself while picking up everyone's plates.

"Even if she is sick, it doesn't mean it's okay for Korra to harass the poor girl." Her mom said sternly. "That was very childish of you, darling."

Dinner at her parent's place. They scheduled it weeks in advance, and that's the only reason Korra didn't cancel on them. She didn't feel like being there, or eating, or doing anything. She was in such a low, and she felt guilty being in such a low because she knew whatever Asami's going through right now is a hundred times worse, and it was at least partly her fault. The last thing she wanted to do was be at her parent's place, with everything that had went down two days ago. But... Tough luck.

"I'm aware." She managed to say.

"Don't lose sleep over it is what I'm saying." Her dad shrugged.

"Tonaraq!" Her mother snapped.

"What? Sato punched her!" He exclaimed.

"I get that you don't like the Sato's, Tonaraq." her mother angerly said, "But I think you can at least agree that throwing a paint balloon at someone with OCD-"

"Wait, what?" Korra interjected, confused. "Someone with OCD? What are you talking about?"

"Yeah, Senna, what are you talking about?" Tonaraq blinked, just as baffled as Korra.

"I'm talking about how both Hiroshi and Asami Sato have OCD," She said with a raised eyebrow, "don't tell me you two knuckleheads haven't noticed."

Both Korra and her dad said nothing.

"But you two are around them all the time!" She said in disbelief.

Tonaraq and Korra looked at each other, and back at Senna, still confused.

"Tonaraq, you told me yourself that Hiroshi Sato washes his hands every ten minutes in every single event they're invited to," Senna mentioned, "I saw the girl sorting napkins at a galla for twenty minutes straight! How for the love of god did you miss that?"

"Well, I guess we just don't have enough conversations with the Satos for me and Korra to notice," her dad defended, "Right darling?"

Asami... Had OCD?

Oh... Oh!

"Oh my God!" Korra exclaimed, slamming her hands against the table. "No no no no this is bad!"

"Honey, calm down-"

"No you don't understand!" She grabbed a handful of her hair. "Asami having OCD makes perfect sense! I mean, her entire closet is color coded for fucks sake!"

"Why do you know that?" Her father asked.

"I told myself I wasn't all to blame for what happened because I had no way of knowing this would happen," Korra ignored him, "but I should've figured it out! All the signs were there! God, she'll never..."


  She'll never forgive me for this.


"Well, I say good riddance." Tonaraq smirked. "To hell with the Sato's."

That was when it truly dawned on her. Asami would never forgive her, and it the mere thought of it was fucking unbearable. Gone are the times the two teased each other and roasted each other but in a fun, playful way. She would never let Korra near her again, which meant... well obviously no sex, but she barely even cared about that. She found that she cared more about never being able to hold Asami, or kiss Asami, or even just be around her. And if that's how she felt, then that means...

"Oh God..." she mumbled, rushing upstairs to her room and dialing Kuvira urgently.


  Ring...



  Ring...



  Ring...


"C'mon... pick up!" Korra called out in frustration, pacing around her room.


  Ring...


"Sup?" Kuvira's voice finally came from the other side.

"Kuvira!" Korra practically screamed into her phone. "SOS! I need your help!"

"What? What happened? Where are you?" Kuvira urgently asked, freaked out.

"Kuv, I think I like Asami." She admitted out loud for the first time ever, and it felt right. She was even slightly relieved after saying that, like it has been weighing on her for a while, and finally she shared it.

This is bad.

"...what? That's your emergency?" Kuvira asked, confused she annoyed. "I thought you were like... I don't know, being chased down by gang members! Again!"

"It was one time! I didn't know my boyfriend had ties with the mafia, let it go already!" Korra exasperated.

"How could I ever?" Kuvira said dramatically.

"Can we get back to the issue at hand?" Korra deadpanned. "I like Asami. I like my mortal fucking enemy, that's... that's insane!"

"Duh! Of course you like Asami!" Kuvira called out in disbelief. "What the hell did you think? Did you actually think that you're sleeping with her just for the sake of proving you're better in bed?"

"Well... no. I knew I was attracted to her," Korra mumbled, "but I'm talking about like... romantic feelings! That's different!"

"Korra, listen to me carefully." Kuvira sternly said. "You are not the type to have a 'friends with benefits' thing, you never have been. You would never, ever let Asami touch you more than once if you didn't have any sorts of feelings for her. You understand what I'm saying?"

Korra mulled it over, and Kuvira had a point. She never slept with anyone she wasn't seeing repeatedly, nor did she want to. Kuvira was right. Asami was the only exception, except she wasn't. And Korra hadn't noticed because she just didn't really think much of it before, or maybe she was in denial.

Well, she wasn't in denial anymore.

"Okay," she nodded to herself, "okay. So, I like Asami, what now?"

"Now," Kuvira said tiredly, "you do nothing."

"What?" Korra blinked, confused. "I can't just do nothing! I like her! Shouldn't I, I don't know, tell her or something?"

"If you would've figured it out two days ago, then I would tell you to go for it, because I was pretty certain she had a thing for you too." Kuvira said. "But at this point I think you pretty much screwed any chance you've had with her, at least for the time being."

"But shouldn't I at least try?" Korra exasperated. "Shouldn't I try to make it better? Shouldn't I try to make it up for her?"


  Silence.


"I think the best thing you can do right now is to leave her be." Kuvira eventually said. "Who knows? Maybe some day in the future you two will get together, but it'll take a long time for you to get her to trust you, I think it'll be best for you to just move on."

"But‐"

"Listen, I gotta go," she interjected, "we'll talk about this later, okay? Just... get your mind off it."

She did... the exact opposite of that. As soon as Kuvira hang up, Korra opened her laptop and Googled the word 'OCD', and the results did not make her feel less guilty. Had she ever taken the time to Google Asami's symptoms, she'd know Asami had OCD sooner, since Asami checked out every single symptom on the checklist. Requiring order? Checked. Asami's entire room was spottless and color coded. Rituals? From what she read, their whole thing could've easily be a ritual, though she couldn't know for sure. Obsession and compulsion? Well, she didn't really know anything, except the fact that Asami was so bothered by anything slightly dirty she saw Asami cleaning her room at two AM. Everything in her life had to be clean, in place and symmetrical.

Except... Korra.

No wonder Asami hated her, she was everything Asami was triggered by. She was messy and loud, nothing about her was even merely symmetrical, not even her smile. She was never particularly nice to Asami, nor was she trying to respect her boundaries. She even called Asami some... pretty nasty things, not knowing that this was something she couldn't control.

God, Asami was right. She was a dick.

After a few hours of reading about OCD, Korra had decided to search something else. With her heart beating faster, she googled the name 'Asami Sato', and waited impatiently for the results. At first, it varied between articles about her and Mako, and pictures of her at interviews. Thankfully, there wasn't anything about the incident, just pictures of Asami being absolutely gorgeous as always.

After scrolling for a while she had gotten to a new section; Asami graduating college at eighteen. She looked so happy holding her diploma, and her father looked so happy holding her. It seemed genuine, and Korra couldn't help but wonder why even bother with a second degree, if you were so happy with your first one. Asami didn't seem as happy nowadays... What happened?

Then she had gotten to Asami's highschool graduation, and again, she and her father looked so genuinely happy. Also, damn! She was so young, and she was so adorable as a kid. How old was she in this picture, anyway?

The answer was just in a paragraph below; fourteen. Fourteen! That's insane! At fourteen Korra still secretly watched My Little Pony (in all honestly... she still did occasionally), and Asami was out there studying to become an engineer? She knew Asami was smart, but she never really thought about it until now.

She scrolled, and scrolled, with a smile plastered on her face. She didn't know how she missed the fact that she liked Asami thus far, now it seemed like the most obvious thing ever. She could almost forget about how she fucked up their potential relationship in the meanwhile, and just enjoy scrolling through articles about her and learning more and more about who Asami Sato actually was.

Then she had gotten to a weird looking picture. Up until now, Korra had seen a variety of pictures of Asami, from highschool graduation to current day. But there seemed to be a time jump. Now, the pictures she saw where vastly different. Instead of Asami, at her teenage years, hugging her father and smiling, now she saw Asami as a literal kid, sitting next to her father inside a court room, crying.

Korra sat upright, confused. She clicked on the link next to the photo, and the title read;

The Sato's in court: Yasuko Sato's murder.

Korra's heart basically fell to the ground and that, and her breath stilled. Asami's mother was dead? How did she not know about it? It seemed to be common knowledge, given the fact that she found at least twenty articles on the matter. She read through every single one, absolutely horrified with every detail she found out. The official story was that a burglar managed to slip into the estate, and Miss Sato had caught him on her nightly walk, so he pulled the trigger. Hiroshi arrived second to the scene, then the police. Which means...

Asami was the first to get there.

According Hiroshi's testimony, he had heard the gunshot, ran down, and Asami was already there. She was crying, obviously, and brushing her mother's hair. She did that because, and that's the official quote he gave in court, 'Mommy would like to be decent when the doctor arrives'.


  Holy fucking shit.


It was around that point, that Korra's father entered the room, and Korra frantically closed the laptop shut. If there was something her father could never accept, it was Korra crushing on Hiroshi Sato's daughter.

"What were you doing?" Her father asked, confused. "Are you watching like, sad porn or something?"

"What? No!" Korra exclaimed, embarrassed. "What the hell is sad porn?"

He shrugged. "You tell me, you're the one crying."

"I'm what?" Korra's hand went to her eye, and she did, infact, find it moist fron tears. "Oh, I... I was just watching some sad puppy videos."

"Speaking of puppies..." Her dad folded his arms. "You need to come here more often to take out your dog."

Korra rolled her eyes. "If I could take her away, I would." She said, annoyed. "But the doorms-"

"I offered to rent an apartment for you, you said no. Now deal with your dog." He said. "We can't take her out twice a day every day, we're busy people."

"Okay, I will," Korra agreed unhappily. She didn't mind taking Naga out, she just hated how her dad addressed the subject.

So, since then she had a new routin. Every night she went over to their home and took Naga out. She actually enjoyed it, she was feeling pretty depressed since everything happened with Asami, and she enjoyed Naga's company. Plus, she gained mental health walks from the situation. Her therapist would be proud of her.

And then one day, she saw a light in Asami's room when she came back.

She stared for a few good minutes at the window in complete shock, and she could feel her heart beating faster. Everything she did next was purely on instinct. She gave Naga right back to her parents and excused herself away, and without noticing she walked over to the Sato estate. She knocked on the door, her hand twitching nervously as Hiroshi opened it. Though, as he recognized her, he seemed more terrified then her.

"What are you doing here?" He asked, nervously looking back before exiting the house and closing the door.

"Um," her fingers nervously tapped on her thigh, "is Asami home?"

"That's really none of your business," he wasn't as harsh as Korra expected him to be, she assumed that he hates her guts and that he was just restrained, but Korra's dad could never be this calm.

"Can I see her?" She pleaded, "please?"

"You want to... see Asami?" He seemed surprised. "This is a bad idea Waters," Hiroshi said as softly as he managed, though Korra knew he was struggling to do so, "she doesn't want to see anyone, let alone you."

"So..." Korra was on the verge of tears. "C-could you just... tell her I'm sorry? For all of this? That I didn't mean for this to happen? Please?"

He hesitated, and something at his expression softened at the words. "Thank you for saying that," he said, appreciative, "I hope you really do understand the error of your ways."

Korra nodded, feeling tears in her throat. "I do. I am so sorry, I never meant her harm, I swear."

"And I wish I could tell her that," he honestly said, "but I have to do what's best for my daughter, and right now... she needs to be kept as far away from you as possible. I'm sorry."

"But-"

"You tell her that, once she feels better, okay?" He offered. "I'm sorry." Hiroshi repeated.

And with that, he closed the door.

But Korra had to see her, every bone in her body told her she needed to do whatever it takes to see her again. Hiroshi was wrong, she had to make things right, and she had to do it now.

So, the night after, she returned Naga to her parents again and sneakily made her way towards Asami's house. This time, she grabbed the same ladder she used last time to break into Asami's house and took it with her, cautiously placing it and climbing silently. Her heart was beating faster with every movement, excited and nervous over seeing Asami.

But when she reached the window, she couldn't go through with it.

Her heart shattered to a million peices at the sight. Asami was on her bed, hugging her knees and sobbing into them. Nothing in the world could've prepared her for this. She felt like somebody punched all of the air out of her lungs, leaving her completly and utterly empty. She was such a selfish brat, both Kuvira and Hiroshi were right to say that she should leave Asami alone for the time being, but there she was, on her way to apologize for her own sake only. She was such a fucking asshole.

Suddenly, Korra heard Asami's door open, and in walked Hiroshi, holding some peice of paper in his hands. Korra immediately hid below the window, hoping neither Hiroshi or Asami saw her. She heard Asami sniffling, as footsteps indicated that Hiroshi was approaching her.

"See?" He said warmly. "I just got my OCD diagnosis too, you're not alone in this."

Wait, what?

Oh... God. Did they not know beforehand? Did they only just now find out about this, all because of Korra's utter stupidity?

"Great," Asami answered bitterly, "welcome to the freakshow."

"You're not a freak darling," Hiroshi told her softly.

"I am, I so am." She replied, tears laced in her voice.

Freak. Korra was fucking disgusted with herself, because this wasn't Asami's words, it was hers. She made fun of Asami for having a fucking mental disorder. And sure, she didn't know that, but if she just stopped being such an ass for one second she would have easily picked up on Asami's OCD. And none of this would've happened.

At least... she hoped so. She hoped that knowing it's not in Asami's control would make her stop with the teasing, but since she hadn't been in that position... she couldn't have known.

"Don't say that." Hiroshi softly scolded. "You're not a freak, you're perfect just as you are."

Silence.

"This is all her fault."

And just like that, Korra broke into tears too. She had to climb down with blurry vision, out of fear that if she stays there she will be heard. Then, still crying, she took a bus to her dorm. Asami's words hurt like a knife to the heart, and the worst part was that she couldn't even blame Asami for saying that, because she was right. It was Korra's fault.

She had to steer clear of Asami, for now. When Asami gets back to college... well, then they could patch things up, hopefully...

________

Korra had gotten pretty used to their new routine. She would sit next to Asami in lectures, and Asami would ignore her. She would walk over to get Asami her favorite soda and Asami would turn her away immediately. She was actually quite fond of that. She obviously didn't enjoy Asami blantly hating her, every rejection or snarky remark felt like a punch to the face. But Korra preffered that over them having no contact at all. The weeks where Asami wasn't present were... an utter nightmare for Korra.

She was especially looking forward to seeing Asami today, because yesterday she had admitted that Korra may have not been all bad. It may seem like a backhanded complement, but for Korra it was huge. That was progress, that was one step in the direction Korra wanted their relationship to go at.

Which was, ideally, romantic.

Once again, it was lunch time. And again, Asami was in the same table in the same cafe as she always is. So, Korra bought Asami coke as she always does, and approached the table. Though, usually Asami sat with Opal for lunch and today the table seemed empty, odd...

"And there you go, the usual." Korra grinned widely at Asami. It came so naturally to her to smile like that whenever she was around Sato, she never had to fake it.

"You know, you should really stop bringing me these," Asami said as Korra placed it next to her, "it's not healthy to be drinking this every day."

"Oh," so how the hell am I supposed to interact with you? "Okay, I'll um... I'll just take it then," she proceeded to reach for the can, but just then Asami moved it out of the way.

"I didn't say you need to stop from today," Asami smirked slightly, "it's already bought, it'll just go to waste."

Korra chuckled, beaming. "Can't argue there." She agreed.

Asami shifted uncomfortably in her seat. "So, um..." she mumbled nervously. "Opal's sick today..."

"Oh, I hope she gets well soon," Korra answered, unsure of why exactly Asami was telling her this.

"Yeah, so, um..." Asami scratched her head. "I was... just thinking. Maybe you wanted to... keep me company instead?"


  Oh. 



  OH!


"Yeah! I mean, of course I'd love to," Korra tried keeping it cool, but she was fucking ecstatic. "If you don't mind me asking, what brought this on?" She hoped she wasn't ruining it for herself, but she was genuinely curious.

Asami shrugged. "I didn't forgive you yet if that's what you're asking. But... I guess I can acknowledge that it's unfair to blame you for triggering a mental disorder neither of us knew I had." She said, somewhat bitterly.

Korra pursed her lips together as she sat down. "I disagree," she said, sadly, "I think I should've picked up on the fact that you don't like unclean thingies. Heck, that's pretty much the first thing you told me about yourself!" She teased.

Asami groaned and buried her face in her hands. "When are you ever going to let this go?" Asami complained. "I didn't mean to be rude!"

Korra chuckled. "It's okay," she smiled, "I just meant to say, that in retrospect there are so many things I missed because I wasn't paying attention," or at least, trying not to pay attention... "and it's completely fair of you to be mad at me over that."

"I guess," Asami simply answered, "so, you never actually told me how you know coke was my favorite soda." Asami suspiciously asked, changing the subject completely.

Oh, that? Korra mused to herself. Basically I missed you and stalked you on Instagram, and since I saw about a dozen old stories of you drinking coke so... A hunch?

Instead, she just winked. "A better question would be," she deflected, "why is that your favorite soda?"

Asami clicked her tounge. "Well played Waters, well played..." she chuckled. "Maybe we could tell each other, one of these days..."

And then they just sat there in comfortable silence, with Korra feeling herself warming up from the inside just by being around Sato. And all she could think about, in lops, was;


  I like you.



  I wanna be with you.


But somehow, she managed to not mention it. Instead, she just enjoyed Asami's company quietly.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Oh Korra baby... It seems that you're a minute too late

:(

        








7. Stupid, Stupid Bitch.


    
    Asami wasn't too keen on the idea of starting therapy. She went to therapy for a while after her mother had passed, but being a kid she usually just had a drawing session with her therapist, or sometimes they'd play board games. Now, it was the real deal. Before, she didn't really find the time or will power to start therapy, but after her panic attack and diagnosis it was evident that it was necessary. Well, she didn't think so, but her doctors did, and so did her dad. Asami believed in science, and while there was a bunch of research pointing to therapy being beneficial, Asami had a hard time believing that it was good for every single person on the planet. There are billions of people in the world, what are the chances of that? 

But, she tried to keep an open mind. If she was going to therapy, she was going to fucking ace it. She shared everything from the get go, she talked about her trauma and her feelings in every single session and actually listened to her therapist comments… If therapy had a grade, she would get an A plus. Unless there was a higher grade, then she'd get that one. 

"So, there's this girl." She started as soon as her therapist sat down. 

"A girl, huh?" She smiled at Asami. 

"Yes," Asami affirmed, "a girl from My soccer team… Korra."

"Oh, I think I've heard that name before." The therapist browsed through her notes. "The girl that threw the paint balloon at you? Didn't you state that you hate her just last week?"

Asami laughed nervously. "I did, didn't I?" She mumbled. "Well, it's a little more complicated than that."

"Okay, would you like to share?" She softly said.

Asami took in a big breath, preparing herself to dump all of the history between Korra and her on her poor therapist.

"So, I came out when I was already in college, at like… sixteen or seventeen." Asami elaborated. "I remember being really eager to date girls, but I didn't know anyone my age. Everyone was older than me, even on the soccer team, and since I didn't really know anyone my options were limited to... Well, my friend Mako." She chuckled nervously. "But when when I started getting my second degree…  Things were different. I actually bonded with people my age for once, and had even been on a couple of dates. Still, nobody caught my eye, until..." She trailed off. 

"Until Korra, I presume?" the therapist replied. 

Asami nodded. "I just remember Korra walking into class for the first time, and she was just so gorgeous and cute that I was immediately swooned. But since I lacked experience, I was too scared to approach her, so I just crushed on her from a far. It got a little more complicated when we were both running up for team captain on the soccer team and I won. Then it got even more complicated when our fathers decided to both run for the presidency against one another…"

"So, it seems that your lives were tangled together in more ways than one," her therapist commented. 

"I guess so," Asami chewed on her bottom lip, "But… throughout it all I just... really liked her. She never said anything though, so I assumed she wasn't intrested. After a while I confided in my best friend about it and she suggested I try and ask her out. But I was so nervous and I ended up offending her instead… then we sort of became enemies…"

"Ah, I see," her therapist nodded, "So, complicated."

"That's not even the complicated part." Asami said, starting to blush. "After that, well… at some point… we started sleeping together."

The therapist's eyebrows shot up. "I was not expecting that." She admitted. 

"Neither was I." Asami laughed nervously. "It wasn't healthy in any way, but I got to have the girl I like for a few hours every day, who wouldn't jump on the opportunity? And then it seemed like we were really bonding and getting closer, that's why…" She trailed off. 

That's why I was so mad at her, Asami thought to herself. 

I felt like we were slowly becoming friends, and I felt like she may actually like me, and then she proved me wrong. Just the week before everything, we were hanging out like we've been friends for years, and I was actually optimistic about our future together. Then she just had to go and break my heart.

But Asami didn't know how to comunicate it to her therapist.

"I was mad at her because I didn't want to make myself vulnerable and get hurt by her again," she put her thoughts into words, "But since she's been nothing but nice to me ever since the incident… I'm starting to realize that it may be a little stupid to prevent this friendship over resentment that this friendship didn't happen." She concluded.

"I have to ask," her therapist intertwined her fingers together, "do you still have romantic feelings towards her, or is that a thing of the past?"

Asami hesitated. "Well, I was sure I was over her." She admitted, gaze dropping to the ground. "But now... It doesn't feel like I'm developing feelings, it feels like I'm just picked up where I left off. Maybe I was just... Repressing it, or something." 

"It's definitely a possibility," her therapist agreed. "The question is, what are you going to do about your feelings for her?" 

"Oh, god, absolutely nothing." Asami shook her head furiously. "After how badly I messed up last time? I'm not willing to risk saying something dumb again and ruining our good terms."

"Being vocal about your feelings is very important," she softly said, "I can see it's weighing on you. Even if she doesn't reciprocate, I urge you to think about it. Who knows? Maybe she'll surprise you." 

"Maybe." She had absolutely no intention of doing that. Korra and her were a bad idea anyway, their parents hated each other. Her father would absolutely kill her if he found out... 

And that's what the two of them discussed for the rest of the session. Asami was actually pretty relieved to have someone to share this with. She couldn't talk about it with Opal or her father, and most of the other friends she had were either not close to her or also friends with Korra, so that was out of the question. Again, she wasn't gonna act on her feelings, so it didn't matter. But just being able to get this off her chest did her wonders. Maybe this was the benefit of therapy she always read about. 

Her therapist gave her homework: 'be more vocal about what you're feeling'. Ugh. Asami knew what she meant. She meant 'you should tell your teammate how you feel, dumbass' . Well, she wasn't planning on it. But... Well, she never really told Korra any of the other things she just now shared with her therapist. Even when she did apologize, she didn't do it so nicely. She had no idea if Korra even knew it was genuine. So she could start from that, and then she could tell her therapist that she talked to Korra. If that wasn't an A+, what was? 

So she texted Korra after leaving the clinic, and to her surprise, Korra immediately answered.

Asami [18:01]:

Hey, do you have any plans for today? 

Waters  [18:01]:

Nope! No plans! 

Waters [18:01]: 

I did not mean for this to sound this lame.

Waters [18:02]:

You wanna grab something to eat?

Asami [18:02]:

Actually, could you swing by my place by any chance? I'd like to talk to you.

'In a controlled environment' was the end of the sentence, but she chose to skip it. She needed to be in a controlled environment when taking to Korra, because when she wasn't, she always ended up saying stupid things. Like, when she tried to hit on Korra for example. She did not need a reenactment. 

Waters [18:03]: 

Sure thing! Be there in 20?

Asami [18:03]:

Sounds perfect.

They were getting along a little better nowadays. When Opal was sick, they sat together during lunch and even had a few decent conversations. They weren't exactly friends, but they also weren't not-friends. It was a weird situation really, and Korra seemed oddly cheerful since they started to talk. Even in practices Asami caught Korra just staring off into space and smiling, or sometimes she would just wave at Asami at random times. It was super weird. Adorable, but weird. 

Opal got better the other day, and Asami was a little scared to let Korra sit with them. If anyone was more upset at Korra than Asami, it was Opal. It almost like she took it personally for some reason, and Asami had no idea why. She still wanted to keep hanging out with Korra, but she had to figure out how to do so first, without offending Korra or Opal finding out.  She still needed to figure out the details, but maybe inviting Korra over could be a solution for that. 

She arrived at her flat just a couple of minutes before Korra knocked on the door. She was nervous, and seeing Korra at the entrance to her apartment was odd, especially since she was holding a bunch of bags for some reason. But, it was too late to back out now, she had to pull through.

"Hey you!" Korra beamed at her. This was so weird. "I, uh... I brought us takeout.. ." She said awkwardly, drawing attention to the numerous bags she was holding. "But I didn't know what to bring you, so I just um... I got everything."

Asami was absolutely stunned. "What do you mean everything?" She asked slowly.

"What do you wanna eat?" Korra ignored her question. "I have water tribe food- both northern and southern, fire nation, Ba-Sing-Se... Also, I brought in Mcdonalds, because you can never go wrong with chicken nuggets." She chuckled.

"Oh, wow." Asami blinked a couple of times, at a loss of words.

"I also brought burgers– not from McDonalds, from a legit place, " she continued, "Oh! And salads from this salad bar. And... Yeah, that's it." She smiled brightly at Asami.

"How did you manage to pull that off in twenty minutes?" Asami asked in shock.

Korra shrugged. "A girl has her ways." She simply stated.

"How much money did you spend on this?" Asami was still trying to wrap her head around all of this. "We didn't even make plans to eat lunch or anything!"

"Well, my dad pays for my food, and I eat a lot so he's used to my nonesene." She answered. "So... Can I come in?"

It took Asami a moment to realize that Korra was still standing at her doorway, and as soon as she noticed she moved to the side to let her pass. It was pretty weird when Korra brushed past her, like a blast to the past. This wasn't Korra's first time in her apartment, and it wasn't the first time the two of them were squeezing in this hallway together. The memories were rashing right back to her, and she wasn't sure if this flashback were a fantasy, or a nightmare. 


  As soon as Asami got them into the flat, Korra pushed her against the wall and started kissing her aggressively. Asami reciprocated but she was just barely keeping up with Korra. She had no idea when exactly she was lifted up, but suddenly her legs were in the air, and Korra's hands were firmly placed on her ass. She had to let it sink in for a moment. Korra had lifted her entire body weight like it was nothing. Fuck, that had to be the sexiest thing ever.



  "Impressed?" Korra whispered in her ears seductively.



  Yes. Obviously. 



  Asami snorted. "By you? In your dreams, Waters." She somehow managed to say in a hostile tone. "On the other hand, you seem to be very eager darling."



  "Eager to get this over with." Korra grumbled under her breath. 



  Ouch. 



  "You're always welcome to surrender, asshole." She bit back, annoyed. 



  "Fuck that, I am not giving you the satisfaction of winning." Korra chuckled. "In fact, I would much rather give you another type of satisfaction, just to embarrass you."


Korra didn't say anything, she didn't even look back at Asami, she just unpacked the enormous amount of food she had brought silently. Asami snapped back to reality, flustered. Thankfully, since Korra wasn't looking, she couldn't see how red Asami's face was. She had to calm down. Think about something else, quick!

"Did you bring pizza by any chance?" Asami asked the first thing that came to mind.

Korra stopped unpacking the piles of food and turned around with wide eyes. "Holy shit, I forgot to bring Pizza." She said, visibly upset. "Oh man... I can't believe I forgot to bring it! It's like, the most obvious fast food to bring!" 

Asami couldn't help but crack a smile at how ridiculous Korra was being. "It's alright," she assured, "we have a lot of food here–" 

"There's actually a good Pizza place just ten minutes from here, maybe five if I run." Korra interjected, browsing through her phone.

"What? No, you're not leaving to get us more food." Asami shook her head furiously. "That's ridiculous, you're only just got here!" 

"Yeah but it'll be faster than ordering in," Korra stated as if it was obvious, "the delivery will only be here in thirty minutes!" 

"Korra! We have enough food!" Asami called out, snapping Korra out of her haze. "You're sweet, but it's really okay. I'd like some watertribe food, if it's possible." She smiled warmly at her.

"Oh, of course!" Korra smiled back with reddish cheeks, melting Asami in the process. "Northern or southern?" She then asked.

"What's the difference?" Asami asked her in confusion.

"Racist." Korra joked.

"What!" Asami defended herself, flustered. 

"Basically, southern food is a little more spicy," Korra explained, "and the Northern one oppresses women and other minorities." She then deadpanned, looking at Asami dead in the eyes.

Asami blinked a couple of times. "Um," she mumbled, "well, I'm not great with spicy food…" 

Korra gasped. "Are you serious?" 

"No, I'm joking," Asami chuckled with a mischievous grin, "bring in the spice, Waters."

Korra sighed in relief. "Dear god, you gave me one hell of a scare, Sam's. " She said, then her smile dropped. "Um, is it okay if I call you Sam's..?"

"Hm? Oh, sure, why not?" Asami replied as Korra took out the takeout box and handed it over to Asami. 

Korra shrugged. "I dunno," she simply said, "So, uh, where can we eat?" She then asked, smiling.

"On the couch I guess," Asami nudged her head to the right, pointing to where the couch was. 

Korra looked at the sofa, and for some reason Asami noticed redness spreading from her cheeks to her ears, coloring her entire face beet-red. At first, she was slightly confused. But then, the memory hit her again .


  Korra threw Asami on the couch and straddled her hips. In a flash, she took off Asami's shirt and started kissing her neck roughly. 



  "Y'know," Asami said, breathless, "my bedroom is right around the corner."



  "Oh, baby, I'm not going inside your bedroom to fuck," Korra said with fake sweetness, "we don't have that kind of relationship." She simplified.



  Asami just hated how much that hurt. 



  She wasn't sure at what point Korra's pants and underwear came off, but she just found herself with her hands firmly holding Korra's ass as her enemy started grinding herself against her. She hated that too. She hated how much she loved it, how horny it made her, how much she treasured those moments together, how Korra's gasps made her feel, and she hated herself for this entire situation.



  "Fuck," Korra let the sigh slip up, and immidiatly she covered her mouth in hopes that Asami didn't hear. She heard her, of course, Korra wasn't exactly known for being quiet, but she decided to ignore it. She didn't have the brains to think of a snarky remark right now anyways.



  But she couldn't help how her heart jumped at that.


"Um," Asami said, "or I guess we could just eat in the bedroom instead."

"Yeah? You don't mind it?" Korra sounded surprised.

"Why would I? I eat out a lot in My bedroom." Asami said in confusion, not realizing what she just said until Korra's eyes widened. 

"I-I just meant–" Asami started rambling, flustered. "I just meant take out! I didn't mean that I do… that a lot– this is so off topic, I just meant to say that I eat-food! I eat a lot of food in my bedroom. That's it."

"Gotcha." Korra mumbled, scratching the back of her neck. "I just thought– well, doesn't it make a bit of a mess?" She awkwardly asked. 

"And soccer can be messy too, so?" Asami shrugged, trying not to get annoyed. "When I know it can be cleaned later, and when it doesn't catch me completely off guard, it doesn't bother me as much."

Oh, okay, noted." Korra said. "So, no paint balloons I guess." She joked. 

Asami cracked a smile. "Maybe not the best idea." She answered.

The two of them grabbed their food and silverware, heading to Asami's bedroom. Asami sat on her bed and signaled Korra to sit beside her. Which she did with a flustered grin and a nervous chuckle. 

"So, um…" the southerner started, nervously playing with her food. "What did you want to talk about?"

Oh, yeah, that.

"I, um," Asami's gaze dropped to the ground, "I wanted to apologize."

"Apologize?" Korra sounded surprised.

"Well, yeah," Asami awkwardly laughed, "I've been talking to my therapist and I feel like I owe you an apology, for… Well, everything."

"Go on," Korra scratched her head in confusion. 

"Well…" Asami had no idea where to start from, "firstly, I think I need to tell you that I genuinely am sorry about the way I approached you that day and treated you after. I think the way I apologized to you originally didn't sound very sincere, but I really am sorry, in case you were wondering." 

"Apology accepted," Korra smiled at her warmly. "

"That's not the only thing I wanted to tell you," Asami continued, "I… um, I also want to apologize for the way I've been treating you those last couple of weeks."

"Well, that's understandable, you were pretty upset and for good reason too." Korra softly said. 

"I know it's understandable, but it doesn't make it okay," Asami answered, "I… it's really not easy to talk about…" she nervously said, looking away.

Suddenly, Korra took her hand, and Asami's heart fluttered. "It's okay, there's no rush," Korra told her, "I'm here to listen, take your time."

Asami could feel herself blushing as she tried avoiding those gorgeous blue eyes, but she could feel them on her, and she loved every moment of it.

"After I got my diagnosis, I had a bit of a mental breakdown," she admitted, "my mental health was just… really bad. I needed to blame someone, I needed a villian to my story so that I wouldn't feel so fucking awful. And it was just… so easy to blame you." 

"I get that," Korra nodded sadly.

"But it's more than that," she continued, "You might not know this, but… truthfully I  wasn't entirely mad at you because of what you did, but moreso because of the timing of what you did."

"Aha," Korra blinked a couple of times in confusion, "You see, this is the part where you lost me."

"This is gonna sound weird, but…" Asami breathed in to settle her nerves, "I guess… I always wanted us to be friends. Even when we were enemies. I just didn't think it was possible."

"Oh," Korra looked dumbstruck, "I always thought you hated me."

"You had a good reason to think that ," Asami assured her, "it just wasn't the case."

"I'm sorry, I had no idea," Korra genuinely said, "It really didn't look like it, but I'll admit that it may have just been in my head. After you beat me to team captain I sort of… resented you."

"Yeah, I figured it out already," Asami said bitterly. 

"But could you circle back to what you said about timining? I'm really confused." Korra scratched her head in confusion.

"Right, um, okay," this was so fucking weird. Everything about it was so awkward, and she wasn't at all used to talking to Korra, or anyone for that matter, so openly, "do you remember the last time we hung out before everything?"

Korra blinked. "Um, the day that my parents moved in next to your dad's house?" 

"Yeah, that day." Asami nodded. 

"And I broke into your house?" 

Asami laughed. "That's right." 

"Okay," Korra just seemed more and more confused, "What about that day?"

"Just think about it from my perspective," Asami tried explaining, "I really wanted us to be in good terms, and even though you really only came over to annoy me–" 

"That's… well, yeah, but–" 

"We had fun together," Asami softly said, disregarding Korra's interjection, "didn't we?"

"Yeah, we did," Korra smiled at her.

"And I was so hopeful," Asami played with her fingers nervously, "then… next time I saw you…" she trailed off. 

"Oh." Korra's entire face fell. "Asami, I'm–" 

"You seriously need to stop apologizing." Asami deadpanned.

"Sorry." Korra mumbled. 

"I'm not trying to make you feel guilty," Asami said, "this is not your fault, you didn't know and didn't feel the same way. I'm just trying to be transparent here as I am realizing now that by being mad at you for not wanting to be friends with me, I was stopping us from being friends, which is silly. So, I've been mean towards you for no good reason, and I'm sorry."

"Apology accepted," Korra immediately said, smiling at Asami, "thank you for saying that, I bet this isn't easy for you. But just so you know, I felt the same way."

At that, Asami's head snapped in her direction. "You did?" She asked in shock. About a million questions flooded her head. She did? So what the fuck was Korra trying to do there? Pick on her until they get along? What the hell?

"Sort of yeah," Korra explained, "in the beginning I really did hate you, but you are just too likable Y'know? And I kind of freaked out when I realized that we're getting closer, hence…" she gestured with her hand as if she was about to continue.

"Hence what?" Asami asked. 

"Hence the paint balloon situation," Korra finished off, "But I'm done with all of that shenanigans. I just want us to get along, be friends, if that's something you'd like."

"We could do that, we could be friends," Asami nodded in agreement. This really went better than expected, her therapist was right. Maybe she should… 

"So, in the name of transparency, I wanted to ask you something." Korra sat upright, placing her barely eaten take out box on Asami's bed. Which made Asami's eye twitch. 

Asami silently stood up and grabbed Korra's lunch, placing it on the wardrobe in the entrance of the room. "Now you can ask." She calmly said.

Korra shot her an apologetic smile. "Sorry, I didn't think about it." She said, "but um… I was just wondering, if you didn't hate me, why were you so rude when you came by my locker? "

"I already apologized and told you I didn't mean to," Asami answered in confusion. 

"And I'm not judging at all!" Korra was quick to clarify. "I just… I just wanted to know why it happened, that's it."

Asami couldn't help but hesitate. This was going really well, more than she expected it to go. But, when her therapist told her to talk more openly about her feelings, she didn't mean just this. She meant… admitting to Korra about her feelings. Maybe she was right, but Asami didn't know that she had the guts to make this move.

"I was just nervously rambling," Asami simplified, looking away, "I was nervous beforehand and the mess in your locker kind of caught me off guard. Um, no offense."

"But why would you be nervous to talk to me?" Korra clenched her eyebrows together in confusion. "If you just wanted to have a friendly chat, what was so nerve–racking about it? We were teammates after all."

Asami looked away, uncomfortable. Oh god, why was she asking so many questions? She did not have any response to this, and she really didn't want to lie when trying to make amends. She tried thinking of ways to change the subject, maybe distract Korra somehow? But Korra was set, she knew that. So, what if… what if she used this to test the waters? Test the Waters? See if the two of them could ever be… anything, or if she was just hung up on something that could never work.

"Truth is…" Asami said, gathering up every bit of courage she had in her to look Korra in the eyes. "I actually approached your locker to… um…  ask you out." 

Korra's eyes widened and her jaw dropped to the ground. She looked… horrified. Oh god, Asami just made a huge mistake. Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck! 

What now? She had to fix it, ASAP! 

"Asami, I–" 

"It's okay, it was a long time ago," Asami immediately cut her off with a fake smile, "It's probably for the best with our dads' situation anyways."

Okay so that is... Not exactly what she meant to say.

Korra's mouth closed and her expression turned completely unreadable. Asami had no idea if she bought her lie or not. She didn't want things to go down this way, but nothing ever truly went her way, despite what people think.

After a few moments, Korra let out a relieved laughter. "Yeah, I guess me and you is kind of an odd idea, huh?" She said, not meeting Asami's eyes. 

And Asami's heart just broke. She didn't blame Korra though, she wouldn't want herself either. Plus, she bought this rejection on herself. Stupid. 

"Yeah, it is." Asami quietly said.

After a few minutes of silence Korra stood up to grab her takeout box. "I kinda need to head home now," she said softly, "But thanks for having me, I feel a lot better after our conversation."

"Same." Asami lied.

"You can keep all of that takeout," Korra smiled at her. 

"Oh, I shouldn't–" Asami tried, but Korra immediately interjected. 

"I insist." Korra waved her off. "I have a lot of food. Seriously, you take it."

Usually Asami just wouldn't have it, but today, after everything, she just didn't have the fighting spirit any more. 

"Okay." She agreed, looking away. 

"I'll… see you in practice." Korra said. 

"Yeah, okay, bye." Korra awkwardly said before leaving. Asami knew she should see her out, but again, she didn't have it in her. 

And watching Korra leave again was… tourmanting. 


  Asami stood with her arms crossed, still half naked as she watched Korra get dressed. Not a word left her mouth, nada. Asami wasn't very sexualy experienced, but she did know one thing for sure– she needed aftercare. She needed someone to hold her tight and not leave her like everyone else does. She needed reassurance and to be taken care of, just for once. But her situation with Korra wasn't like this at all. 



  Because Korra always left. No matter what happens, Korra always leaves without even bothering to say goodbye. 



  And it wasn't even Korra's fault. That was the worst part. 



  Because Asami was the one to insult her first, Asami was the one who initiated this fucked up competittion of them. Korra had no reason to stop it, why should she? She's not the one getting hurt. She wasn't losing anything from this. Asami was the one who needed to put an end to it, but she couldn't and she didn't. This was on her. 



  "You ruined everything," she mumbled to herself when Korra left, closing her eyes shut to prevent tears from escaping, "You stupid bitch."


And in the present, Asami was still staring at the door where she last saw Korra, feeling all of the same feelings she had that day. 

"You stupid, stupid bitch." She managed to silently get out before she broke down. 

_________

Korra entered her dorm room feeling numb. Silently, she placed the Key in the bowl near the door, staring off into space. Kuvira's eyes were following her every move as she entered and sat on her bed, too stunned to speak. 

"Well? Kuvira impatiently urged. "What did she have to say?"

"I…" how could she even tell her what happened? She was so fucking upset and guilty. She had no time to process this, how can she admit it aloud? 

"I gotta say, I'm pretty surprised at how well Asami's taking everything," Kuvira continued, "like, people were too harsh on you, but she had a good reason to be upset and yet she's all giggly and smiley whenever you come by." Just then, Kuvira seemed to finally notice that Korra wasn't listening and tilted her head. "Well? What happened?" 

"I ruined everything Kuv." Korra said. "I literally ruined every chance I had with her."

"Oh, shit," Kuvira sat upright, "Are you okay?" 

Korra blinked. "No, Kuv, I'm not okay," she said, "I'm quite literally heart broken."

"Okay, Okay." Kuvira stood up from her bed and sat beside Korra, wrapping her arm around her. "Tell me everything."

Korra sniffled. "She wanted to make things right between us." She explained. 

"And?" Kuvira rubbed her shoulder soothingly. 

"And we did," Korra continued, "we both apologized and agreed on being friends. But then… she t–told me that…" she closed her eyes, trying to stabilize her shaking voice.

"Let it out K, let it all out…" Kuvira said softly. 

"She told me that… Before we started sleeping together, that day when she was so fucking rude to me, she had just been nervous b-because she's been meaning to ask me out." Korra managed to say. 

"Well, that's good isn't it?" Kuvira said, confused. 

"She said it was a long time ago, and she called it a bad idea." Korra finished off. 

"Oh." Kuvira's face fell. "I'm sorry."

"I missed my chance." Korra fell on her back. "And that's not even the worst thing about it. I literally used her for sex when she–" 

"Don't even go there." Kuvira sternly interjected. "You're always being too hard on yourself, you need to chill. Asami is a consenting adult, she knew exactly what she was doing. You did not use her more than she used you."

"She must've been so hurt." Korra said, her voice empty and monotonic. 

"That's her business. If she was getting hurt, it was her responsibility to tell you." Kuvira argued. "And the whole missing your chance thing? I'm not buying it. If she liked you back then, she can like you again in the future."

Korra smiled at her sadly. "You think so?"

"I know so." She confidently said. "Plus, you are the most stubborn individual I've ever met, you're not gonna give up so easily. Trust me, one of these days you and Sato are gonna be the hottest couple in college."

"I hope you're right."

  
Notes for the Chapter:
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8. Slumber Party ✂️


    
    Korra took her food tray to Asami's table, per usual. Today was the first big game, the one Korra was unfortunately not playing in. Still, she was excited for her team to win, and she by the very least wanted to wish Asami luck before it, but on her way to the open spot of the table, she saw that Asami was on her phone and accidentally glanced at it. What she saw shook her to her very core.

"You're on Tinder?" Korra tried smiling playfully through her dim mood.

"Holy shit!" Asami jumped from the surprise and her phone nearly fell, luckily she managed to catch it in time. "Korra, You scared the shit out of me!"

"Sorry, I just didn't even know you were dating again." Korra said, trying to mask her jealousy. I hate this, I hate this so much. "So I was surprised, that's all."

"Well..." Asami shifted uncomfortably in her seat. "I just thought I'd... Try getting myself out there. But like, where am I supposed to meet people, other than Tinder?" She shrugged.

Um, excuse me, but I'm literally RIGHT HERE. "Yeah, I get it." Korra somehow managed to not sound upset, "So... Anyone interesting?"

"No, and I don't really want to talk about it." Asami answered, looking away. "To be truthful, I don't even know if dating is a good idea for me right, I need to ask my therapist before I make any rash decisions on the matter."

"Oh, okay." Korra felt confused and annoyed. She had no right to feel so betrayed, she knew that, but emotions don't exactly think rationally, and so she felt really fucking betrayed. "If you don't know if it's a good idea, why are you already on Tinder?"

"Because I'm stressed." Asami exasperated. "Today is our first seasonal game with me as captain, what if I screw it up?"

"Hey, no," Korra immediately stood up to sit beside her, wrapping her arm around Asami and ignoring how electrifying the sensation was, "don't talk about my..." girlfriend? "...friend like that, I'll kick your ass."

"And I can't even rely on you!" Asami exclaimed, upset. "Did you have to get yourself benched? Asshole."

"You don't need me, you're awesome." Korra genuinely said. "Plus, you did great in your pre-seasonal games!"

"I know I know..." Asami sighed. "Thanks."

Korra beamed. "Any time."

They fell silent after that. Asami was playing with her food, while Korra just couldn't stop looking at Asami. It has been a while since the two were this close, and god, did Korra miss it. She was barely aware of how her hand was playing with Asami's soft locks, and the part of her that was aware, didn't have enough willpower to stop herself. Asami gave her the side eyes, confused, but still. Korra felt like she would rather die than stop.

"Um," somebody approached the table, "What is going on here, exactly?"

When Korra somehow managed to look away, she saw their teammate Opal. And boy, she did not seem happy. It made Korra so uncomfortable, that after several minutes of essentially spooning Asami, she managed to pull her arm away.

"Um," Korra mumbled, scratching the back of her neck awkwardly, "a conversation?"

"Since when are you two on speaking terms?" Opal asked, squinting her eyes in suspicion.

"Oh, fuck my life." Asami mumbled under her breath. "Opie, um, I need to tell you something."

"Are you guys dating or something?" Opal didn't seem to be too pleased about the idea, while all Korra could think about was 'I wish!'

"No, no. Nothing like that," Asami shook her head furiously, which hurt like a bitch, "we, uh, we made up."

"Seriously? After everything she did?" Opal asked, annoyed. "You deserve better, you know."

"Um." Korra interjected awkwardly. "I, um, I think I'm gonna go now..." She said, standing up.

"Don't go," Asami grabbed her arm, making her blush, "Opal is being totally unreasonable-"

"I'm really not." Opal deadpanned. "If I wanted to be unreasonable, I'd do something crazy. Like, throwing a paint balloon at you unprompted, for example." She gave Korra a death glare.

Korra laughed uncomfortably. "Low blow." She mumbled.

"Opal, seriously, I'm an adult, and I can make adult decision like forgiving someone. The whole... Paint balloon thing was a silly misunderstanding, there's no reason to overreact." Asami argued. "Just... Let me fight my own battles."

Opal rolled her eyes. "Fine." She said, sitting down. "But it doesn't mean I have to like it."

"I know, and I appreciate how much you care about me." Asami smiled at her friend, then turned back to Korra. "You can sit down now, war is over."

Awkwardly, Korra sat down. Opal just have her a death glare and turned to her food, and Asami didn't say anything else either. So they were all just... Sitting there, in awkward silence.

Then, their savior came. And who knew? It was their teammate, and Korra's replacement for the up and coming game; Ella. Korra didn't like Ella very much, she always felt like she resented Korra for playing her role, while she was benched for most of the games. But, right now, she could use anyone to break their awkward silence.

"Heyy cap," she grinned at Asami, "how are you feeling, excited?"

"Excited, nervous, stressed," Asami laughed awkwardly. "But it'll be fine."

"Duh! I gotcha, don't even worry about it." Ella waved her off, sitting down next to Opal. "We got this in the bag. Right Beifong two?"

She blinked. "Beifong Two?" She asked, annoyed.

"Anyway," Ella ignored her, "I wanted to run an idea by you. My parents are out of town and I thought we could maybe celebrate today's win at their place, what do you think?"

"Well, what if we lose?" Asami chuckled.

"We won't." Ella grinned. "But, it would still be good team building." She said.

"Well, when you're right you're right." Asami laughed. "Okay, let's do this."

"Perfect!" Ella exclaimed enthusiasticslly. "I'll be looking forward to seeing you two." She winked at Asami, then turned to Korra with a fake smile. "And unfortunately, you're invited as well." She told her.

"Jeez, way to make me feel wanted." Korra mumbled.

"Oh, Ella, c'mon." Asami scolded. "She's not that bad."

"Hey!" Korra pouted.

"Whatever, see you at the game." Ella shrugged. "Except you, Waters."

And with that, she left.

"Ignore her, she's just joking." Asami quite obviously lied.

"Sure, because how could anyone hate Korra?" Opal muttered.

But before anything else could be said, it was already time to head to class.


Thank god, the game went well.

Korra was watching from the stadium, and damn, Asami was killing it. Her playing style was completly different to Korra's, but it was obvious she was just as good as her.

When they won, Korra jumped over the fence and went to hug everyone on the team. Their first seasonal game! Even if she wasn't playing, it was still a huge deal.

So, Ella's house Party was a celebration Indeed, and it was great. Mostly because she got to be with Asami for the entire night, just the two of them. God, it was amazing hanging out with her, especially when she was sitting so close and could smell her. It might sound creepy, but Asami smelled fantastic.

But of course someone just had to interrupt their time together, right?

"Okay everyone!" Ella, the host, called out, snapping Korra out of her haze. "Wanna play a game?"

Asami snorted. "Like what, Truth of Dare? What are we, twelve?" She joked.

"Truth or Dare sounds like an awesome option, thank you cap." Ella said, disregarding Asami's latter comment. "You coming?"

Asami shrugged. "Team bonding is team bonding." She answered, elbowing Korra lightly. "C'mon, let's go."

Korra may have not been so eager to stop hanging out with Asami and go play a stupid game, but, Truth or Dare? She watched enough stupid teen movies to know what happens in this game, if she was lucky that is.

"I'll be there in a second, go ahead." Korra smiled at her, and as soon as Asami left she located Kuvira and basically jumped her, making her spit out her drink.

"You're fucking insane." Kuvira mumbled, coughing her lungs out.

"Listen, dude," Korra said under her breath, "You gotta come playing Truth or Dare with us."

"Ew, no thank you." Kuv said, making a gagging sound.

"Listen!" Korra urged. "I need you to Dare me to kiss Asami."

"Or, hear me out," Kuvira said with a fake smile, "Just kiss her."

"Nooo I can't! I need an excuse!" Korra said frantically. "Please? I'll buy you food, promise!"

"Ugh, fine," Kuvira rolled her eyes, "But just so you know, I think you're pathetic."

"I owe you one, seriously." Korra breathed out in relief, happily walking over to the circle that had formed. There wasn't any space right next to Asami anymore, so she sat besides Kuvira, who was still grumpy over having to participate.

"Okay, simple rules," Ella started, "ya'll have three options; Truth, Dare, and if you don't like the question slash Dare you got, drink." She smirked. "Everything is on the table, so if you wanna sleep with someone here, that's your chance."

Kuvira leaned in. "I gotcha." She whispered.

Korra blushed. "Don't push my luck." Not that she would've minded...

"Okay, I think sex is off the table Ella," Asami interjected, "But everything else sounds fine."

"Fine, lameo." Ella rolled her eyes. "So, kissing and giving head-"

"Ella!" Asami laughed.

"Joking," she defended herself, hands up in surrender, "anyways, spin the bottle cap."

Asami chuckled and learned to spin it. Unfortantly, it didn't land on her, Kuvira or Korra. It landed on two random teammates, who asked a random question and gave some random answer and it definetly wasn't intresting enough to listen to. This went on for a few more turns, until finally, it landed on Ella, the host.

"So, Asami, Truth or dare?" She asked with a smirk.

Oh, now it's interesting. Finally.

"Um, Truth?" Asami chuckled nervously.

"So, Asami, tell me," Ella learned forward, "anyone you like on the team?"

Opal rolled her eyes. "We really are twelve, I guess." She grumbled unhappily.

Asami squinted her eyes, maintaining eye contact with Ella for a few good seconds. Korra felt like she wasn't breathing from the anticipation.

Then, she took a shot.

"Figured as much," Ella said, winking.

Kuvira elbowed Korra. "I think Asami likes you." She whispered. "If she wasn't hiding a crush, why would she be taking this shot?"

"If she likes me, why would she say us dating is not a good idea?" Korra whispered right back.

"Uh, for the same reason she insulted you when she tried asking you out?" Kuvira rolled her eyes. "Boy, you are stupid."

"Hmm..." Korra tried thinking about it. Could it be? Was history just repeating itself?

Again, Korra was not really concentrated in the game, until it landed on Asami, which immediately caught Korra's attention. She hoped it would have anything to do with her, but unfortunetly she just dared Opal to eat a raw onion. Which was entertaining, but not relevant.

Then, it happened. Finally!

"Korra," Kuvira winked, "Truth or Dare?"

Ohhhhhh god, this was happening.

"Dare." She said, her throat dry.

"I Dare you to kiss Asami, on the mouth..." Kuv looked at her watch. "Twenty seconds."

Oh! Time limit! Smart!

Asami looked like she was struck by lightning.

"Excuse me, what?" Asami said, blushing.

"Yeah, Kuv. What the fuck?" Opal said, visibly upset. Korra took notice of that, maybe her initial intuition about Opal was correct...

"Do you know how much money I can get, taking a picture of Sato and Waters kissing?" Kuvira took her phone out. "I'm gonna be rich! You two, kiss."

"You absolutely cannot take a picture of us kissing." Korra said firmly.

"Fine, but you're kissing her." Kuvira continued. "Or you gotta take the shot, if you're a coward that is.

Asami blushed, Kuvira was laughing and Opal was fuming. Not exactly how Korra imagined kissing Asami, but that will do.

"Why would I take a shot?" She grinned. "I'm not lame. I got a dare, I do the dare."

"Asami can also decide to take a shot if she doesn't feel comfortable kissing you," Ella joined in.

"Obviously," Korra rolled her eyes, turning towards Asami, "so, what'cha gonna do?"

Asami blushed even harder and shifted uncomfortably. "Um," she said, hands fisting and grabbing the fabric of her pants, "well, I just took a shot not even five minutes ago, so I guess the responsible thing to do would be to kiss Korra." She then chuckled nervously. "I never thought I'd say that sentence. Weird."

Well, that's not what Korra was hoping to hear. Sure, she wanted to kiss Asami, but she wouldn't do it if Asami was uncomfortable in any way. To Korra, it didn't sound like Asami was necassersly okay with this, so she scooched over and sat next to Asami and leaned into her ear.

"I could also take a shot, if you're uncomfortable and just wanna wait an appropriate amount of time between shots." She whispered, unsure of what outcome she was hoping to get.

"I'm good," Asami replied under her breath.

"Are you sure?" Korra asked, worried.

"Yes, I'm sure." Asami assured her. "You have my full consent, I promise."

Korra breathed in deeply, trying to calm her nerves. It may have been just a dare, and she may have arranged it in advance, but somehow, her mind was absolutely convinced that this will determine the future of their relationship. Drowning away the anxiety, she cupped Asami's jaw and leaned in, watching Asami as her eyes fluttered shut. Everything seemed to go in slow motion the seconds before her lips touched Asami's. Her heart was racing, her palms were sweating, everyone was looking at them...

And then, it happened.

Korra had to stop herself from moaning in relief when she came in touch with Asami's lips, but dear god, how much she missed this. She missed how soft the other girl's lips were, she missed her flavored lipstick, the way she moved her lips against Korra... Actually, scratch that. Asami never moved her lips like that in any of their previous kisses, it was... Attentive, soft, and nothing like Korra was used to. Asami kissing roughly was a really good kisser, but Asami kissing softly? A whole new level. Korra was overjoyed. She was contemplating trying to kiss Asami with tongue, but before she could go for it, someone tapped on her shoulder.

"It's been way more twenty seconds," Opal said, annoyed, "if you wanna make out, please go get a fucking room."

Unhappily, Korra pulled away. "Oops, sorry." She faked a smile, upset that someone bothered them. "Guess I got lost in the moment a little bit." She turned to Asami, who was just staring at her, flustered. "You're a good kisser." She complemented Asami.

"Oh, uh, thanks." Asami said with an awkward smile. "Right back at ya."

Korra somehow managed to stop herself from giggling like a middle school fangirl and blushing like a tomato. Just barely.

And the game proceeded. Korra was eyeing Asami every once in a while, and saw that Asami was doing so as well. This was exciting, really really exciting. Maybe Asami did like her back? Or did she just find it odd? They kissed before, but they didn't really mention their history, nor did they admit it. For Korra, though it was technically recent history, it seemed ancient, and it felt like it wasn't even her but someone else entirely. Now, Korra didn't know what to think, she just hoped their recent kiss wouldn't bring up any bad memories from the past.

The game did get more interesting after Korra's dare. Some girls got dared to kiss, hit on, or flirt with other teammates. At some point one had to rank a few of the girls from best to worst kisser, and it was hilarious seeing Kuvira throw a fit over not being in first place. Still, Korra was too distracted to listen, until....

"Ella, Truth or Dare?" One of their teammates, Korra didn't notice who, had asked.

"Dare." Ella said, smirking.

"I dare you to kiss the hottest girl in the team."

"Pfft, easy." Ella waved her off, and before Korra could even comprehend the situation, she sat next to Asami. Korra's Asami. It caused Korra to tense up and grabbed Kuvira's arm so hard she let out a yelp of pain.

"Are you okay with it?" She asked Asami with a big smile.

Asami's eyes widened. "Wha... Me?" She pointed to herself, as if she wasn't convinced that Ella was truly talking to her. "You can't possibly think-"

"I don't even have a second option," Ella interjected, "Are you comfortable with me kissing you, or not?"

Korra looked at Asami, who was blushing harder than ever before, and she was angry. First of all, what the hell is this bitch Ella trying to prove? Second of all, what was Asami doing, blushing harder because of Ella? Ella was not that great. She was basically a wannabe Korra who was always benched because Korra was fucking awesome, and she wasn't even that much taller than Korra! She was fuming with anger and jealosy, and she did her best not to stare daggers at Asami, who wasn't even paying attention to her.

"I... I guess that's fine yeah," Asami nervously chuckled, "boy, it's a busy night for me huh?"

"I can arrange for it to be busier, if you want." Ella winked.

"Oh, I'm gonna murder her." Korra said under her breath.

"Stay Cool," Kuvira hissed back.

"Just the kiss for now, but we'll see." Asami flirted back.

Korra couldn't even watch when Ella learned to kiss her.

"Damn Sato, you really are a damn good kisser."

"You aren't too bad yourself."

Well, that definitely put a damper on Korra's mood. She was just staring at Asami, trying to read her mind. Maybe the person she was crushing on was actually Ella, and not Korra? How? Why? Ugh!

"Korra?"

As if Ella could beat Korra at anything. She would kick her smug ass...

"Dude, Korra." Kuvira elbowed her. "It's your turn."

Korra blinked, trying not to groan. "Um, Truth, I guess?"

"No man, we switched games." Kuvira chuckled. How long had she been in her thought? "Everyone is saying how many people they slept with, and who." She informed her. "And it's your turn."

Oh, um... Problem.

"I'm not gonna name drop anyone, that's not cool." Korra huffed out. "So I guess I'm just gonna take a shot."

"Nuh uh, no one gets out of this." Their goalkeeper, Jargala chimed in. "And you don't need to name them, just give us context."

"It's a stupid game." Korra said.

"It's team building, get over it." Ella shrugged.

Korra wasn't planning on complying, but then she noticed that for the first time since Ella and her kissed, Asami's eyes were on her. So, she did.

"Fine," Korra said, "my body count is four, if you must know. One boyfriend in highschool, two girlfriends in college, and one..." how could she name it, without giving away anything or offending Asami? Her eyes went to look at Asami, who was staring at her with an unreadable expression, and after a mere second of eye contact, Korra looked away."...Situationship."

"How vague." Jargala commented.

"Yes! No one broke my record!" Kuvira proudly said. "Five. All girls, all hookups except one."

Korra rolled her eyes. "You're such a fuckboy."

"Hey, every one of them knew what they were getting into." Kuvira shrugged. "No feelings were hurt, only good times guaranteed."

"Well, that was Beifong one," Ella changed the subject, "What about you, Beifong two?"

"I still don't get why she gets to be Beifong one," Opal huffed out unhappily, "she's adopted!"

"Which means that out of the two of us, I was the one our parents actually wanted." Kuvira grinned. "Go on, sis, tell us."

"Fine," Opal rolled her eyes, "three. All boyfriends."

"Well, that wasn't nearly as juicy as I was hoping," Ella chuckled, then moved to Asami, "What about you, hot stuff? That's ought to be interesting."

And Korra did her best to pretend like she wasn't interested as well, she stood up and got herself a beer, trying to look busy. Though, it was hard to do when Asami was practically transitioning into a tomato.

"Hard pass." She managed to say, just barely.

"C'mon cap," Ella encouraged, "everyone shared, it's fine."

"Or I could take another shot." Asami suggested nervously.

"No one is gonna judge you Sato, really." Kuvira said. "This is just for fun."

"Yeah, it's no big deal," Korra shrugged, "who cares?" She said, taking a sip out of her beer.

"Um, okay, so..." Asami played with her fingers nervously. "...Two."

And just like that, Korra spat out all of the beer she was drinking, nearly choking to death in the process.

"See? She's judging me!" Asami exclaimed, flustered.

"Ignore Korra, she's a fucking idiot." Kuvira slapped the back of Korra's head to snap her back to reality.

"I just..." Korra coughed up "I just-" I did the math, and that would mean you only ever slept with Mako and me, and I'm fucking confused. "-well, I guess I'm surprised since-'' I thought you were way more experienced than that, considering how amazing you are in bed. "Well, look at you! I thought your body count would be much higher is all." How did you have the confidence to come onto me at all? What the hell?

"Yeah well," Asami moved uncomfortably, "I didn't have a prom, and I was too young to be in frat parties when I was getting my first degree. And on my second degree... I don't know."

"Two?" Opal asked in confusion.

"Yes! God, only two! I get it!" Asami huffed out.

"That's not what I meant." Opal said. "Since when is it two? Who's the second one?"

"Oh, um...." Asami blushed, averting Korra's eyes. "Well, the first one was my ex boyfriend, and the second one was um... A situationship."

What the fuck. What the fuck! She seemed so fucking confidently whenever they hooked up, and she had never even slept with a girl previously? Was Korra really that turned on on their first time, that she missed Asami not having the faintest idea as to what she was doing? What the fuck!

"Two is perfectly reasonable," Ella chimed in, "and even if it wasn't, nobody but Korra-" she shot Korra a really nasty look, "would judge you." She finished off.

"Hey, I'm not judging her!" Asami had to know that, right? She knew why Korra was so confused about this, right?

"But," Ella ignored her, "if you're so worried about it... I can turn that two into a three."

"Murder." Korra hissed towards Kuvira.

"You're such a tease!" Asami nervously laughed.

"I'm really not." Ella replied playfully.

"How come you didn't tell me?" Opal asked, hurt.

"Oh, um, god." Asami buried her head in her palms. "I couldn't, it's... Complicated."

Well, Asami got that right, it was complicated.

"Excuse me, but I need another drink." Opal said, visibly angry.

"Same." Korra mumbled.

And just like that, the game was over.


Asami was really, really fucking drunk.

She had one hectic night. Never had she ever thought that she would get to kiss not only Korra, but Ella as well. Which was random as fuck, but also... Nice. It's been a while since anyone paid her that kind of attention, and Ella was pretty hot. She just didn't know what to make of everything.

And Korra... God, their kiss was so fucking good. She was completely thrown off by it... She still liked Korra, in fact, she liked Korra a lot. But that was never going to happen, right? Korra had made it pretty clear that she wasn't interested. Asami was probably just overreacting.

She was still so very dizzy, but she had to get back out there at some point and coarse Opal into not hating her. God, this was bad...

And by some magic, the moment Asami opened the door, there was Korra. Korra, with her stupid sleeveless crop top. As if it wasn't hot enough to have Korra's arms on display, now she had to resist her abs too? She had the faintest blush as well, indicating that she was about as drunk as Asami, and it was fucking adorable. What a bitch, she just had to be so fucking cute, right? Dammit!

"Sorry I held up the bathroom," Asami mumbled, flustered.

"No, it's okay," Korra scratched her head, "I was... Well, um, I was looking for you."

Asami raised an eyebrow. "Me?" She pointed to herself, confused.

"Yeah, um..." Korra stepped into the bathroom, closing the door behind her which made Asami very nervous. "You know I wasn't judging you before, right?" She nervously said. "When we were talking about our body counts?"

"Oh," well, that was a relief, "I didn't know, thank you for clarifying."

"Because I'm not judging you!" Korra nodded aggressively. "I was just surprised. You're sure you've never slept with a girl before me?" She asked.

Asami blushed. "I think I'd remember something like that." She mumbled, flustered.

"Just 'cause, you were um... Really fucking good." Korra said, embarrassed. "So, I was... Yeah."

Asami was blushing like crazy. This was the first time either of them acknowledged that they used to have sex, and she definetly was never expecting Korra to compliment her over how she was in bed. Dear god, she must be wasted...

"Thank you, I guess?" Asami nervously chuckled, averting her gaze. Truthfully, she never knew if she was any good on their first time. It became easier later, but she had no idea what she was doing and had to wing it. It wasn't like she could ask Korra for guidance...

"Y'know, my first time with a girl was a mess." Korra admitted. "I, uh... I'm pretty sure she faked it."

Asami laughed. "Don't worry, I promise I didn't fake it." Oh, god, she didn't actually say it, did she?

Korra laughed, blushing. "Same." She mumbled.

"Good to know," Asami nervously scratched the back of her neck.

This conversation really threw Asami back to their time together. She didn't miss the hate sex, but god... She missed the 'sex' part. Korra also seemed distracted, and through it could've just been the alcohol coursing through her veins, maybe... Korra felt the same way? Maybe she missed their time together, too? Despite what she told Asami the other day?

Asami was just contemplating whether or not she should ask Korra about it, or just straight up kiss her, when she felt it. She managed to forget how drunk she was, but when the wave of nausea hit her she suddenly remembered, and the only thing she managed to do was to collapse on the bathroom floor and puke her guts out into the bathroom. She must be looking so fucking hot right now, that's just great.

"Oh, shit." Korra said before sitting down next to her and holding her hair. "Okay, okay. It's okay, let it out." She gently rubbed her back.

"This is so embarrassing." Asami said after she finished emptying the contents of her stomach.

"It's fine. I promise, everything's fine." Korra assured her softly. "Let's get you back to your flat, okay?"

"Yeah, okay." Asami mumbled.

  







9. When Now Was A Little Late


    
    That was it. Korra was ready. 

Gone were the days where Korra would pine secretly from afar, silently hoping that a day would come and Asami would like her back. Fuck it. Either Asami liked her back, or she can learn to. Korra was done hiding her feelings from Asami. She was tormented constantly by not knowing if anything could ever happen between them and it needed to come to an end.

Except… it wasn't that easy. Now that Opal knew about them being in good terms, it seemed like she absolutely couldn’t leave them alone. She sat with them at lunch, if they'd hang out after hours, she'd tag along, even immediately after the classes the two shared she would pop out of nowhere to join them. Korra was getting annoyed, but Asami didn't even seem to notice, which was even more annoying than Opal herself. Every single time Korra was about to ask her out, this asshole would just appear and ruin the setting. 

Well… That was only half accurate. Truly, there were quite a few moments where Korra could've asked Asami out, but she chickened out. Maybe because Asami just flickered her hair in a way that made Korra's brain malfunction, or maybe they were in the locker room and Asami would all of a sudden take her shirt off to change, and Korra would almost fall to the ground... Sometimes, there was nothing in particular that would make Korra too nervous to go through with it, she just was. It's been a few days of this nonsense now, and Korra was getting frustrated with herself. She was a star soccer player! She was smart, funny and good looking. Asami had no reason to say no, she was a catch! 

Well the problem with that logic was that Asami was also all of those things, and she pretty much beat Korra at all of them, too. So, it didn't really help Korra feel any better. 

But, she had to do it. Its been… What? A week now? This was insane! She just had to get this part over with, so that whatever happens, at least she knows she tried. She needed to ask Asami out. 

And finally, it was the perfect moment to do just that. Opal was studying in the library, so Asami and her were alone at the dining table. No interruptions, no distractions, nothing. Nothing to set Korra off course, this was her moment to get the girl. 

But she waited for Asami to stop talking, while listening carefully to her words. Currently, Asami was complaining about the food on campus being horrible, which Korra agreed with. But, she was definitely talking a lot about this, and Korra had to wait for her to finish, in order to not be rude.

"...I just think the university here can afford to improve the food, even just slightly.“ Asami huffed out, finally getting to what seemed like a logical end  to the topic, or so Korra hoped. “What do you think?“ 

Oh! My turn! I got this. 

“I, um,“ Korra started, her leg nervously shaking, “I think that there are definitely better places to eat.“ Okay, she could use that. “Speaking of which…“ Korra trailed off, nervous. 

Asami blinked, curious. “...Yes?“ She asked, confused. 

Korra's breath came out in a shudder. Was it getting hot in there? “Well… I was thinking…“ her heartbeat definitely wasn't in the normal range, she had to get herself together. 

But just before she did that, someone placed their arm on their table next to Asami and leaned on it, and Korra was absolutely furious seeing who it was. 

“Heyyy cap, what's up?“ Ella grinned.

“Oh, hey Ella, how are you?“ Asami asked with a warm smile that did nothing to improve Korra's mood.

“I'm awesome, as always.“ She answered. “I was wondering if you had any plans tonight?“ 


  What? No! Korra was just about to–


“Um, no, I guess not,“ Asami answered, cutting Korra's train of thoughts, “why?“

“I thought we could go out,“ Ella shrugged, as if it was no big deal, “my treat.“


  This sly bitch… 


“When you say go out,“ Asami started, still confused, “you mean, like, as friends or as…“ 

Jesus, this girl had to be the most clueless creature on earth. What the fuck? 

“Oh, definitely not as friends.“ Ella laughed, making Asami blush. “I wanna take you out, y'know? We would totally be a hot ass couple.“

“Oh.“ For a second, Korra thought that Asami was gonna decline, given her reaction, but it only took her a second before she genuinely smiled at Ella, which boiled Korra's blood. “Sure, why not?“

“Sweet!“ Ella said, ecstatic. “I'll text you the details, see you tonight Sam's.“ 

“Yeah, see you tonight.“ Asami called after Ella as she waved goodbye and ran off. What a fucking prick this girl was, how could Asami even say yes to this annoying human being? Plus, she was super rude to Korra for no fucking reason.

“Wow.“ Korra breathed out, doing her best to mask her anger and frustration.

“I know, right?“ Asami chuckled, getting back to her food. “Who would've thought?“ 

“I guess I'm just surprised.“ Korra tried sounding chill, and thankfully Asami seemed not to notice how upset she truly was. “I thought you weren’t dating?“

“Yeah... I don’t know.“ Asami’s gaze dropped to the ground. “If I’m being completely truthful, I was… kind of hung up on someone when I said that, and I think I’m finally ready to move on.“ She informed Korra, still unable to look at her. “Ella had been nothing but nice to me, so why not?“ She then shrugged.

Korra felt like she had been punched in the face. Asami may have not said much, but what she was basically saying was that either she was previously hung up on Korra and now she missed her chance, or that she didn’t like Korra and wouldn’t ever consider her because unlike Ella, Korra wasn’t always nice to her. And even if neither applied, now that Asami said yes to Ella, Korra felt really hurt and angry. She couldn’t just ask her out a well, it was weird and uncomfortable, and Korra was way too angry right now. Angry at herself for waiting this long, angry at Ella for ruining their moment, and angry at Asami for accepting. She could not be here right now, she simply couldn’t.

“I gotta go.” Korra said bitterly, ignoring Asami’s confused expression and just got up and left, throwing away whatever food she had left over from lunch.

____________

Asami and Ella ended up having a great time together, which Asami didn’t necessarily predict. They didn’t do anything too fancy, they just went out for dinner, but Ella was funny and quite charming too. She was very much interested in Asami’s life and wanted to know more about it. It was a lovely date, really. Yet Asami wasn’t completely certain she was going to go on a second one, which was stupid of her. She had many arguments as to why she should be dating Ella, and only one puny reason as to why not. Ella was fun, cute and considerate. She was very upfront in general, and very honest as to how she felt towards Asami. She was sweet, she made sure to compliment Asami a whole lot as well as making sure that she was having a good time. As far as reasons to continue seeing Ella go, she had a ton. On the other side of the coin, the only reason she had to stop seeing Ella, was currently ignoring her texts. 

Honestly, Asami didn't know what was Korra's deal. At this point, she had no idea how to handle it as well. She felt pathetic even thinking about it. So what if Korra was ghosting her. Part of the idea of moving on from Korra would mean not overthinking every interaction that they shared. But, she was still overthinking any interaction that they had. She was sure it was nothing too serious, but it was pissing her off that while Asami deliberated on whether or not she was ready to give up on the idea of Korra and her, Korra decided that now was the perfect time to ghost her. It made her only pro Korra argument flimsy, leaving her more confused and a little hurt. Again, she was probably overthinking this, but still. It wasn't like Asami was flooding Korra's phone with messages too, she literally just asked her if she wanted to hang out since she was at her father's place for the weekend and knew that Korra was in the neighborhood too. Yet, no answer. Ugh. 

She was mildly annoyed. Well, very annoyed, but she still had a nice weekend. She spent some time with her father, and he let her know how therapy is going for him. The concept wasn't as foreign to him as it was for Asami, since he had a therapist after Asami's mother had passed. So did Asami, of course, but she barely had any recollection of it. He told her it was different, because at the time he chose a grief specialist for himself, while this time he elected someone who's speciality had to do with OCD. Good for him. She still wasn't used to the whole ordeal, and she didn't feel like it was helping her, but she went anyways. 

Other than that, and thanks to the fact that she finished all of her assignments before the weekend rillee around (as she usually did) she managed to have some alone time. She took a couple of runs to keep in shape, did a 'little' cleaning session of the entire house and her room in particular and with her leftover time she gave herself a little spa day. Now, she pretty much ran out of things to keep herself occupied, and was left alone with her thoughts. Some. People saw that as a good thing, Asami didn't. Being left alone with her thoughts meant she couldn't exactly ignore them. So she just became more and more anxious. About Korra, about Ella, about herself, or just anxious in general. Instead of trying to tackle her intrusive thoughts head on, Asami decided to take another run. So what if it was her third one that day? It was better than the alternative. 

And just as she finished her run and was approaching her father's house, suddenly he barged outside, almost giving Asami a heart attack. He didn't even notice her, he just angrily marched, crossing their lawn and heading to their neighbor's house, or in other words the Waters family. There, Tonraq was washing his car, and as Asami took out her earphones she could hear the very loud music playing. She cautiously stepped closer, listening as her father furiously approached Tonraq. 

"Waters." He snarled. "How many times do I have to tell you? Keep the music down!" 

"I'm sorry, is this bothering you?" Mr. Waters said in a teasing manner. "According to the law, you're only allowed to file noise complaints after eleven pm. You really should know this, Mr. Future prime minister." He mocked, seemingly pretty pleased with himself. 

"You're distributing the peace of this neighborhood." Asami's father replied. "You have old people, families and children trying to live their lives quietly and here you are, being absolutely disrespectful!"

"It seems that you are the only one who's bothered by my music." Tonraq was obviously getting heated up, by the way his grip on the water hose tightened. "So why don't you just leave me alone?" 

"Just because people don't approach you, it doesn't mean that it doesn't bother them." Hiroshi was basically fuming. "And can you turn off that goddamn hose while I'm speaking to you? You're wasting water, idiot."

"Who are you calling an idiot, idiot?" Tonraq was absolutely furious. And before Asami could react, he turned the hose to her dad in a fit of rage, splashing him with such a strong stream of water that he tripped backwards. Asami froze up for a second, her heart beating faster and faster as her dad and Tonraq started screaming at each other loudly. She recognized that tight feeling in her chest, it was anxiety. She was having a panic attack. 

Just then, probably due to the noise, Korra barged outside of her home and stood on the front porch, watching in confusion as both of their parents seemed like they were about to start throwing hands. And there Asami was basically unable to function, her breath became uneven, and she started to worry that she might act out if this isn't figured out soon, just like last time. 

So, desperate and afraid, she turned to Korra, hoping to help. She wasn't thinking at all, she just said the first words that came into her mind. 

"Korra. Tell your dad to stop." She called out to her. "Look at him! He's crazy!" 

Maybe that came out harsh, but in her defense, he was acting crazy. She was scared, confused and upset at Tonraq for acting so childish. But still, she knew immediately that this should have been phrased more gently, and the shift in Korra's expression confirmed that.

Korra was furious. She was so done with this bullshit. Was she supposed to just accept every mean, hurtful thing Asami said to her, and just forgive and forget? Why? In what world is that fair? When Korra fucked up, she learned from her mistakes and improved herself. But Asami? She just kept on making the same mistake over and over again, even after acknowledging that she was in the wrong, and expected to be forgiven because she was not in her right mind. Fuck that. 

She was mildly aware of the fact that her anger about the situation was extremly magnified because Asami chose Ella over her, but she didn't care. She was angry and she didn't care, she needed to get those feelings out, regardless of what said feelings were about.

"Excuse me?" Korra said, enraged. "He's crazy? Who the fuck do you think you are?" 

Asami's anxious gaze iterated between her and their fathers, who stopped fighting after noticing them. Eventually, her eyes landed on Korra and stayed there. "I… I…" She stuttered. 

"You what?"  Korra asked harshly, fumes basically coming out of her ears. "There's always something with you! You're never to blame for being a fucking dick, right?" 

Asami was absolutely stunned, too stunned to speak. She just continued to stare at Korra, saying nothing, looking half confused and half startled. It did nothing to calm Korra down, in fact, it made her angrier.

"Fuck you, Sato." She basically spat out, before turning to her father. "You. Inside." She commended harshly. "You're too good for this petty argument." 

Her father, who was still dumbfounded by her assertive outburst, quietly obeyed and followed her inside the house. The Sato's still staring at them as they did. 

Once she heard the door shut close, she clenched her fists in anger so hard that they started shaking. She had to fight tears of anger and frustration just for her father to not raise any questions as to why she's this upset. 

"Good job honey." Her father proudly said, clueless to Korra's real feelings on the matter. "You really showed them who's the boss!" He said with a quick chuckle.

At that, Korra couldn't keep it cool anymore. She turned around abruptly to face her father, face red with anger. As soon as they locked eyes, his expression changed from smug to what seemed to resemble a scared child that just broke his mother's favorite vase. 

"What the hell were you thinking?!" Korra yelled. "You can't go around having childish fights in broad day lights! Let alone be so immature to hose him like a goddamn maniac!" 

Once he snapped out of his initial shock, Korra's father had gotten just as angry as she was. 

"You don't get to raise your voice at me like that." He warned harshly. "I am still your dad."

"And what an example you provide." She said mockingly. "What if a journalist walked by? A reporter? Heck, any passerby with a phone could've walked by and that would've been it for you! Game fucking over!" 

"This is a closed neighborhood." Her dad insisted. "And even if it wasn't, my campaign is none of your business!"

"Whatever!" Korra waved him off, frustrated. "If you don't get elected because you're too busy being a fucking child, it's not my problem." she said and stormed out, walking upstairs and to her room. 

As soon as she got there, she took a deep breath, and finally she let herself cry. 

  







10. Cease The Ceasefire


    
    Asami breathed out to calm her nerves, which did nothing to help. After the events of the previous day, she knew she had to talk to Korra. It was a shitty situation, and it was definitely handled poorly by Asami, so she felt she needed to.

She closed her locker and headed towards Korra's, nervous. But even so, she assumed they would be able to have a decent conversation. It wouldn't be the first time they're in need of an open and sincere conversation, and it wouldn't be the first time Asami needed to apologize. But, this time she was planning to do it properly, and not let this drag out as she previously did. 

"Hey." Asami said, her fingers nervously tapping against the strip of her kitbag.

Korra turned to her halfway, expressionless. "What do you want?" She asked, her voice flat and monotonic. This did not sound like this conversation will go in Asami's way. 

"Well…" Asami started. "I wanted to apologize about yesterday."

"Aha," Korra replied, skeptical. "Go ahead."

"Oh, um… I guess that's it?" Asami nervously chuckled. "I'm really sorry, I shouldn't have talked about your dad like that, it was disrespectful and stupid."

"It was." Korra agreed, annoyed. 

"So… Yeah, I'm sorry." Asami's grip on her kitbag tightened. "Do you… Forgive me?" 

Korra pretty much just stared her down, before casually answering. 

"No." She flatly said. 

Asami blinked, the data slowly registering in her brain. "You don't?" She asked, confused and upset. 

"Am I obligated to?" Korra asked genuinely. 

Asami was pretty much in shock. "Well, I guess not… But–" 

"So then, if I'm not obligated to, I don't." She replied coldly. "Are we done here?" 

Asami kept silent for a couple of minutes, in shock. She waited for some sort of 'gotcha' from Korra, or for her to just laugh hysterically and admit she was joking, but it never came.

Asami swallowed audibly. She knew she fucked up, she knew she said something awfully hurtful, but what now? Is that really it? Is Korra just… Done with her for good?

"Is there anything I can do?" Asami asked, her voice a little weak. 

"You can think before you speak next time." Korra cynically suggested. 

"I mean if there is anything I can do now." Asami ignored her tone. "Is there anything that I can do now to make up for what I did?" 

Korra rolled her eyes. "No." She said harshly.

Asami blinked at her, feeling her heart shatter. She wanted to say something, but couldn't. She swallowed her words, she swallowed her tears, and just stared at Korra. Confused and hurt. 

In reaction, all that Korra had done was roll her eyes, again. "What?" She asked. "What did you think would happen? Did you really think I was going to forgive you, just like that? After the shit you put me through?" 

It took her a moment to connect the dots and realize what Korra was referring to. 

"That's not fair." Asami managed to say, her voice shaking. 

"Excuse me?" Korra took a step closer in a threatening manner. 

Asami swallowed audibly. "That's not fair. It's not a fair comparison." She somehow managed to say. 

"At least I learned from my mistake." Korra attacked. "You just keep making the same one over and over and over again!" 

"I-" There were a million things Asami could respond with, like how she was working on it in therapy, like how she acknowledged this and every other mistake she made, and the fact that thanks to Korra she was diagnosed with being crazy, but she froze up. She always freezes up, and it scared her. She hated this about herself, she hated how badly she reacted under pressure, and how likely she was to mess up if she spoke right now. Instead, she decided to shut the hell up. 

"What? The cat got your tongue? No comment?" Korra asked, annoyed. 

Thankfully, before she could worsen the situation by saying something idiotic, Opal stepped in between the two, separating them. 

"I think that's enough." Opal told Korra. "You're overreacting, get your shit together and calm down."

That did not seem to help, in fact, Korra seemed angrier at Opal's words. 

"What do you know?" She spat out. "Did you ever consider the fact that my anger is completely justified?" She asked sarcastically. "Or are you too busy shoving your nose where it does not belong?" 

Opal did not react badly, or at all. Instead, she turned to Kuvira. 

"Can you take control over your friend?" She asked, as if Korra was a child. 

"Why?" Kuvira crossed her arms, getting defensive. "She is right, you know."

"How can you think that?" Opal asked in disbelief. 

"Because she is?" Kuv said as if it was obvious. "Y'all are more than willing to forgive Asami for all of her million mistakes, but put Korra on the spot on every little thing she does. It's a little hypocritical, don't you think?" 

"How the hell do you call what she did a little mistake?" Now, Opal was fuming. "How can you even compare the two things?" 

"I'm not. I'm just saying that I would be frustrated too," Kuvira shrugged, "I'm not justifying what she did, but at least she only did it once."

That was enough for Asami, she couldn't be in that situation any longer. She took a couple of steps back and ran away, hoping no one saw her. She didn't want anyone to fend for her, she didn't want these useless comparisons and she didn't want to fight over this. She wanted to apologize to her friend, though they didn't seem to be all too friendly anymore. The worst part was that she really couldn't blame anyone, as it was all her fault. 

Asami needed some peace and quiet to think, so she went to room one-zero-seven. It was an empty office space on the first floor, and it was always abandoned. It was small, just large enough to populate one or two workers at once, but since it was so far away from the library no one knew about it and it stood empty. The funny thing was that she knew that place all thanks to Korra. Korra had introduced this place to her a while ago, as a good place to have sex in. Indeed, this was the most civil place they ever slept together in, other than Asami's apartment. So, it kind of became their spot. She hadn't visited there since, but this was a good place to calm her nerves. 

Asami sat on the floor. Yes, there were chairs in the room, but Asami felt that this was the best way to collect her thoughts. To her, it seemed like there was nothing more to do. She fucked up, and Korra told her there was nothing she could do about it. It hurt, but she believed Korra. She believed that Korra wouldn't just say something like that if she didn't mean it, and that there was truly nothing in the world Asami could do to make up for this.


  This sucked. 


Just as Korra and her were headed in a good direction, all of this happens? Asami was so frustrated with herself, so frustrated that she couldn't control her words, that she couldn't filter out her thoughts, or just simply think before she speaks. She hated how she was in therapy, presumably working on her faults, and even a couple of months in she had nothing to show for it. 

Thankfully, before she could sink into her darker thoughts, the door opened. 

This had literally never happened before, and so Asami froze up. She thought that it might be Korra, as no one else knew about this place. That triggered a memory of hers, one of many memories she tried very hard to push down those last couple of months. 


  The door cracked open, and in walked Korra. Her beautiful, sexy annoying arch nemesis Korra. No, she wasn't hers by any means, but sometimes it was hard not to see it this way. It was hard for her heart to continue beating whenever this beautiful idiot walked in. 



  However, as always, Asami managed to put on a facade, looking annoyed rather than enchanted. 



  "You're late." She said, tapping on her wrist watch. 



  Korra locked the door and shrugged. "I guess I just don't view your time as valuable." She wasted no time being sarcastic. 



  Asami rolled her eyes. "Is that why you're always late to practice?" She joked. 



  "If you wanna chit chat, you're more than willing to tap out," Korra suggested with a fake smile, "I'd be happy to stop wasting my time."



  "Nice try, dick." Asami replied.



  Korra sighed. "Let's get this over with." She muttered, before pushing Asami against the wall and starting to kiss her aggressively. Her jacket was gone in a matter of seconds, and so was Korra's shirt. Her own pants were next, and she couldn't help but blush at Korra's urgency. She was never quite able to read Korra, and why she was so quick when it came to removing Asami's clothing. It probably wasn't the reason, but Asami liked to pretend that it was since Korra was attracted to her, but it was just wishful thinking. 



  Pretty soon, every article of clothing they wore was torn away. Korra let her hands wander around Asami's naked form, and her hands rested on Asami's breasts for a few moments. She had to bite the inside of her cheek so that she wouldn't moan. 



  Korra took notice of that, and pulled back with a smirk. 



  "Oh, you like that?" She asked in a seductive tone. "Well, you're absolutely going to hate how good I'm gonna fuck you." 


The illusion that it may have been Korra walking in was completely shuttered when none other than Ella walked in. She was confused, and so was Asami. She wasn't aware that other people had knowledge of this place.

"What is this room?" Ella asked, confused. 

Oh, nevermind. 

"How did you get here?" Asami proceeded to ask. 

"I followed you here," Ella said, then her eyes widened as she saw Asami, "oh, shit, you're crying." 

"I am?" Asami asked in confusion, her hand going to her cheek. "Oh," she mumbled as soon as she felt the wetness of a trailing tear, "I guess I am."

"Hey," Ella sat down on the floor next to her, "don't listen to Korra, she's completely in the wrong here."

Asami half smiled. "She isn't, I did call her dad crazy." She admitted. 

"He probably is crazy, look at his daughter." Said Ella in response. 

"Nah. She's a good person." Asami shook her head. "You're too harsh on her." 

"She hurt you, more than once, so I can't really see it personally." Ella shrugged. 

Asami chuckled. Ella was sweet, but she was also wrong. Korra could be pretty mean, that's correct, but every mean thing she did was a response to Asami being mean beforehand. You couldn't place the blame just on Korra in any of that, since it was more of Asami's fault than anything.

But of course, Ella was sort of bribed. She liked Asami, they already knew that, and she didn't like Korra very much since Korra took her spot on the opening line up, so she was hardly objective on the matter. 

"Ella..." Asami trailed off, not knowing how to phrase it.

"All I know is that you've always been nice to everyone and she hasn't," Ella said with a soft smile, "and that's good enough for me."

"Ella…" Asami tried again. "I can't-"

"Can't what?" Ella asked. 

"I can't date you." Asami completed the thought.

Uncomfortable silence set among them, but Asami had no regrets. There was someone else, and she wasn't over that someone, even though they weren't even friends anymore. Ella was so good to her, it wasn't fair to lead her on like that. 

Ella blinked in confusion, not understanding the relevance of Asami’s statement and possibly a little surprised at her words. Asami immediately felt bad, fearing that it came out too harsh, but it was true. She never should’ve agreed to that date in the first place, she knew she still had feelings for Korra when she went out with Ella. At the time, she thought; fuck it. It wasn’t like Korra was lining up to date her, and she needed to move on. But it wasn’t fair to Ella, who had been nothing but kind to her. Asami moving on shouldn’t be at the expense of Ella, it wasn’t fair to her.

“Wow,” Ella managed to say after a while.

“I’m sorry,” Asami immediately said, “it has nothing to do with you, I swear. But… There’s someone else.”

“Wow,” Ella repeated, “I’m a little surprised. I mean, I didn’t know you liked Korra that much."

Asami wasn’t sure she heard that correctly, she tried to think what Ella could’ve said that sounded like ‘Korra’, but came up short. There was truly nothing she could think of that Ella may have said, other than her admitting to knowing about her and Asami. What the fuck?

“How did you know?” Asami asked, confused.

“Well, when you have two teammates avoiding eye contact when speaking of their past hookups,” Ella started, chuckling, “and then both of them disclose one of those as a ‘situationship’? Yeah, it was pretty obvious you two had a bit of a thing.” She said.

Asami stared at her, blushing from embarrassment. Oh, god, were they really that obvious? Who else figured it out? This was the worst thing that could happen to her, if this got out somehow…

“Does…” Asami gulped, nervous to hear the answer. ”Does the entire team know?”

“I don’t think so,” Ella shrugged, “I think I’d hear about it if anyone else figured it out.”

“Okay, so at least people are not talking about it,” Asami breathed out in relief, "my dad would kill me if it got out."

"I honestly don't get it," Ella said, "like, why her?" 

"I'm not going to explain it to you, since I am trying to move on." Asami replied. Though, answering that question would be very easy for her, it just wouldn't be the healthy thing to do. 

"Regardless, I already knew about it, and it's fine by me," Ella continued, "but if you need time, I get it. I can't promise I won't move on, but let me know if and when you're ready." 

Asami smiled weakly at her. "Thanks," she said, truly grateful that this conversation did not go south, "I think I'm ready to face the world now."

Ella smiled back, standing up and offering her a hand. "Let's go, princess."

_______________

Asami had a couple of days to sink deeper into a depression. She felt awful having to face Korra the next day after their fight, and Korra's snarky remarks definitely didn't help. Somehow, she managed to stay professional and disregard Korra and her harsh words, refusing to make the situation any worse. She knew her attitude pissed Korra off, but what was she supposed to do? She wasn't willing to go back to their rivalry, she prefered having no relationship with Korra at all. 

But, while this was the better option out of the two, it was still an awful option. She hated it, she hated having to basically ignore Korra, she hated not being able to just speak with her as she used to, and the guilt was eating her alive. She respected Korra and her request, which is why she didn't make more of an effort to apologize. If there was nothing she could do, then there was nothing she could do. Except for, of course, feeling bad about it. 

Asami was currently in therapy. Usually when in session, Asami did her best to share everything that has been going on in her life. She wanted to succeed in getting better, and sharing with her therapist was the way to do it, but not today. Today, Asami was quiet. She didn’t wanna share, she didn’t wanna talk, she didn’t want to think or speak of Korra. She was so frustrated, with herself in general, but more specifically; with therapy. She worked on herself for weeks, only for her to react exactly as she used to prior to getting diagnosed the moment she was panicking. So what was the point? She wanted to get better, but it didn’t seem to be happening, so why did she have to endure this?

“You’re being awfully quiet today,” her therapist commented.

Asami rolled her eyes. “Because I don’t see a point in speaking.” She informed her in a harsh tone.

Annoyingly, her therapist didn’t seem phased. She kept herself composed, not at all impressed by Asami’s small outburst. Her calm just annoyed Asami further. It may have been petty, but she was frustrated, and she wanted that frustration mirrored in the person that was supposed to fix her but ultimately was just a waste of money. 

“And what makes you say that?” She proceeded to ask.

“Because it’s not helping!” Asami snapped. “Because I’ve been at it for months now, I’ve been sharing and talking non stop from day one. Heck, I told you all about my mom and I never spoke about it with anyone! And I have nothing to show for it.”

“Nothing to show for it?” Her therapist asked curiously.

“Nothing. It didn’t work.” Asami answered, frustrated. “I did everything right and I’m still just as broken as I was before! What was the point of any of this?”

“What makes you feel like you’re broken?” Her therapist questioned.

“What do you mean? That’s literally why I’m here.” She answered, short tempered.

“I can see that you’re frustrated-“ she started, but Asami immediately interjected.

“Amazing. I’m so happy to see that your degree was useful.” Asami mocked.

“But I think that you have the false idea of what therapy is.” Still, her therapist wasn’t getting any more impatient, which was annoying. “This is not one of your classes, where you can do all of the homework and study hard at home and succeed. This process takes time.”

“But it’s. Not. Helping.” Asami exasperated. “None of this is helping!”

“It may be true,” the therapist replied, “but Asami, we’re still getting to know each other, and part of that is understanding what works for you and what you need out of me to be able to get better.”

“I need to know how to cope.” Asami answered firmly. “I can’t live in this world if I get a panic attack and act inappropriately every time the smallest thing happens!”

“And we can definitely work together on developing certain tools that will help you do that,” she said in response, “we can incorporate it into our sessions, but we still need to find the underlying problem. You of course don’t have to, but part of getting better is talking to me.”

“But I already told you everything about me.” Asami said slowly, as if she was talking to an idiot.

“No, you told me everything you know,” her therapist corrected, “there’s a difference.”

“How the hell am I supposed to tell you something I don’t even know?” Asami asked in annoyance.

“Well, you have to figure it out first.” She answered. “I can help you do that, if that’s what you want.”

Asami considered her options. On the one hand, she still thought her therapist was a brat. But, on the other hand, what choice did she have? She could keep being insistent about this, and basically never get better. Or she could do her best, and in the best case scenario she can get better, and in the worst case scenario she can blame it on someone else.

“Fine,” Asami gave in, “guide me, or whatever.”

“Well, I have a bit of a hard question,” Her therapist leaned backwards, “you’ve previously described to me how you face anxiety when you encounter, as you described it, a 'messy' situation. So my question is, do you feel like something bad might happen, or you don't know?"

"I don't know." Asami replied immediately. 

"Okay, so you feel anxious over the mess and that's it, that's completly okay." Her therapist said."What about your rituals?" 

"What about them?" The patient asked, confused.

"Well, why must you always apply your makeup the exact same way?" She asked. "What happens if you don't count all of the lamps in the room before you go to sleep? What then?" 

"I don't know. Something bad." Asami was a little distraught, not really understanding what was so important about any of this.

"So now it's something bad?" Her therapist asked. 

"Well, it's always something bad I guess." Asani said now, after having a minute to think about it.

"Like what?" Her therapist questioned. 

"Just… Something bad." Asami clenched her eyebrows trying to think about it. "Really, really bad. The worst."

"Do you have an example?" 

"Yes." What? No, she didn't. "I mean no. " or maybe she did? What is happening here? "I mean…" 

At this point, Asami's therapist sounded like a distant voice, as Asami was deep in thought. She had something in mind, she knew it, she was thinking about something, and thinking about it gave her the exact same feeling she always had, the same gut wrenching anxiety. She wasn't even aware of the fact that she was fearing something when having a panic attack, and being so shocked she couldn't word it at all. 

"Do you have something in mind?"

"Yes." Asami managed to say. "But I don't… I can't…" 

"It's okay, take your time," her therapist said calmly, "there's no rush, do it at your own pace."

"I don't know!" Asami snapped. "I don't know what might happen! Maybe someone can break into my house and kill me! I don't. Know."

Asami was heaving with anger, but her therapist said nothing. Slowly, Asami's anger faded, and she started to feel like something she said was somehow important. She just didn't know how and why. 

"Is there a reason as to why you gave that specific answer, Asami?" She asked Asami, who's anger was fading and turning into confusion instead. 

"It wasn't specific, it was a completely random example." Asami responded, denying what was told. "It's just the first thing that came to mind."

"I don't think it is, I think that it does hold meaning." Her therapist grabbed her notes and breezed through it. "I think that there's a reason as to why this example was the first thing you thought about."

"It was a general example, what kind of meaning could it possibly hold?" Asami tried to say that in a condecending way, but she truly couldn't. Her voice was small and shaking, and this came out more like an actual questions rather than anything else, like she was expecting her therapist to give an actual, acceptable answer.

But that was exactly what her therapist did.

"Asami, isn't this how your mother passed?" 

She felt like all of the air had been knocked out of her lounges. She could hardly think, breathe or talk. Asami was shocked, confused and upset. She never considered that her mother's death had affected her in such ways, and now… She didn't know. How did her therapist figure it out? How did she herself not know? What's next?

"Holy shit." Asami managed to say. 

Her therapist grabbed a tissue and handed it to Asami, who hadn't even realized that she was crying, then gave her a comforting smile. 

"That, Asami, is what we call a breakthrough," she informed Asami lightly, "let's get to work, okay?" 

  







11. Misplaced


    
    "How the hell do you call what she did a little mistake?" Opal asked, enraged. "How can you even compare the two things?" 

"I'm not. I'm just saying that I would be frustrated too," Kuvira shrugged in response, "I'm not justifying what she did, but at least she only did it once."

"That's exactly my point!" Korra exclaimed in anger. 

"I'm not saying that you can't be upset," Opal said to Korra, "I'm telling you to cool it and to not make stupid ass comparisons. Plus, being upset doesn't give you the right to start yelling in front of everyone."

"But it gave Asami the right to punch her?" Kuvira argued. 

Just then the two entered a yelling match, and Korra suddenly noticed that Asami was no longer in the room. What the fuck? When did she even leave? How did she slip out without anyone noticing?

"Whatever! This is stupid!" Korra yelled, stopping the sisters from arguing further. "I'm outta here. Fuck it."

With that, she stormed off. Just as she entered the hallway, she saw Asami leaving it. Somehow, watching Asami leave made her angry. How dare she walk away from Korra? From their fight? What, did Korra mean nothing to her? When Korra fucked up, she put all of the energy she had into making Asami forgive her, and Asami? She just leaves? 

Before she could dwell on it further, someone placed a hand on her shoulder. She almost swatted away, startled, before she saw it was only Kuvira. 

"Hey, calm down." her friend said, making Korra groan in annoyance. "It's just me."

"Kuv, tell me the truth," Korra said, her voice still laced with anger, "am I overreacting?" 

"No. She did call your dad crazy, after all. " Kuvira answered. 

Again, Korra groaned. "Don't let me get started on him! Asami may be rude, but she ain't wrong. This guy is fucking derranged!" 

"I'm sorry, I think I'm missing something," Kuvira now said, "he is crazy now?" 

"A goddamn maniac." Korra deadpanned. 

"What did he do?" Kuvira asked. 

"It's complicated." She answered, annoyed. Her dad was a public figure, which meant she couldn't exactly start the rumor of what happened. She hated it. "Just trust me, he's insane." 

"Well, you're still allowed to be upset," her friend continued to defend her, "she was still rude, and it wasn't the first time she acted this way."

"Right!" Korra agreed, then looked away. "...Except it's just barely about that."

"Then what is this about?" She asked, confused. 

Korra hesitated, looking around before pulling Kuvira outside to the playing field, checking the environment to make sure no one is out eavesdropping, before sighing. 

"Ella and Asami are going out." She admitted. 

Both of Kuvira's eyebrows jumped up in surprise. "Woah. Seriously?" She asked, confused. 

Korra nodded. "This asshole asked Asami out, when I was literally right there! And she agreed! In front of me!" 

"Well that's a bit of a dick move," Kuvira agreed, "you asked her out already, right?" 

Korra looked away, uncomfortable. "So, about that…" she mumbled, rubbing the back of her neck and refusing to meet Kuv's gaze. 

Kuvira slapped the back of Korra's head. "Idiot!" She seethed. 

"Ouch!" Korra exclaimed. 

"You blame Asami for picking Ella over you," Kuvira continued, "but you've never bothered to let her know that you were an option!" 

"I get it!" Korra shouted in frustration. "But it's too late now, so what's the point of scolding me?" 

"Listen, you still have every right to be upset at her for being rude," Kuvira said, "but, if I'm understanding this correctly, a lot of this is misplaced anger, right?" 

Korra sighed. "...Right." She unhappily admitted. 

"Okay, so go talk to her," Kuv shrugged, "apologize for yelling, she'll apologize for calling your dad crazy, and tell her how you feel. Worst case scenario you'll get a date out of this whole thing." 

Korra genuinely laughed, her anger slowly fading away. "Thanks," she said, "I feel a lot better."

"Don't sweat it," her friend waved her off, then elbowed her gently, "now go get your girl." 

Korra nodded and went back into the main building. She didn't know where exactly Asami went, just the general direction. So after leaving the hallway she followed her gut. She searched in a couple of different empty classrooms, some of which had turned out to be not so empty, and came up short. She was on her way to one of their other hiding places, when the door opened. 

From afar, Korra recognized Asami leaving the room, and breathed out in relief. There she was! Now they could both just have a calm, polite discussion over what happened and put that silliness behind them. 

She started walking towards Asami, but came to a halt as soon as she saw another figure leaving the room. Every drop of blood Korra had in her body boiled as Ella walked out. How could Asami do this to her? This was their place! Their room! How dare she bring anyone else in there? How dare this Ella girl take her Asami to their room! What were they even doing there? The thought of them together doing god knows what in their spot made Korra's fists clench so hard they started shaking. This was infuriating, if they were doing what Korra thought…

It was just then that Ella saw Korra, unlike Asami who either hadn't noticed her or ignored her entirely. Ella, started to walk over with a shit-eating grin and shook her head as if she was disappointed. As she reached Korra, she stopped, standing right next to her and placing a hand on her shoulder. 

"Regretful." Ella clicked her tongue. "But, hey, at least one of us got the girl. Gotta look at the bright side."

Korra's eyes widened with rage, as Ella just chuckled and walked away in the opposite direction to where Asami went. Korra could still see Asami from afar, which only angered her further. She would never take someone else to their room, ever! Who the hell did she think she was? Korra was sure as hell not about to beg this girl to date her now, this was… Betrayal.

"Traitor." Korra seethed towards Asami, before she walked away. 


 A couple of days had passed, and whoever looked at Korra only could mistake and think he entered a time machine, however, this was not at all the case with Asami. She was oddly immune to all of this, to every backhanded compliment, every insult… It all just went right through her head. She always had that blank stare whenever Korra tried getting to her, like she could not give less of a shit, and it drove the southern girl mad. 

No, she wasn't really proud of what she was doing, but she was so mad that she didn't even care. Every time she looked at Asami, her anger bubbled all over again, and words just instinctively came out of her mouth. Asami never reacted, so it didn't matter much. 

Except for that one time…

Korra rushed to practice since she was running late, only to reach the locker room and see everyone still there, sitting. 

Korra took out her earphones. "What are you guys doing?" She asked, confused. 

"Cap is late," their goalkeeper answered. 

"Late?" Korra asked in confusion. "Sato's never late."

"Well, she is today," Kuvira affirmed, "and the coach asked us to wait, so…"

"So, here we are, waiting," Ella said, chuckling. 

Korra hated to admit it, but she started to get worried. What if something happened to her? She knew Asami drove a motorcycle to school, which wasn't the safest thing to do… but she was just being paranoid, probably, or maybe she wasn't? 

"Did anyone hear from her?" Korra asked, trying not to sound worried. "Opal?" 

"What's it to you?" Opal asked, annoyed.

Before Korra could reply, Asami walked into the room. This calmed Korra's nerves, but as always, seeing Asami enraged her. 

"What?" Asami asked harshly. 

"Nothing, we were just waiting for you," Ella answered. 

"You have to wait for me? Can't you go running laps without me just this once?" She asked, dropping her workout bag next to her locker sloppily. 

Korra snorted. "Jee, if there was only someone here who was supposed to be in charge of the team…" She teased. "Oh, wait."

Asami glared at her. "Not in the mood." She answered, audibly annoyed.

Korra raised an eyebrow at her. This was the first reaction she managed to get out of Asami whatsoever, why now? Well, she supposed it didn't really matter, did it? 

"Well excuse me, princess." Korra chuckled. "Next time, I'll know not to expect you to do your job."

"Thanks." Asami said sarcastically. "No, really, thank you for being so damn childish, I feel so lucky to have you on my team." She said, surpassing Korra. 

"Don't look at me. If you can't do your job, you shouldn't apply." Korra simply shrugged. 

"Stop. Just stop." Asami exasperated. "I seriously can't deal with this right now."

"I'm not doing anything. You're just not suitable to be team captain, hun." Korra said in a condescending voice. "I'm merely stating facts, that's it."

This made Asami stop in place, and she looked behind her shoulder right at Korra, infuriated. 

"Fine." She said. "You do it."

Korra blinked, unsure if she heard that correctly. "What?" She asked, dumbfounded. 

"You want to be team captain so bad? Here!" In a swift movement, Asami tore her soccer shirt away and threw it at Korra, leaving Sato with only her sports bra. "I don't care anymore, so you can do it!"

Korra, completely by instinct, caught Asami's shirt. She looked at it, then at Asami, and turned so red she could feel her ears burning. She was absolutely speechless, both because of Asami's words and because Asami was topless. It was ridiculous, everyone changed clothes there all the time! Plus, she quite literally saw Asami naked numerous times before. Why was she reacting like this? Well, she knew why, but… Still.

Somehow, Korra managed to get her act together. "I don't need your favors!" She spluttered. 

"For once, this isn't about you. Be team captain, don't be team captain, I don't care." Asami replied, shrugging. "Opal can be team captain, Kuvira can be team captain, fucking anyone! I quit!" 

Then, Asami just left the room. Leaving her shirt and her bag behind, Korra was absolutely dumbstruck. She looked down at the shirt, which she was unknowingly clenching her fist around hard, like she was holding onto it for dear life. 

"Okay, what the fuck?" Opal was the first to speak after Sato left the room. 

"She isn't actually quitting, right?" their teammate, Ly, asked.

"I'll go talk to her, don't worry," Ella got up from the bench, "she'll come back in no time."

Somehow, that annoyed the shit out of Korra. "The fuck you are," she said, "I'll talk to her."

Ella snorted. "Right, you'll deescalate the situation, because you're great at that." She mocked. 

Korra's eyes narrowed in anger as Ella walked out. There was no way in hell she was letting Ella be the good guy in the end, she had to find Asami and fix it beforehand. 

"Tell coach that Asami asked to start without her," Korra said, distracted, "I'll come back in a couple of minutes."

"Waters, this is a bad idea." Opal said, though she didn’t sound like she was upset with her, for once. 

"I have to agree with Opal," Kuvira said, "this isn't about you, she said that directly. Just leave it alone." 

Korra didn't spare them a look or thought, she simply left the room. She didn't know where Asami had gone this time, but the first thing she did was check their room, or maybe it was Asami and Ella's room now. Ugh. She did her best not to think about it, but it was difficult. She couldn't help resenting Asami for introducing someone else to their room, especially mere minutes after having a fight with Korra. It hurt that she meant so little to Asami, while Asami meant so much to her. 

After checking some of the hidden spots she had shown Asami in the past, Korra still had yet to find Asami. She looked everywhere, but came up empty handed. Well, except for Asami's shirt, which she held on for her dear life. At some point, she found herself examining the piece of clothing, possibly out of boredom. Somehow, the white twenty two letters placed on the red fabric were so… Asami. Maybe because it was a symmetrical number, or because it was an even one, or both. Korra just felt that the shirt really resembled Asami somehow, and it of course didn't help that it smelled just like her. 

Not consciously Korra buried her face in the  fabric and took a deep breath through her nose. She had to get over this stupid crush, but a part of her was tempted to steal this shirt so she could always feel like she was with Asami. She was pathetic. How did she still like Asami after everything that went down? How unfair was that? Asami moved on, why couldn't she? 

She passed right by the basketball field, when she stopped in her tracks. She looked over, and was absolutely certain that this was Asami. What was she doing with the men's basketball team? 

Baffled, Korra entered the basketball court. She immediately saw Asami dribbling, and Mako standing next to her, occasionally nodding at Asami's words. Curiously, Korra stepped closer in an effort to hear what she was saying, but even when she was able to make out words and sounds, she still didn't get the context of what she was saying, which just left her less confused. 

"...And in the most traumatic way, too!" Asami told Mako, angry. "She couldn't go in any other way, right? She had to inflict mental illness onto everyone around her." She then made a free throw and scored. 

While Korra had no idea what Asami was talking about, Mako nodded in agreement as shejogged over to grab the basketball. "Trust me, I get it. It sucks." He said. 

"You're probably the only one who gets it." Asami huffed out, grabbing the ball and scoring again. "Literally the one person who can understand this."

"Trauma-besties." Mako joked. 

As she approached, suddenly Mako's brother Bolin jumped on her from behind, which made her yelp in surprise. 

"Hey!" He called out enthusiastically, smiling. "What are you doing here? I haven't seen you in, like, forever!" 

"Same. I forgot how crazy you are." Korra retorted, rubbing her now sore shoulder. 

The noise made both Asami and Mako turn her way, and Asami groaned in annoyance as she saw Korra. Korra was just as annoyed, for all the regular stuff

"What now?" She asked, annoyed. 

"You switched sports?" Korra asked flatly. 

"Sure looks like it," Asami nodded, dribbling.

"You can't just do that," Korra said, crossing her arms. 

Asami shrugged. "Why not?" She questioned. "I'm tall." She then gave her argument, before tossing the basketball again, this time missing the net by an inch. "Shit!"

"She's not switching sports, we're just talking," Mako assured, "although, she's pretty good."

"Once an athlete, always an athlete." Asami huffed out, catching the basketball and throwing it to Korra. "Think fast!"

Somehow, Korra managed to catch the ball with only one hand, the other hand still holding Asami's shirt. She shot Asami a confused look, and in response she merely nudged her head towards the net, signaling Korra to throw. She attempted, but having only one hand made this attempt a pretty pathetic one, and the ball fell a few good inches away from the basket. 

"Oof, weak blow." Asami commented. 

"Because I'm not a basketball player." Korra answered, annoyed. "And neither are you, can we go back to soccer already?" 

"Why?" Asami asked. "This is what you wanted, isn't it?" 

This is absolutely not what Korra wanted. Maybe initially, yes. But Asami was a good team captain, and a good team player. Not having her on the team would be a huge setback. She was only trying to get under Asami's skin, that's it. She didn't want any of this, and she definitely didn't think that she could be team captain with her chronic being-late condition. Plus, she was still working through her feelings to get over Asami, and she was not there yet. 

But, how could she possibly phrase that, without Asami realizing how much she means to Korra?

So, she decided on saying nothing. Instead, she just walked towards Asami, quietly handing her the shirt that she was still holding. Asami examined her curiously, grabbing the shirt carefully and putting it on, her expression skeptical. 

"Why are you even here? What do you want?" Asami asked, her eyes narrowed in suspicion. 

"Yeah Korra, what are you doing here?" Bolin asked. 

"What do you care?" Korra asked him, short tempered. 

Bolin raised his hands to surrender. "Just curious." He defended himself, signaling Asami to pass the basketball to him, and so she did. 

"I can't be team captain." Korra said. 

"What?" Asami asked, confused. "So what have you been complaining about all these months?"

Korra found that a little insulting, but she opted not to react. Instead she pretended to not have heard that question. "I can't be team captain, I'm literally always late to practice." She explained. "So you gotta do it, let's go back."

"What about literally anyone else on the team?" Asami brushed Korra's excuse off. "Literally anyone but me."

"Well…" Korra had to think fast for a reason, not wanting Asami to think for a second that she may care or something. "They suck at soccer." She concluded. 

Asami gaped at her. "That's not true." She immediately defended. "Everyone on the team is a decent player!" 

"Decent, good, even great." Korra agreed. "Just not as good as we are, and I'll be damned if the team captain is the lesser player."

"Holy shit." Asami said, a mischievous smile starting to appear on her face. "Waters, did you just call me a good player?" 

Korra snorted, annoyed. "You are a player, I'll give you that." She mumbled, once again thinking about the whole Asami-Ella situation.

"What?" She then asked, baffled. 

"Nothing." Korra hurried to say. "Let's just go." 

Confused, Asami nodded in agreement, and the two of them started heading for the exit, when Bolin stopped Asami and nodded in response. She took his phone, typed something and continued walking with Korra, who now was just as confused as Asami was just a couple of minutes ago. 

"What did he want?" She asked. 

Asami shrugged. "He has a thing for Opie," she informed. 

"Seriously?" Korra was surprised to say the least. "Does he know she's gay?" She asked. 

Asami snorted. "She's not gay, she just plays soccer." She rationalized. 

Korra was not convinced, having her own suspicions about Opal, but she said nothing. If Opal truly had feelings for Asami, maybe she just wasn't out to Asami just yet. Of course, Korra could be wrong, but she found it to be very unlikely. 

The rest of their walk back to the soccer field had been silent, and Korra was grateful for that fact. She knew that she was the one starting shit recently, but she really did not have the energy for another snappy, heated argument. What was the point of it, anyway? As long as Asami and Ella were an item, there was no resolution. Korra would continue to be mad, Asami would continue to think this was about Tonaraq, and everything would stay the same. 

As the two walked into the locker room, only two people remained there. Opal and Ella. They were discussing something unknown, though Korra assumed Asami was their subject. That's because as soon as they walked in, Opal who noticed her first signaled Ella that they walked into the room, and Ella stopped talking and looked at Asami with a shit-eating grin. 

"There you are!" She said, making Korra roll her eyes. "I couldn't find you anywhere!" 

"She joined the men's basketball team." Korra informed flatly. 

"Really?" Ella raised an amused eyebrow at Asami. "Why?" 

Again, Asami shrugged. "I'm tall." She provided the same excuse she did last time. 

"Fair enough," Ella chuckled, wrapping her arm around Asami's waist, infuriating Korra. "I'm happy you came back though." She said. 

"Thanks," Asami simply responded. 

Ella turned halfway-around and locked eyes with Korra, who was furious, and behind the team's captain back she brought her hand to her face, pointing two fingers onto her eyes and then at Korra, signaling that she was watching her. In response, Korra mimicked the movement in the most grotesque, ridiculous way she could fathom. That reaction made both Ella and Opal give her a weird look, but soon after Ella and Asami walked out of the locker room and into the playing field.

"They are kind of a weird pair, aren't they?" Korra mused out loud, giving Opal a questioning look. 

"Ella and Asami?" Opal seemed confused by the statement. 

"Yeah." Now Korra was confused, was Opal unaware of their relationship? 

"I guess," she shrugged, "it's just kind of random how close they have gotten."

"Exactly." Korra agreed, folding her arms. 

After that, Opal simply walked 

away from their odd conversation, following Asami to the playing field. And upset as she was, Korra did the same. 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          And yes, that was a zelda refererence

        








12. Sabotage


    
    Asami really needed her peace and quiet now. She had been going to therapy twice a week per her therapist's advice, and they began working through her 'trauma' as well as finding certain methods to help her cope with her anxiety. She was beginning to realize how helpful being in therapy is, but it was exhausting for her. After previously talking about it in therapy so much, she could really use a break from Korra and her estranged relationship. It let her focus on working through the death of her mom, and the way it affected her father, herself and their whole family dynamic. She got more in touch with Mako and Bolin as a result, as they lost their parents at a young age too. Korra did her best to ignore her recently, so with Korra being mostly un-present in her life, she managed to dedicate more time to herself and tackle what she was going through head on. That, until their team's dynamic took a turn to the worst.

Asami had no idea what it was about, but something was going on between Korra and Ella. Sure, they never really got along, but all of a sudden they really had it out for each other. Seriously, it reminded her of when Korra and her were sleeping together. For a moment it had Asami questioning if Ella and Korra were doing it secretly, before coming to her senses. She tried asking Kuvira about it, but she claimed it wasn't her business and it was up to Asami to figure it out. Luckily, They managed to get away with their dynamic shift during seasonal games, since Ella wasn't on the starting lineup, and if she was put into the game it was usually to replace Korra. However, during practice the two were a nightmare to deal with. It honestly made Asami be more sympathetic to the people who had to deal with her and Korra's nonsense a while ago. 

If she paired them on the same team, neither of them would ever pass to any of the other team members and just try to one up each other. If she put them on opposite teams, they would constantly tackle each other harshly. She approached both Korra and Ella about it, but Korra obviously shrugged it off without even listening and Ella said she'd do her best, but proceeded to do nothing and blame it on Korra's behavior. It was exhausting to deal with, even the coach stepping in did nothing to help. 

Asami decided to skip class, as she began to feel extremely nervous about their up and coming practice. She learned from her therapist that sometimes taking a break is necessary to reset your mental state and calm yourself down. She also learned, by herself, that sitting outside really helped her do so. So, she skipped class and headed to the playing field early, sitting on the grass and thinking. Obviously, she had to put Ella and Korra on opposite teams, that way everyone else still got to practice, but she knew it wouldn't end well. At some point, one of them was bound to get injured. Granted, that would solve her issue regarding them playing together, but it didn't mean that this was what she wanted. Being a team captain was complicated, why did coach Beifong even assign this role to her? This should've gone to someone with more leadership skills. Someone like… 

Just then, someone placed a hand on her shoulder, causing her to jump in surprise a little. 

"Hey," Ella said, raising her eyebrow, "you good?" 

Asami blinked, glancing at her watch to see that, indeed, it was time for their practice. So, Asami had been sitting in the playing field for more than an hour. Time sure does fly when you're stressed. 

"Yeah, I'm fine," Asami answered, "just… Anxious."

"What," her friend kneeled down to face her, "about me and Miss anger-issues?" 

Asami snorted at the nickname. "Shut up." She said, frowning slightly. "You're not helping." The captain scolded. 

"Sorry," Ella gave her a half smile. 

"I just don't get it, what happened?" She asked. "How did things between you two get this bad?" 

"Sami, things had never been good between us," Ella reminded, chuckling, "I'm her sub, obviously our relationship ought to be strained."

"Untrue," Asami argued, "I get along great with my sub!" 

"Well, who wouldn’t want to be your sub?" Ella replied,in all honesty,  her tone was slightly more flirtatious than Asami would’ve liked, but she decided not to mention it.

“Give me a break,” the team’s captain half groaned.

Her friend shrugged it off, grinning. “Don’t even worry about Waters, okay?” She changed the subject. “I’ll do my best to handle her. It’ll be fine, I promise.”

With that, Ella stood up and offered her hand to Asami, as their teammates had begun entering the playing field from the locker room. Asami sighed, taking this chance to breathe in heavily from her nose, then out of her mouth. Then, she took Ella’s hand and allowed Ella to help her out. “Fine.” She grumbled. “As long as you promise.”

“As you wish.” Her teammate said, winking.

From Afar, Korra stood and watched Ella and Asami’s interaction, trying to decipher it. No, she had no idea what it was that they were talking about, but she didn’t like it. Of course, it may have had nothing to do with the interaction itself, and everything to do with that snake spreading her venom onto Korra’s secret crush, but it didn't matter. Watching those two doing couple-y things was so, so hurtful, especially with Ella being such an awful human being. Even if Korra didn’t have feelings for Asami, other than platonic ones, she would still absolutely hate their relationship, but having romantic feelings towards Asami definitely made it harder to deal with.

Soon, the two marched back to the main field, where the rest of the team was gathering. Korra couldn’t even look at Asami as coach and her went over the plan’s for that day's practice. Since they had a game soon, their practice was supposed to be pretty chill. Warmup, stretch, play and go over techniques, then stretch again. Those practices were Korra’s personal favorite, until recently. Now, going to practice was almost too hard for her to bear. She absolutely despised seeing Ella in practice, and having her taunt Korra constantly both in and outside of it. She had no idea how Asami was so blind to the true colors of the girl she was dating, but now that they weren't even friends it wasn't her place to step in. So, she was just doing her best to contain her anger. 

Asami continued to talk about practice, but Korra had stopped listening after Asami gave away their team division. Great, another tackle-filled practice for them. How could her day get any better?

Soon enough, the stretches and warmup were done with, and even though Ella did her best to get on Korra's nerves, she managed to contain her frustration and not snap. They then started playing, and Ella was up her ass. Thankfully, Korra was faster than that prick, so she managed to get away from her and her insistence of tackling her. Well, she wasn't exactly innocent in this situation, she also did her best to block Ella in a not so friendly way, but Ella was much, much worse. 

At the end, all of Korra's very mild and delicant self control went down the drain in less then a second. 

Korra had the ball. She started passing the defenders and was pretty successful at it before suddenly falling sideways. She could feel the bruising near her knee and begged to god she wasn't injured. She heard the whistle, and didn't even need to look to know who was the asshole that tackled her from behind like a wild animal. 

"That's a red card." Coach Beifong yelled from the sidelines. “Watch it Húndàn!"

"Eh, she'll walk it off." Ella said from behind her, offering Korr a hand to help her up. "Unfortunately." She added under her breath. Not loud enough for anyone else to hear, but Korra. 

With a glare, Korra rose up on her own, ignoring the sharp pain in her leg. Then, she went ahead and pushed Ella. Not hard enough for her to fall, but definitely hard enough to make her stumble. 

"What the hell is your problem?!" She demanded, fists clenched. 

"Break it off, girls!" Coach's voice came in once more, but both ignored it. 

"My problem?" Ella scoffed. "It's just a game man, shit happens."

"Fuck that." Korra said, stepping threateningly to Ella's space. "You stay the hell away from me!" 

Annoyingly, the other girl chuckled. "Or what?" She asked. 

Korra was one snarky remark away from punching her smug face away, before two hands placed on both Ella and Korra forcibly tore them apart. She assumed the coach would be the one to step in to break the two off, but surprisingly it was Asami that had gotten there first. 

"You." She told Korra, her murderous glare making the southerner gulp audibly. "Sidebar. Now." 

Ella laughed. "Someone's in trouble." she taunted. 

Asami snapped around. "Oh, I'm not done with you. Just you wait." She threatened, wiping away Ella's smug smile. "Everyone else; play!" 

No one dared to argue, and they all went back to practice. Asami walked off the playing field, silently fuming. Korra was close behind, preparing for the worst yelling match of her life. As soon as they left the hearing range, Asami turned to her, pinching the bridge of her nose and sighing. 

"Well?" She asked, sounding hopeless. 

"Well what?" Korra asked harshly, folding her arms. 

"Well, what the hell is going on with you and Ella?" Asami asked, though her tone wasn't angry or blaming, but a lot calmer than Korra had expected out of their team captain. 

"What?" She asked, baffled.

“What is going on between you two?” Asami repeated herself. “Did you fight? Are you competing for something?” 

“What?” Korra said once more in complete and utter confusion. 

“Did she do something? Did you do something?” Asami exasperated. Korra did her best to focus on her words, but that prick Ella decided to show up behind Asami. Far enough so that Asami wouldn’t notice her, but close enough for Korra to see Húndàn flipping her off. "Why the fuck are you two even fighting? Why won't she tell me? Is she the issue?" Asami then stopped, waiting for an answer.

Korra frowned. “She isn’t the problem.” she emphasized, glaring at her substitute as discreetly as possible. “She is a problem, but not the problem.” She then continued, silently hinting at Asami.

Asami squared her jaw, seemingly catching onto Korra’s hidden jab. “What does any of this have to do with me?” She asked, and though she did her best to conceal it, Korra could hear her hurt and frustration reflected in her tone.

However, it didn’t make Korra any more sympathetic, it just annoyed her that Asami was playing dumb. Like, wasn't it obvious why Korra hated her girlfriend? Does the word jealosy mean nothing to her? "I don't know, you tell me." She said, shrugging. 

Asami kept quiet for the next couple of seconds, while Ella behind her made a face and walked away. Korra resisted the urge to make a face at her, fearing that Asami will catch that. Thankfully, she didn't have to resist for long because Asami finally spoke again.

"If you want to hate me, do that." Asami said, her face expressionless. "Take it out on me, I can handle it. Do not take it out on teammates that did absolutely nothing to you." she sternly said. "If you ever hurt my team I will kill you myself. Got it? Leave her be!"

Korra snorted, not at all impressed with Asami's threat. "if she leaves me-" and you, "-alone, I'll happily stay away from that jerk. It takes two, you know." the teammate completed with a shrug, doing her best to not pear behind Asami's shoulder and look at Ella.

"Trust me, I'm aware." Asami said, fuming, before suddenly doing a complete one-eighty and turning arohnf. "You!" She called, startling Ella and Korra as one. "You are not as sneaky as you think you are." 

Ella half grinned, visibly nervous. "Can't blame a girl for trying, right?" She asked, trying to weasel her way out of it.

"Oh, I absolutely can." Asami said, and Korra could basically see the smoke coming out of her ears as she walked over to Ella and grabbed her by the collar of her shirt, dragging her away. 

She tried resisting it, she really did, but it was no use. She was too curious to know what Asami was saying to that parasite. From afar, Ella looked defensive, while Asami seemed to be tearing her a new one. Thankfully, the two were standing at a not very strategic spot, as Korra could easily hide at the court's benches, a place besides them that was covered up enough so that she'd go unnoticed. So, ignoring the pain in her leg, she sneaked past the players on field, making sure Ella wasn't following her movements as she did so. Slowly, as she inched closer to the two, their voices became clearer.

“-Is that your way of handling the situation? You promised!” She heard Asami harshly, yet discreetly say. Well, not discreetly enough, obviously.

“I said I would do my best, and I did. It’s not my fault that she’s impossible to get along with.”

“Liar.” Korra huffed under her breath. Yes, she was snarky towards Ella, but she wasn’t the one to start shit, at least that time she wasn’t.

"You could've just let the rest of your team handle her." Asami rightfully scolded. "You would never pull this stunt in a real game, you're not stupid. You know damn well it's an immediate red card."

"If she was anywhere near the goalie-" Ella tried defending herself, but was immediately interjected by Asami. 

"She wasn't! She wasn't even on your side of the field!" Asami exclaimed. "That was completely uncalled for!" 

"There was a time where you would've done the exact same thing." Húndàn huffed out. 

This did not seem to impress their team captain at all. "Yeah, and I'm in therapy, " Asami replied sternly, "so that I wouldn't react like a goddamn maniac!" 

Ella sighed heavily, and the two of them fell into an uncomfortable silence. Korra, who couldn't see them, felt as if the tension could be cut with a knife. After what seemed like forever, the silence was broken by Ella. 

"Look, I'm sorry, okay?" She told Asami softly. "I wasn't thinking straight , and I didn't think about how it would affect you or anyone for that matter. I'll handle this, okay? I promise."

"Your promises mean nothing." Asami scoffed. “You already promised that, what changed?”

“Again, I promised I’ll do my best that time,” she replied, “this time it’ll be enough. I assure you, you’ll never have to worry about her again.”

As if she was ever doing her best. Every step of the way, Ella threw oil on the fire to help escalate the situation. So, what the hell was she going on about? What was she going to do differently, be nice? Sure, as if she couldn’t do that beforehand. How couldn’t Asami see that Ella was a prick? Why the hell were they still together?

“Fine.” Their team captain huffed out. “But you better make good on that promise!”

“Oh, trust me, I fully intend on fulfilling it.” Ella said, sounding almost annoyed for some reason. "I'm handling it, don't you worry."

Korra didn't like the sound of that, she didn’t like that  one bit. What  was Ella planning? She didn’t have the slightest clue to that, but she had a hunch it would  but knowing her it couldn't be good. 


Ah, the oh so-persistent pent-up anxiety. How fun.

For the second time that day, Asami found herself almost too anxious to function. She already texted her therapist, and was trying to see if they could squeeze in a session the next day, as she felt like it was the most responsible decision to be made. She also texted Mako to see if he could hang out, but unfortunately her friend hadn’t responded yet.

So, there she was, cleaning up her apartment. Much like sitting outside, cleaning helped her distress. The events of that day just made her more and more anxious for their up-and-coming game, and while Ella swore up and down that she would handle it, Asami couldn't help but stress. She had this sinking feeling that something was off. 

Two hours into her cleaning session, she heard a knock on the door. This caught her by surprise, as she hadn't invited anyone over. Carefully, she set aside the drying mop and opened the door suspiciously. 

"Ella?" She asked, surprised to see her and slightly confused as to how she knew where Asami lived. 

Ella raised one finger, as if to signal 'just a moment' and with her free hand searched for something in her handbag. Soon, she pulled a chocolate bar from it and handed it to Asami. 

"To make up for today?" She said with half a smile. 

Asami took it, narrowing her eyes in suspicion. "How did you know where I live?" She questioned, confused.

Her teammate chuckled. "Asked Beifong two, she gave me your address." She said casually. "So… Can I come in?" 

That's when it happened. All of Asami's thoughts were completely interrupted by one, extremely graphic and violent… Sexual thought. About Ella. She almost felt like her mind was being stabbed with that image, like she was attacked with it. It left her wide eyed just staring at the person in front of her, confused. 

"Um… Asami?" Ella tried getting her attention back, but for no use. 

This wasn't the first time something like this happened, but it has been a while. The last time she could recall was… Well, Korra. Was this what she wanted? She wasn't… Violent, or at least she didn't think so. But, did she want to sleep with Ella? Why would she have this sort of thought otherwise? 

"Asami?" Ella asked again, and this time, Asami managed to lock eyes with her, her heart pounding in her ears. 

"Ella." She breathed out. 

"Yes?" She asked, looking as confused as Asami felt. 

Slowly, Asami placed the chocolate bar on the stand, hesitant. "Let me preface this by saying that I don't want to take advantage of you." Asami began, nervous. 

Her teammate blinked, baffled. "Okay?" She said, more so asking rather than answering. 

"I also want to make it clear that I'm not interested in a romantic relationship right now," she continued, struggling to meet Ella's eyes, "and that even as team captain I do not have any authority to punish you if you say no. And even if I could, I would never do something like that. So, you absolutely can say no." She continued. 

"Asami, what are you talking about?" Ella asked, finally having enough of not understanding what's going on.

Asami didn't say a thing, she just gave Ella a meaningful glare. She didn't get it at first, and Asami could see the exact moment realization hit her, and her eyes widened. 

"Oh." She mumbled, surprised. 

"Yes." Asami said. "Am I being clear enough?" 

"Yeah." Ella replied, her eyes still wide. 

"Okay." Asami's heart began beating faster, though she didn’t know if it was anxiety or excitement causing it. "And you have to tell me if you're uncomfortable or… anything. I'm not going to hurt you." She said, mostly to convince herself, fearing that what she saw in her mind meant she was in any way dangerous. "Do I have your consent?" Her voice was slightly quievring at this point, but she managed to cover it up.

"Absolutely." was the reply she got. 

Without further ado, the team's captain grabbed the other girl's shirt and kissed her fiercely.

Immediately, something felt off, but she hoped that feeling would disappear as they go, because she wouldn't back off now. 
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13. Euphoria


    
    “Seriously, what’s wrong?” Opal persisted, still following Asami to the locker room since the game was in a few hours or so, and Asami seriously could not deal with it at the moment. She had to get her shit together before they’re playing.

“Nothing, Opie.” She tiredly replied, “Nothing’s wrong, I’m just tired.”

Today was their game, and Asami had to admit that it was convenient to have a star player like Korra to lean on, since she wasn't in the right headspace for it at all. She spent the last couple of practices avoiding Ella, and fleeing the scene as soon as possible to avoid any awkward interactions. Opal pressed on the matter, but Asami felt as if she physically couldn't tell her. In fact, she felt sick to her stomach just from thinking about the situation. As soon as Ella left her apartment that day, Asami started feeling really, really ashamed and disgusted with herself. She couldn’t face Ella, or anyone for that matter, she just felt like crawling into her apartment and never ever leaving.

She didn’t get it. This was what she wanted, right? So why was she feeling this way?

“I know that you’re lying to me.” Her friend responded, and though her tone was assertive, it was obvious to Asami that she was just worried about her wellbeing.

"Don't worry about it," Asami waved her off, avoiding eye contact. She then attempted to enter the locker room, but was blocked by Opal. She tried bypassing her, but her friend was one step ahead. 

"What's going on with you?" Opal asked, visibly worried. "I never see you anymore, and even when I do, you seem… Off." She said, sounding worried. "You can talk to me, you know."

Asami hesitated. Had she really been pulling away that much? She could've sworn that she hung out with Opal in the last…wait… Oh.

"I know, I'm sorry," Asami replied, "I'm just… Really going through it lately."

"I get that, and I'm here for you," Opal assured, "I just want to help. I miss my friend, the friend that used to talk to me about stuff." She hald

"You're right," the team's captain sighed, "I haven't been the best friend lately, and I'm really sorry, but I don't have the mental capacity to open up that Pandora's box just now. Can we meet up after the game and talk?" She pleaded.

At that, Opal smiled softly. "Sure thing, buddy." She said, finally letting Asami into the locker room. 

Asami was hoping to be the first to get there, but unfortunately Ella got there first. The first thing Asami thought upon seeing Ella's grim expression was 'oh boy', but soon she realized that her shameful one-night-stand wasn't even looking at her. 

And not even a second later, she herself noticed why Ella seemed so upset, and the shock made her drop the duffle bag she had been holding.

Her heart rate began picking up, blurring out the sounds around her. She could just barely hear Opal’s audible gasp as she entered the room.

Holy shit.

Even though they had practice just last night, and they left the room in good condition, somehow it was no longer the case. The entire room was completely vandalized. Every locker, every wall, was almost completely covered in spray paint. She couldn't even find one inch in the room that had stayed clean, besides the ceiling. It was horrifying and impressive at the same time, as Asami had no idea how anyone was able to pull something like this off. The more she looked at it, the more her anxiety fed off it, and she could feel her heart rate picking up. 

However, she did her best to keep her cool. The last thing she wanted was another freakout for people to remember her by. So, she gently placed her hand on Opal’s shoulder, clearing her throat. 

"I uh…" She hoped her voice wasn't quivering, but she couldn't tell. "I'll be right back. I'll... Get the coach."

She tried calmly walking away, but admittedly she hurried outside. Well, it was more like she bolted outside, and since she wasn't very aware of her surroundings, she ended up almost running face first into- you guessed it- Korra. How can her day get any better?

The embarrassing thing was, that Korra managed to catch her before she tackled her. And she didn't even look mad, if Asami didn't know any better she'd think Korra was actually worried about her or something. 

"Sami? Are you okay?" She managed to hear Korra say, holding onto her shoulders. Her voice sounding vague like she was standing five feet apart from her rather than inches away. 

Even though Asami heard the words, she was too scared of herself reply. She knew for a fact that she wasn't in the best headspace right now. The last times she allowed herself to talk back to Korra in this state of mind... It did not end well. Inside, she pulled out one of the methods her therapist suggested. 

"Five things I can touch." She muttered, looking around somewhat frantically. 

Korra blinked, confused and still very much holding Asami by her shoulders. "What?" She asked. 

"Five things I can touch." Asami replied, as if it was supposed to explain it all. 

"Oh… cool." Korra said, letting go of Asami, eyeing her in complete confusion.. 

Asami stepped back, placing her hand gently on the wooden frame. "Door frame." She mumbled, sliding it over to the concrete next to it. "Wall." She said, turning back to Korra, hesitant. "Is counting both the door frame and the wall considered cheating?" She asked, mulling it over. 

"Oh, um…" Korra rubbed the back of her neck, obviously having no idea as to what's going on. "They're different materials, so it's legal in my book." She concluded, blinking as if she was asking whether or not her answer was correct.

"Makes sense." Asami nodded, crouching down. "Floor." She noted loudly to herself, trying to ignore her teammates eyes glued to her. "Hair." She said, bringing a hand to take a fist-full of her dark curls. "And…" 

She looked around, searching for the fifth and final thing to touch. As she rose up, she noticed Korra stepping closer bashfully, which caught her attention for a moment.

She cleared her throat, grabbing her shirt from its end and looking away. "Shirt?" She suggested in a monotone voice. 

Hesitantly, Asami took the hem of the shirt in her hand, feeling the jersy’s cloth. “Shirt.” She agreed, thankful that she was far too anxious to feel embarrassed.

After a couple of uncomfortable seconds, Asami let go of Korra’s shirt and cleared her throat. “Sorry you had to see that.” She looked away. Surprisingly, it really did help her to calm down. Whether it was because Asami liked completing tasks, listing things or just because it was a blissful distraction, it really helped her to manage her anxiety. Of course, it wasn’t a magic pill, she was still very much triggered, but it helped a bit which was better than nothing.

“See what? I don’t even know what I saw.” Was Korra’s confused reply.

“Doesn’t matter. Thanks for the help.” Asami changed the subject as soon as she could. “I uh… I need to go get coach Beifong, you should go in, just… brace yourself.” She suggested nervously.

She could see that Korra was still baffled, but she didn’t feel like elaborating. She just somewhat awkwardly patted Korra’s shoulder in encouragement and walked away to Lin Beifong’s office. Nervously, she knocked on the door, hoping that their coach was in a good mood today, as opposed to… every day.

As soon as she heard Lin's approval for her to go in, she did, doing her best to appear casual and not at all freaked out. 

"Sato, what are you doing here?" She asked, confused. “I was just about to get to the field.”

“Yeah, so…” Asami searched for words. “We have a bit of a situation in the locker room… It would be easier to just show you.”

"What?" Lin asked, confused. 

"Just… Follow me." Asami said, turning around and walking away and starting to walk over to the locker room. She used that time, with their coach silently following her, to mentally prepare herself. She wasn't thrilled to go back to that absolute wreck of a room, but she knew she could do this. 

Coming into the locker room was surreal. By the time Asami had gotten coach Beifong, everyone from their team had already gotten there, and were all equally mortified. Lin was fuming, her entire face turned red with anger the moment she stepped into that cursed room. 

"Who. Did. This?" Their coach barked at them, startling those who hadn't noticed the two come in.

"We don't know." Kuvira was the one to answer, her arms crossed.

"This was probably the other team, right?" Korra suggested, sitting on one of the stools. 

"No signs of break-in, " Lin shook her head, "And they don't have a key. This is someone on the inside."

"What? No way." Asami argued, surprised by the accusation. "There's no chance that someone on this team did this."

"It doesn't sound likely," Opal agreed, "what would someone's motivation even be?" 

"I have to agree." their goalkeeper, Jargala, joined in. "Why would someone in our team try to sabotage our game?" 

"I just find it hard to believe someone in here can be responsible for this." Asami explained to their coach.

"I don't." Ella said bitterly. 

At that, every single person in this room turned to face her with a questioning look. Ella seemed absolutely furious, like she was going to kill someone. Asami had seen a lot in her life, but had never seen her be so upset, it was unraveling.

"What?" Jargala asked, confused. "How so?" 

Ella scoffed. "Oh come on!" She called out. "This has Korra written all over it!" 

Asami took a step back, shocked at the sudden alligation, especially as it was so ridiculous. Why in hell would Korra do something like this? Asami would've believed that anyone else in the entire world was responsible, before she would think of Korra comitting this crime.

The accused, did not take a moment to react, she jumped up on her feet, fists clenched in anger. "What?!" She exclaimed. 

"You're crazy!" Kuvira yelled, angry. 

"Ella, what the fuck?" Sato asked, confused. "This is absolutely ridiculous, Korra wouldn't do something like this." 

"Um, hello? She already did!" Ella exclaimed angrily. "Or did y'all forget the mess she made last time?"

Remembering the last incident, Asami turned red with embarrassment. But, she persisted. "But, she wouldn't do that again," she then turned to Korra, who was staring at her in confusion, "right?" She asked. 

Korra shook herself back to reality. "Right." She agreed. "I would never." She emphasized the last word, shooting an angry glare at Ella. "Never." She repeated, streching each syllable to get her point accross. 

At that, Ella simply snorted. "That was believable," she sarcastically said, "she didn't do it, and I'm straight. Are y'all blind?" 

"She's right," coach Beifong said with a grim expression, much to everyone's surprise, "we can't say that it wasn't Korra with complete confidence." She explained to the rest of the team. Korra looked at Kuvira frantically, like she was rightfully looking for protection, which Kuv provided.

"We also can't definitively say that it wasn't a giant pink elephant, so?" Kuvira answered. "This could be anyone!"

"I'll tell you who it most definitely wasn't," Lin said with a stern expression, "a giant pink elephant."

Kuvira squared her jaw. "You missed the point." She said sternly. 

"No, I didn't, your point is stupid." Their coach said flatly. "She has a record, which makes her prime suspect. Ask any detective."

"Fuck the police!" Kuvira exclaimed in frustration. 

"I'm sorry kid," Lin turned to Korra, "but I can't let you play today."

Asami's jaw dropped.

Korra's eyes widened. "Are you fucking serious?" She asked in complete shock. 

"Woah, that seems like a bit much." Opal stepped in. "We don't know if she even did it!" 

"We don't know that she didn't." Coach Beifong argued. 

"What happened to 'innocent until proven guilty'?" Asami demanded.

"This isn't a democracy, Sato." The coach turned to face her, glaring. "Whoever did this did thousands in damages! This person will most definitely be expelled! This is a serious matter!"

"But it wasn't necessarily Korra," Jargala said, "It could've been literally anyone else."

Their coach sighed, turning to face Korra. "I'm sorry, kid." She said again. "But it's out of my hands." 

Korra fell back on the stool in defeat, staring at the floor. Asami couldn't imagine what was going through her mind at the moment, and she didn't dare to ask. Kuvira, with a stern expression, grabbed her sister and went to talk with her outside. Lin Beifong sighed and began silently examining the damage around the room. This boiled Asami's blood, and she angrily followed her, fists clenched. 

“You can’t just suspend Waters mere hours before the game!” She said, discreetly yet harshly. “At the very least let her play this time so that we can prep for the next game!” 

“I’m not talking to you about this, Sato.” Their coach replied flatly. "This decision is final."  

"You're punishing the entire team, and for what?" Asami continued. "For something she didn't even do? Or at the very least, for something you have zero proff that she had anything to do with?

Beifong simply scoffed, not giving an answer. Asami was just about to go off on her again, when someone grabbed her arm. 

"We want to talk to you," she said with a serious expression. 

"We? Who's we?" Asami asked in confusion, but she didn't get any spoken answer. Instead, Opal began dragging her outside, until they reached Kuvira, who had her arms crossed. Then, finally, Opal let Asami go. 

"This wasn't Korra." Kuvira said sternly. 

Asami blinked at her. "I agree," she said, baffled. 

"No, you don't get it." Kuvira shook her head. "She was a wreck after the first time, there's no way she'd do that again. I find it more likely that you did it rather than her." She said matter of factly. 

"Woah." Asami was slightly angry at the accusation. "This wasn't me!" 

"We know," Opal assured, "but I have to agree with Kuv, there's no way Korra did this."

"You don't even like Korra, what makes you so sure?" Asami asked Opal. 

Her friend shrugged. "I don't like her as a person, but she's still my teammate, it's different." She explained. "Plus, the timelines make no sense. Kuvira was with her for the entirety of last night, when would she even do this?" 

"Okay, great, so we have an alibi." the captain said. "Tell coach and let's get ready for the game!" 

Kuvira shook her head. "You don't get it," she said grimly, "the coach has to punish someone for this. We need to find a better suspect than Korra."

"We think it's Ella." Opal added. 

Asami took a step back. "What?" She asked, shocked. "Why would Ella do something like this?" 

"Probably revenge on Korra for what she did to you," Opal suggested, "or just because she hates Waters. There are millions of motives that Húndàn could have that come to mind, weres Korra really only has one that doesn't make a lot of sense."

"What, Korra's motive is that she hates me?" Asami asked. 

"Bingo." 

"What?" Kuvira interjected, confused. "Korra doesn't hate you."

"Uh, yeah, she so obviously does," Opal turned to Kuv. 

"Can we not get into this right now?" Asami asked, desperate. "It's giving me a headache. Just tell me, what do we do about Ella, then? 

"She has a combination lock on her locker," Kuvira explained, "and for some reason, Opie has this idea that you'll be able to pick it."

"I've never done anything like that," Their team captain said in surprise, turning to her friend, "what makes you think I could do this?" she asked Opal. 

"You also never solved a rubix cube until I gave our brother's unsolved one," Opie recalled, "and how long did it take you to solve it?" She asked Asami, waiting for an answer.

Asami scratched her head, trying to remember the incident. "Roughly ten minutes?" She guessed. 

"Two minutes." Opal corrected. 

"Oh," Asami was pleasantly surprised with herself, "well that's not too bad."

"So, can you pick it?" Kuvira urgently asked. "We'll distract Ella."

"I don't know," Asami honestly said, "I can try."

The two sisters looked at each other and nodded in unison. "Let's do this." Kuvira said sternly. 

The two of them entered the locker room together, with Asami close behind. Upon entering, Kuvira dragged Ella into a heated argument about Korra, while Opal basically kept on lookout. Asami gave her friend a hesitated look, and Opal nodded in assurance as a response. So, Asami quietly made her way to what she knew as Ella's locker, discreetly passing by the bench Korra was sitting on staring at the floor. Shortly after, she reached the locker and started examining the lock. She turned it in her hand as much as possible, studying its weight and sketching out the possible mechanisms in her mind. 

Eventually, she came to the conclusion that if she pulled on it, she could hear said mechanisms working. So, she tried testing her theory, applying pressure while turning the numbers. At first, nothing was happening, until she figured that one of the number wheels had more resistance than others, and decided to focus on that one. Eventually, she heard a slightly louder click, and smiled to herself. 

She grinned to herself. "Bingo." She said under her breath. 

She repeated the process with the remaining three wheels, and lo and behold, the lock snapped open. At least her engineering degree was useful for something even when her dad was making her get a second one in politics. But, man, Those locks were way less safe than Asami would've thought…

Taking a deep breath and bracing herself, Asami opened the locker. However, nothing in the world could've prepared her for that sight. Piles on piles of spray paint cans were flooding the entire locker, not even leaving room for Ella's uniform, which was absent. Slowly, Asami picked up one of the cans, finding it empty. She turned it in her hand, trying to somehow find a better explanation to what it was. However, there was nothing in the world that could explain it. Nothing, but her 'friend'. 

In confidence, she marched to where Kuvira and Ella were arguing, and waved the can in front of the two. 

"Care to explain what this is?" Asami asked Ella with a murderous glare. 

"Oh shit, you actually found something?" Kuvira said in complete awe. "Awesome!"

"That, looks like a spray can," Ella pointed at it, with such calm that Asami could almost believe that she didn't know what it had to do with her, "I'm guessing you found Korra's stash."

"Right," Asami said cynically, "and why was Korra's stash inside your locker?" 

"You went through my locker?" Ella seemed to get angrier. "You really shouldn't have done that." 

"How could you do this?" Asami demanded. "How could you sabotage our game and then blame it on Korra? What is wrong with you?" 

"I didn't do anything!" Ella argued.

"Your locker was locked, Ella, why?" Her hands were clenched so roughl  that she caused a dent in the spray can she was holding. "This isn't planted evidence!"

"How do you know?" Húndàn huffed out.

"Too many things point to you, dude." Opal stepped in with her arms crossed. "You were the first one here."

"First one to cast the blame," Kuvira added, fuming, "and on Korra of all people, the person here you hate most on this team."

"And the spray cans were in your fucking locker!" Asami exclaimed. "Why?" 

"I didn't do anything." Ella insisted. 

"Bullshit!" Asami yelled, her face red with anger. "I know this was you! Just fucking admit it!" 

"You know what?" Ella finally snapped. "What if I did do it? Why does she get to sleep in and be late to every goddamn practice and still be on the starting line-up every single time? What if for once I got to play? Would the world fucking end?" 

Ella's half assed excuse really pissed off Asami, and she practically saw red by the end of it. Her fists were clenched so hard, that the spray can in her hand was completely crushed, to the point that the metal cut her hand slightly, but she didn't even notice that. She was furious with Ella, who made it so much worse for herself just now. 

"You wanna be on the starting line-up instead of Korra so badly?" Asami asked cynically. "Then work harder and beat her to it! Fuck your lazy ass, and fuck your excuses! You don't get to ruin somebody just because you're not as good as them!" 

And with that, she angrily marched back to their coach, to fill her in.

Korra didn’t know when it was that the yelling match between Asami and Ella had begun, she wasn’t that focused after their coach announced that yet again Korra was suspended, except this time it wasn’t her fault. She couldn’t really think past that, and everything around her felt blurry, like she was in a different reality looking in. She felt too fuzzy to even wonder why Asami cared so much if Korra played or not. It was almost as though she wasn’t sober enough to comprehend anything, except she made a point to not drink the day before the game and have a decent night’s rest, as she always did. How stupid could she be?

She wasn’t really listening to their team captain screaming at the biggest asshole she had ever met, even though generally the two love-birds fighting would definitely peak her interest. In fact, she was just barely aware of it until the yelling match switched places, and had started to occur right in front of her. 

"Guess what I found in Hundan's locker?" Sato asked rhetorically, tossing a metal object on the floor in front of their coach. After staring at her for a moment, Korra realized it was a spray can, and she finally snapped back to reality. Her back straightened as she realized Asami was proving her innocence, and she began following the situation closely and quietly.

"She's lying." The motherfucker herself dared showing her face, emerging from the corridor Asami and her had been previously fighting in. "She's just trying to cover for Waters." She said, crossing her arms. 

"And why would she do that?" Opal Scoffed in response, arriving at the scene. 

"Oh, I'm sorry," Ella sarcastically said, "did you not know that Sato and Waters have the hots for each other?" 

Instinctively, Korra's head snapped in Asami's direction, like she was looking for a comment. Asami ignored Ella, though it was impossible to miss the shade of red she turned into. 

"If you don't believe me, you're welcome to check her locker." Asami folded her arms, still glaring at Ella.

Their coach didn't waste a second and headed to Ella's locker. Ella attempted to stop but was blocked off by Kuvira, who seemed ready to throw hands. Not even a minute later, coach Beifong returned and made a phone call. 

"You and me are going to have a hearing with the dean." She said to Korra's lame ass substitute. "And let me tell you, it's not going to be a nice one."

Ella turned completely white at that. "I-I'm being set up!" She spluttered, but all of the confidence she possessed just a minute ago seemed to fade away. "Coach! You can't do this!" 

"Sure I can." Lin replied flatly, then turned back to Asami. "Good luck on the game, team." She said, then winked at Korra. "You too, Waters." 

This was it. This was the confirmation that Korra was indeed back at the starting line-up. She wanted to jump with joy, but she remained stunned and frozen. All she could do was follow their coach dragging Ella outside with her eyes. 

Once they weren't in her sight field, Korra turned to look at Asami in awe. Asami just covered for her for absolutely no reason, and a wave of warmth towards her savior washed over her as Kuvira, Jargala and their other teammates went to high five her for getting the truth out. 

Once they all cleared out, Korra managed to speak. 

"I can't believe you just did that for me." She said to Asami. However, the pale girl didn't even seem to notice, so she cleared her throat loudly. Then, finally, Asami turned to her with a confused expression. 

"Are you talking to me?" She asked. 

Korra couldn't help but chuckle. "Who else will I be talking to, silly?" 

"Oh," Asami blinked, turning to her fully, "sorry, you were saying?" She asked with a perfect, blinding smile. God, Korra really missed that smile. 

"I can't believe you did this for me, is what I said." Korra replied, chuckling. 

"Oh," Asami looked dumbfounded, "I mean, it was nothing." She waved Korra off. "You're my teammate, I'd do it for any of you."

Well, that hurt a tiny bit, but Korra really shouldn't have expected anything less. "So," She said, smiling sadly, "I guess I'm not special, huh?"

Asami took a quick look around, and when she concluded that no one was listening to them, she turned back to Korra with a smirk. 

"Well, maybe just a tiny bit." She said, winking. 

Korra laughed through her embarrassment, hoping her cheeks changing colors wasn't noticeable. Was Asami flirting? Could it be? She was probably imagining it, given that her previous relationship just ended not even a couple of minutes ago. 

"Still," Korra replied once she felt her face returning to its normal color, "I can't believe you accused your girlfriend in favor of me playing." She mused. 

Asami was a little thrown off. "What?" She demanded, eyes wide. 

"Um," Korra didn't know what to make of that, "you know, Ella?" 

"Ella was not my girlfriend." Korra's crush said matter-of-fact-ly. "Why would you ever think that?" 

Huh? 

"What?" Korra's eyes widened. "She told me you two were…" Korra's sentence faded slowly, as she begun realizing that she had been played by Ella more than once.

"Yeah, well," Asami bitterly said, sitting down next to Korra, "We now know that she wasn't the most honest person."

Korra smiled apologetically. "Sorry." She said, still amazed with her absolute stupidity. She really just believed Ella without bothering to ask Asami about it? Unbelievable. 

"No don't… don't apologize." Asami sighed. "If anything I should be apologizing to you for her behavior."

"You're not responsible for her behavior." Korra shook her head. "Since, well… She's not your girlfriend."

"I can also apologize for calling your dad crazy." Asami suggested awkwardly.

Korra rolled her eyes. "Do we really need to get into that again?" She asked. 

"No, not really," Asami sheepishly said, "but… I am sorry about that, if it wasn't clear."

Korra shrugged. "I mean, he did fucking hose your dad." She deadpanned. "I have not spoken to him since."

Asami giggled, and it felt… good. She missed this, she absolutely missed this. However, she was still hurt. Still hurt that Asami cared so little about their friendship that she just barely attempted to salvage it. 

"Can I ask you something?" Korra nervously asked. 

"Mhm." Asami affirmed, still not quite looking Korra in the eyes. 

"Why did you give up on our friendship so easily?" She proceeded to ask, her foot nervously tapping on the floor. 

"What do you mean?" Her team captain asked curiously. 

"I just mean like… you left me alone pretty easily." Korra explained, looking at the floor. "I feel like I put much more of an effort to get you to forgive me."

"But you told me to leave you alone." Asami said, confused. "I was trying to respect your boundaries."

"Oh," Korra chuckled nervously. Well, this was not what she wanted and expected at the time at all. 

"I wouldn't give up on you otherwise." Asami assured her with a soft smile. "Our friendship meant a lot to me. Can we just… Forget about everything and just be friends?" She asked, hopefully. "If you don't have a problem with it, of course."

Korra managed to smile. "No problem with me." She lied. Of course she had a problem with it, she had no desire to be friends with Asami, she wanted much more than that. Fuck being friends, she wanted them to date, be girlfriends, fucking anything remotly romentic would be amazing. But this was a good start even if it was heartbreaking, and it was too soon to ask Asami out anyways. 

"Good." Asami smiled widely, standing up and offering Korra a hand. "So let's go kick ass, friend." She said. 

Even though she was just friendzoned, Korra managed to smile through it. "Sure, partner," she took Asami's hand, ignoring the butterflies in her stomach. "Let's beat those assholes." 


The game wasn't easy. They were doing good this season, and were currently in the top placements of the league. However, it was obvious that the events of that morning had caused them all to be a bit distracted. And while Kuvira managed to score once, they spent most of the game in a tie. 

It was definitely a tight game, and when they reached the last ten minutes and the score was still 1:1, Korra almost gave up. Almost, because you know who didn't give up? Asami. 

Asami was always known as being good at creating something out of nothing, she was just able to see openings that no one else saw. Thankfully, today was one of those lucky days, where Asami managed to spring on an attack out of nowhere. It was so unexpected that no one on their team was ready to attack, not even Korra. Korra, however, was faster than most, so even though she caught on late, she managed to somewhat catch onto Asami. 

Asami passed player after player, but most of the opposing team was still in her way. For a second, Korra thought Asami couldn't do this, but she really should've known better. 

Without even a quick look in her direction, Asami passed the ball backwards to Korra. Korra, who had maybe one player guarding her. Korra, who wasn't even a little ready to get the ball, but somehow managed to receive it and let her instincts take over. Korra, who passed the last defense player before the goalkeeper, managed to get that ball in the net, with seven minutes remaining in the game. 

Honestly? All she wanted to do after scoring was kiss that goddamn genius of a team captain, but unfortunately (or, luckily) their entire team jumped her as soon as the referee whistled. She managed to control her impulse after that, but she almost lost it when she saw that adorable idiot grinning at her. The rest of the game was a complete blur to Korra, she was completely out of it just staring at Asami. Thankfully, nothing major happened, and they won the game. They won! 

"Good job out there, Waters." Their coach went to compliment Korra after the game, who in response just scoffed. 

"I can't believe you almost didn't let me play," Korra said, annoyed, "we would've lost if it wasn't for me!" 

"Oh, I was going to let you play," Coach Beifong said flatly, "did you actually think I'd punish you for something you didn't do?" 

Korra blinked, confused. "Huh?" 

"I just had a theory to test." Lin's lips began forming a smirk, which was an odd sight to behold. "I figured that if I did something to punish you, Sato would do everything she possibly can to prevent this from happening." 

Weirdly enough, their coach then winked at the very baffled Korra after saying that. "Jee, I wonder why…" She said in a somewhat suggestive tone, before walking away. 

Korra was left completely dumbstruck by the comment. Did… did Lin mean what Korra thought she meant? What in the world would make her ever think that? Was there any truth to that, and it was so obvious to everyone but Korra? 

Just then and after handing high fives to many teammates for the second time that day, Asami waved Korra goodbye and left the locker room. Korra's heart started beating faster as she looked at Asami walk away, thinking over what their coach said, over what Kuvira had told to her for weeks. She had this sinking feeling that she was either too late, or too early, but in no way was hee timing quite right. Did Asami and her still have a chance? 

In mere seconds, she concluded: 

Fuck being friends. It was now, or never. 

With all the courage she could muster, she ran out of the door. It didn't take her long to catch up to Asami, and as soon as she did she grabbed her by the arm and dragged her to a nearby classroom, making her yelp in surprise. 

Immediately, she closed the door and exhaled heavily before facing Asami with a soft smile. 

"What are you doing?" Asami asked, astonished. 

Korra didn't answer, instead she stepped closer and closer to Asami until there were mere inches between their faces, and at this opportunity, Korra cupped Asami's jaw with her hand, silently adoring how red Asami had gotten. 

"Hi." She managed to say, eyeing Asami's lips. She was looking for any indications that she should stop, that Asami wasn't intrested and she should back off, but she found none.

"Hello." Asami replied, sounding breathless. 

And with that, Korra leaned in and kissed her. 

  







14. Oh?

Notes for the Chapter:Oh??




    
    The whole pool party idea was a very spontaneous one, sinxe after the events of the day before Asami felt that everyone on the soccer team could loosen up a bit. Ella's actions shook the entire team and it showed on the game, so as a team captain she took it upon herself to have a celebratory team-bonding event. Pool parties were relatively easy to throw, as her dad had a pool inside their mansion, and he agreed to host as long as Asami helped him clean up afterwards, something she was planning on doing anyways. 

Well, truth be told, team-building wasn't her only motive. She had her own secret reasons to throw this get-together, but it didn't matter much. 

Even though it was short notice, everyone managed to make time for that. Including, you guessed it, Korra. It wasn't a surprise by any means, but Asami was super nervous about her arrival, and who could blame her? After the events of the day before…

However, at some point everyone on the team had already arrived at least thirty minutes and yet there was no sign of her. The host was even beginning to think that her 'friend' was getting cold feet on this whole thing. But, just as she was starting to worry... 

"Hey, Asami?" Her dad waved her over to the door, then proceeded to look through the window. "You didn't tell me you invited Tonaraq's daughter." 

Yep. She didn't tell her father.

Maybe she should have alerted him beforehand, but she had no idea how to break it to him. She was scared that it would freak him out to the point of just canceling the whole thing, and honestly? It was easier to ask for forgiveness rather than permission.

"Sorry," she said apologetically, "I had to invite her, she's part of the team." She shrugged. Though, she couldn't deny that her heartbeat increased the moment she laid her eyes on the tan girl.

"I get it, but a warning would've been nice." he replied. 

"Sorry," Asami said again, then opened the door outside, "will you excuse me for a moment?" She asked, though she didn't wait for an answer. 

Asami left her father's house and marched towards Korra with her fists, meeting her halfway to the house. 

"Seriously?" She asked as soon as she came face to face with Korra. "How are you always this late to everything?" She demanded. 

Korra raised an eyebrow, looking annoyed. "It's a special skill of mine." She replied sarcastically. 

Asami scoffed in response, faintly aware of Korra's dad watching them from the entrance to their own home. "Do you even value anyone's time but your own, asshole?" She asked, crossing her arms together. 

"I'm sorry, are you asking me if I value your time?" Korra answered the question with a question, her voice bitter. "The answer is no, I don't value your time. But that's only because I don't value you as a person." She explained, brushing past Asami and entering the mansion, not even bothering to greet Hiroshi, who had witnessed the whole thing. 

As soon as Asami went back inside, her dad stopped her. "I didn't know things between you were that bad," he said, concerned. 

Oh, if only you knew. "After the paint balloon? Yeah, pretty bad." Asami replied flatly. "Actually, scratch that, it was always terrible."

"Huh." He clenched his eyebrows. "That’s odd, I didn’t really think she was like that.” He mumbled. 

“What do you mean?” Asami asked, tilting her head.

“Nothing.” He quickly said. "just don't take it to heart. She is her father's daughter, after all."

Asami gave him a small smile. "Don't worry about me, dad." She said. "You just worry about kicking their ass in the elections, I can handle Korra."

She then walked away. Though, she couldn't conceal the huge sigh of relief that left her lips, the moment her dad was out of sight. 



   The day before…


Asami was almost too stunned to realize what was going on, she was just barely aware of the fact that Korra was kissing her, and that she was kissing Korra back. It was almost an instinct rather than a conscious decision. In fact, she didn't feel like she was conscious, she felt like she was dreaming. Logic wasn't playing a role in this scenario, and whatever brain cells she had completely melted the moment Korra placed her lips on Asami's. The whole situation was surreal.

For a few glorious moments, that was it, there was nothing else in the world except the two of them kissing in that empty classroom. No one else mattered, nothing else mattered, and the tall girl was fully content with it, fully committed to their kiss and nothing else. 

Then, Korra pulled away, and reality came crashing back down.

“Oh… my god.” Asami said in complete shock, touching her lips with her index finger as if she was looking for confirmation that this really happened. She felt very hot in the face, like she was burning up, and she was too scared to ask just how bright red she was right now, imagining the embarrassment.

“Oh my god is right.” Korra said, her voice sounding huskier than it usually was. She wasn’t stepping away, she wasn’t moving her hand away from Asami’s face, nothing. She stayed where she was, inches away from Asami.

“What…” Asami was stammering nervously. “...What just happened?”

“I just kissed you.” Her teammate had informed with a sheepish smile. “Did you like it?”

“Korra, I-I’m not…” Asami struggled to find her words. “I-I can’t do this again.”

Korra’s smile wavered and she blinked in confusion. “What do you mean ‘again’?” Korra asked, visibly nervous.

“I mean our thing.” Asami clarified, against her better judgment she managed to walk away from Korra. “Our thing when we used to hookup, no strings attached.” She elaborated, pacing around the room. “I just- I’m not built for that sort of thing okay? I'm sorry, I can't do this again.”

“Oh, that’s not at all what’s happening here.” Korra claimed, making Asami stop in her tracks and meet Korra’s eyes. “I’m not trying to sleep with you- okay, I guess I am in the long run, but that’s really not the point.” She continued, rambling a bit. “I just- well, I guess I just wanted to kiss you and see how it goes. I’ve been wanting to do that for a while now-"

"Korra, what are you talking about?" Asami interjected, feeling that Korra was just babbling without providing an actual answer. 

"I'm trying to ask you out!" Korra blurted. 

Asami's lips parted in surprise. "You're… What?" She struggled to understand. 

"I'm trying to ask you out," Korra repeated, "like I've been trying to do the whole time we were friends. Did you really never notice?" Korra asked, shocked. 

Asami slowly shook her head, not taking her eyes off Korra, curiously studying her. 

"Okay, wow." Korra chuckled, obviously trying to mask her nervousness. "So…" She cleared her throat. "Will you? Go out with me, I mean." 

Asami stared at the other girl quietly, her heart still racing. She knew she wanted to say yes, but she hesitated. There were too many variables to such a decision, how would that even work?

"I-I don't know." Asami stuttered, her gaze dropping back to the floor. "Is this really the best idea?" She questioned aloud. "Our dads hate each other, they wouldn't even want us to be friends let alone be…" She stretched, searching for words. "...Lovers?" She offered. 

"Who cares?" Korra waved her off. "You shouldn't even give them the time of day, this isn't about them. Why don't you stop worrying about everything and answer me?" 

"I.. Well-" 

"Asami, you can say no." Korra assured softly. "Just don't say no because of someone else. And please answer me already because I am losing my goddamn mind over here." Though she said that lightheartedly, Asami noticed how freaked out she actually was. 

"I… I know I could say no." Asami began voicing her inner dialog, her heart racing. "I just… I guess I don't really want to say no."

The tan girl raised an eyebrow, her lips slowly forming a cocky smirk. "Oh?" She asked, her tone both suggestive and hopeful. 

"But," Asami continued, "what if it doesn't work out?" She asked. 

Korra shrugged. "What if it does?" She countered. 

"I'm serious." The captain said, pressing her lips together in worry. 

"So am I." Korra replied, taking a somewhat rebellious step towards Asami. "What if it works out, and it's everything we ever dreamed of and more?" 

"You don't know that it'll work between us." she argued. 

"And you don't know that it won't," Korra replied, "so?" 

"So," Asami hesitated, wording the concerns, "we're risking our friendship."

"Of course we are." Was Korra's response just as she took Asami's hand in hers, causing Asami's heartbeat to go bezerk. "Life is all about risks, Sami," she explained, her thumb gently glazing over the back of Asami's hand. "Everyone is always taking risks, and I'm asking you, this one time, to take a risk with me. We never know until we try, right?" 

Asami stared at her, trying to think of a counter argument, before she realized she had none. In fact, she was starting to figure out that the only reason she decided to voice her concerns was that she seeked out Korra's dismissal. Otherwise, just like when she rejected Ella, she would keep to herself. The realization that she was looking for reassurance from Korra, who asked her out, about dating her, was laughable. In fact, as soon as she figured it out, she began to laugh. Korra looked both concerned and confused, and once Asami began laughing, she couldn't stop. At some point she had to step away from her teammate and hold her stomach, which was beginning to hurt from how hard Asami was laughing. 

"Are you okay?" Korra asked, shocked. "Are you having a manic episode or something?" 

"This is not what mania looks like, dumbass." The taller of the two managed to choke out as her laughter was finally dying down, wiping away tears. "Oh, god. I am so pathetic." 

"Hey," Korra pouted, "you're not pathetic."

"I'm really overthinking this, aren't I?" Asami asked, still chuckling. 

"Well…" Korra scratched the back of her neck, grinning awkwardly. "Maybe just a little bit." She agreed. 

"You know, you could pretty easily shut me up." Asami suggested playfully. 

Korra seemed to catch on very quickly, and her lopsided smirk expanded in size. "Oh, yeah?" She asked, her voice lower than usual. "And how would I do that?" 

Asami kept quiet, but looked at Korra with a mischievous smile before leaning in and kissing her. Any worry that she may have had vanished instantly, because it just felt so right. 


After Asami helped her dad clean up the pool area, she proceeded to go and clean her room, as she always did. Not long after she did, she heard a knock on her window. She chuckled, seeing her… Well, her Korra on the other side of the window, beaming. She texted Korra she was done mere minutes ago, it was impressive she got there so quickly. Almost as if she was

Asami couldn't help but return the smile as she walked over and opened the window, leaning on the windowsill with her elbows. 

"So," Asami was the first to speak, "you think your dad bought it?" 

"Oh, yeah." Korra sighed, sounding a bit bitter. "Once I arrived back home, he gave me a pep talk and started to talk shit about you and your dad." She informed. 

She rolled her eyes playfully. "How lovely." She teased. 

"Seriously, I don't know how I stopped myself from punching him." Korra deadpanned. "It took up all of my remaining energy."

"Idiot." Asami chuckled. 

"Whatever, when do I get a kiss?" Korra asked, batting her eyelashes as if to seduce Asami. 

"Don't you want to get in first?" Asami asked

Although she didn't immediately crumble, she was absolutely not immune to how cute Korra was. 

"Asami, if you don't kiss me in five seconds I will literally die." Korra replied sternly. 

The taller girl snorted. "And if you fall off this ladder, you will actually die." Well, it wasn't that high, but whatever. Korra didn't need to know that. 

"Onnnne, twooo…" Korra began counting, disregarding Asami's statement. 

"Fine, fine!" She said, laughing. Then she proceeded to give Korra a quick and gentle kiss. "Happy?" She asked after pulling away. 

"That's it?" Korra pouted. 

"Are you trying to fall down?" Asami raised an eyebrow. "Just come inside already." 

Korra, who was still hanging onto the ladder, let go of one hand and saluted Asami jokingly before pulling herself inside Asami’s childhood room. Although this was her second time there, she still took her time to look around and study Asami’s room, which struck Asami as… odd.

“What are you doing?” She asked Korra with a soft and confused smile, sitting down on her bed.

“Well, I do believe my girlfriend grew up here.” Korra replied playfully. “So I guess I’m just curious.”

Asami’s eyebrows shot up with surprise. “Girlfriend, huh?” She asked, playing cool even though her heart leapt at that word.

“Obviously.” Korra said, sitting down on the bed next to Asami. “What did you think you were, my low commitment side piece?” She joked.

Asami shrugged. “I don’t know what you do in your free time,”  she replied sarcastically, “or who you do in your free time.” She added, immediately cringing from the joke.

Korra snorted. “Right,” she said cynically, “how could I commit to just one woman with all of these girls lining up?”

“Impossible.” The team captain chuckled nervously.

With a somewhat annoyed, somewhat playful eye roll, Korra placed her hand on Asami's. "If it wasn't clear," she said, "I was asking you to be my girlfriend yesterday."

"Oh." A wave of embarrassment flooded Asami. Unfortunately, it wasn't the only emotion to take over. She had yet to talk about the last couple of weeks with Korra, she hadn't shared about everything that was going on in therapy, the breakthrough she had and everything surrounding it that would obviously impact her. But more importantly, she had yet to talk about Ella, and though the mere thought of Ella and everything they did made Asami want to puke, if Korra was her girlfriend she had a right to know. "Then we should probably talk." She said, sitting up straight.

"Um, okay." Korra slowly retreated her hand. “But you’re still my girlfriend, right?” She asked. “You already said yes yesterday, so no backing up!” She warned, half jokingly.

“It's not that kind of conversation." Asami assured her." I just– well, I feel like we should probably talk about the last couple of weeks."

" Ugh." Korra groaned. "Do we have to?" She asked. "Can't we just put everything behind us and make out?" She complained. 

Asami had to bite the inside of her cheek. Boy, it was so easy to just give in… 

"I should tell you about like… Everything that um, happened." She said nervously. "Well, you know, everything I've been up to."

"Can you do that another day?" Korra asked her with big puppy eyes. "I've been staring at you all day and I really just want to cuddle you right now."

"I.. uh…" God, was Korra always this adorable? How did anyone ever refuse Korra of… Anything? Asami was over there melting every time Korra looked at her with those baby blue eyes. And that pout? Clearly, Korra always got what she wanted. Especially now, when Asami didn't even want to have that talk. She could definitely stand to postpone that awful conversation. They will have it eventually, but maybe tonight can just be… About them?

After a couple of seconds of basically staring at Korra, Asami snapped back to reality and cleared her throat. 

"You know what? Sure." Asami said, smirking. "After all, don't think I didn't notice you drooling at my ass for the entire duration of the pool party."

Korra's jaw dropped. "Excuse me?" her face turned into a lovely shape of red. 

"Hm, you're excused." Asami replied playfully. 

Her girlfriend scoffed. "And you think I didn't see you staring at my tits?" She argued, crossing her arms. 

Asami's smile widened, and for a brief moment her eyes darted downwards to Korra's chest, then back up to meet her eyes. "So what?" She asked, shrugging. "I wasn't trying to hide it."

Korra rolled her eyes and smiled, and Asami couldn't help herself. Her hand almost automatically went to push a strand of stray hair behind her girlfriend's ear. From there, she gently stroked Korra's cheek before cupping her jaw and leaning in. 

She couldn't help but smile as their lips met. It literally never got old. 

  







15. First Date

Notes for the Chapter:See? Told you I didn't forget about u;)




    
    Dating Asami was fun. Korra loved spending time with her, she loved hanging out around her. Heck, she loved just looking at her and thinking: 'damn, she's mine.' She loved talking to Asami- face to face, on the phone, even just texting her was a blast. Dating Asami also exciting. Something about keeping this secret, keeping their relationship away from their families and the public's eye… it was super exciting. Even if she was going to lose it if her dad insulted Asami just one more time, and even though she couldn't tell Kuvira because Asami feared she would tell Opal about this- it was fine. And so what if they had to pretend to hate each other in front of their fellow students and teammates? She could just pretend it was… Foreplay, or something. And of course, they couldn't go on dates in any restaurant or anything like that, as they were two publicly-known figures that wanted to keep their relationship a secret…

Okay, maybe Korra didn’t love that their relationship had to be kept away from the public’s eye- especially as it meant that the only place they could meet up in was Asami’s apartment, and Korra had yet to receive an invitation there. But hey, that was a small price to pay, right? Korra absolutely loved getting to date Asami, so in her eyes it was worth it. Plus, she was used to hiding their ‘relationship’ from when they slept together. 

Well, none of it mattered tonight, because tonight they had another galla to attend. Usually Korra hated galla's, as she had to interact with old creepy men and nosy press- but not tonight. Tonight, any interaction she had with Asami was good public relations for her dad. Of course, she didn't want their relationship made public, but if said public thought that Asami and her get along, and by proxy, that Hiroshi and Tonaraq get along too, it made their parents seem more human and thus more likable. For Korra, it meant that every hug, picture or even dance they shared would not be frowned upon by her dad.

However, something that she was not expecting upon entering, was to see Asami taking pictures with Mako. It was fine, obviously, her girlfriend had any right to take a picture with Mako. On the other hand however… Fuck Mako.

She waited patiently for the photographers to finish, before approaching the two with folded arms. 

"Don't you two make a beautiful couple." She tried joking, but it came out more on the bitter side. 

Asami in reaction, made a 'seriously?' face at her. Mako, however, snorted. 

"Ew." He emphasized.

"Jee, thanks." Asami said, amused. 

"Sorry not sorry." He said. "But you know that I have my eyes on someone else." 

At that, Korra perked up. "What?" She asked, curious. "Wait, are you talking about the person you've been secretly sleeping with?"

Mako rolled his eyes at her. "God, are you still on that?" He asked, annoyed.

"Are you still a secretive asshole?" She challenged.

Mako groaned, turning to Asami. "Sato, can you please explain to your girlfriend," he emphasized the last word, "that this is none of her concern?"

"Wait, you told him?" Korra asked, confused and a little upset. "So you get to tell shark-brows over here but I can’t tell Kuvira? How is that fair?" she accused, crossing her arms.

Asami slapped her forehead, as if Korra said something idiotic. She didn’t get  her girlfriend’s reaction, until she suddenly realized that Mako looked absolutely shocked.

"Wait, what?" He asked, his gaze iterating between Asami and Korra. "I was just teasing you, I thought you hated each other!"

"I didn’t tell him anything, if it wasn’t obvious." Asami explained discreetly.

"Oh." Korra mumbled, her arms falling to the sides from embarrassment.

"Holy shit!" Mako half whispered, getting excited. "Are you kidding me? This is hysterical! Who else knows about this?" 

"Well, everyone who knows about this… is standing right here." Asami sighed. "Mako, you cannot tell anyone." She threatened, half whispering.

"Of course, of course." He said, raising his hands in surrender. "After all, you're keeping my secret, so…"

"Exactly, and don’t you forget it." Asami warned.

"What are you two talking about?" Korra asked, confused.

"Oh, god." Mako sighed. "After exposing you two idiots I kinda feel obligated to tell her," he said to Asami, "should I?"

"You could," Asami nodded, "she’s an ally." She then teased, winking at Korra.

"Huh?" Korra blinked, confused.

"Listen, this is like, a government secret," Mako explained, half whispering. "So you can't tell anyone."

Korra groaned. "More secrets? Come on!" She complained. 

"Okay, so, I won't tell you." He answered. 

"No! Please tell me, I'm nosy." Korra immediately said.

"Okay, okay, but this never leaves this circle. " He said, leaning in. "I'm dating Wu." He whispered. 

"Who's Wu?" Korra asked, clueless. 

"The Wu." Asami answered in all seriousness. 

"What?" Korra mumbled. Then, it hit her. "The Wu?" She asked, eyes wide. "Like… the fucking prince? That Wu?" 

"Yep." Mako confirmed. 

"That's insane!" Korra said under her breath. "This is a new level of crazy!"

"Is it?" Mako deadpanned. "I just found out that the daughters of the two most powerful rivals in Republic City are dating, my standards are now impossibly high." He said. 

"Well, Mako, you could potentially be a king." Asami debated, deep in thought.

"I doubt it." Mako mumbled. 

"Why?" Korra asked. 

"Because we have to be so secretive about it!" Mako harshly whispered, before his phone buzzed. "Ugh, that must be him."

"If you're unhappy you should tell him." Korra's girlfriend said softly. "The whole 'secret relationship' thing is definitely not for everyone." She explained. 

"Yeah…" Korra mumbled, her eyebrows clenched. "Definitely not for everyone…" She said, deep in thought. 

"What can he even do about it?" Mako shrugged. "It's not like he can escape the public's eye."

"That's… Also true." Korra agreed, waiting for Asami's response. Somehow feeling as if it was relevant to her, even though this wasn't about her at all. 

"Well, but if you're dating someone you should tell them about what's bothering you," Asami replied softly, "and what do you know? Maybe he can help somehow."

Korra turned back to Mako. "Response?" She asked, curious. 

"I'll think about it." He answered flatly. "Now, if you'll excuse me, I'll go meet my boyfriend." He whispered the last word, before looking around and slowly but surely walking away. 

"So much drama with this guy." Asami mused. 

Korra snorted. "Are we any better?" She joked. "I  kinda feel like we're the founders of relationship drama." 

Asami laughed, and immediately that sound cheered Korra up, making her smile brightly. 

"I wish we were alone." Asami whispered, quickly looking around to make sure nobody heard her.

"Same." Korra agreed with a small smile. "Actually…" she hesitated, thinking on whether or not she should bring her concerns up, or even ask Asami if they could hang out in Asami's place. 

But, before she could say something, she noticed  a cameraman making his way towards them, and she shut up. 

"Excuse me," he said as he arrived, and Korra noted that at the very least- this guy was polite. "Could I take a picture of the two of you?" He asked. 

Korra shrugged. "Sure." She said, taking the opportunity to stand closer to Asami and put her arm around Asami's hip. She smiled genuinely at the camera, as she was just happy being close to Asami like that. After that, the cameraman politely thanked them and walked away, but Korra took her time stepping away from Asami as well, trying to savor the moment. After all, public affection was very much off the table in their case, unfortunately. 

"So," Asami smiled at her as she pulled back, "you were saying?" She asked. 

"Oh, uh…" Korra mumbled, having completely lost the bit of confidence she had before their picture was taken. "I don't remember," she lied. 

"Aw, but I got curious." Asami said, disappointed. 

"Sorry." Korra mumbled. 

Asami smiled at her. "Don't be sorry," she chuckled, "you're cute."

"Oh, um…" Korra said, her cheeks burning. "Thanks." She said, returning a half smile. 

"You know…" Asami looked around, leaning in a little. Not enough to kiss Korra, for obvious reasons, but enough to make sure Korra heard her as she whispered. "I had an idea as to where we could hang out together."

"Oh?" Korra asked, genuinely curious. Could Asami have been thinking what Korra was thinking? Up until now, Korra assumed Asami was fine with their relationship, but maybe she had felt the exact same way as Korra did. Maybe… She was about to invite Korra to her apartment! 

"Yeah," Asami continued, speaking under her breath, "I found this like, lesbian bar, and I thought we could have a date there after this." She suggested, hopeful.

…Or maybe not. 

"A bar?" Korra asked, hesitant. "I don't know Sami, what if someone sees us?" 

"That's the thing," Asami replied, "the whole idea is that this place is closet-proof bar."

"But we're not closeted." Korra clenched her eyebrows, confused. 

"No, but our relationship is," her girlfriend explained, "and people are not allowed to take phones or cameras inside, so there's no risk of someone leaking us to the public."

"Huh." Well, that wasn't exactly what Korra had in mind, but it wasn't a bad plan either. Sure, Korra kind of expected Asami to invite her back to her apartment, considering Asami had already invited her twice before they began dating, but having a date at a bar could also be exciting. 

"So?" Asami asked with a nervous smile. "What do you think?" 

"I love it," Korra assured, grinning, "let's do this." 

And seeing the way Asami lit up at her approval, made absolutely anything worth it. "Good." She tried to play it off cool, but Korra could hear the relief and enthusiasm in her tone. "So let's mingle a little bit, and then leave, okay?" 

"Okay," Korra agreed, still smiling brightly, "see you in a bit then."

"See you in a bit." Asami agreed. 

______________

When deciding to leave the galla, Asami and her realized that leaving together could have unwanted consequences. Of course, they already got away with it a couple of times, but they weren't together then. Now, everything was a little more complicated.  So, Korra left first as she came with her family and had to walk, which wasn't too bad, as the bar wasn't far by any means. Then, Asami joined her there, since she brought her motorcycle. Korra had no problem with that, of course, although she was kind of hoping to get a ride because motorcycles were cool, but whatever. Asami wasn't going anywhere, and neither is her motorcycle. Reaching the bar itself was the confusing part. Korra strolled around for a couple of minutes before Asami had arrived and pointed her in the right direction.

Upon entrance they locked up their phones in lockers. Apparently, this place was kind of a secret, which seemed like a bad business tactic but apparently it worked out because the place was packed. 

Korra looked around, taking in the environment. It seemed like a normal club- the entrance was just across from the wooden counter, and though there were stools surrounding it, not many people seemed to be sitting. The reason for that was loud club music, and while some people were sitting and drinking together, many people were dancing on the designated dance floor. The lights were dim and colored, which gave the place a cool vibe. The only thing that struck Korra as strictly unique was  the fact that, obviously, only women were present there.

No male baristas, no male friends sitting with their gay girlfriends. No creepy men, which was awesome. Korra was never too bothered by creeps, of course, because she never met one she couldn't easily beat up, but still she found it relaxing. 

"Cool." Korra mumbled, smiling at Asami. "I like this place."

"Is it just me," Asami began to ask, "or does it smell a lot better here than most bars?"

"Oh, yeah." Korra agreed. "What's your hypothesis, smarty pants?" she teased.

"Men smell." she said jokingly. 

"Impossible!" Korra called out in fake shock, and  very real amusement. "How about I’ll go order something, and you'll see if you can find a table that holds up to your standard of cleanliness?"

Asami grinned. "You know me so well." She said, kissing Korra on the cheek before heading away. Korra couldn't help but smile at her girlfriend, watching her go. Eventually she got over herself and approached the bar to order a couple of drinks. However, she was a little thrown off a bit by the bartender who gave her a weird look as she placed an order. 

"Don't I know you from somewhere?" She asked, raising an eyebrow. 

"Nope. You must be confused." Korra tried to excuse, nervously grinning at the bartender. However, it didn't seem like she was successful. Said bartender was still looking at her with an expression that indicated that she was suspecting something. 

"Huh, I could've sworn… " she mumbled, still looking at Korra while making the drinks. Then, suddenly, her eyes widened. "Oh shit! Aren't you the daughter of that presidential election candidate?" She asked, seemingly excited.

"Oh, um…" Korra internally debated over what her answer should be, before deciding that lying, in a secretive bar, is a bit silly. "Yeah, Tonraq Waters, that’s my dad." She affirmed, smiling nervously.

"Damn, that's awesome." The bartender said, measuring liquids and spilling them into the shaker. "I was going back and forth as to who I should vote for, but if  Tonraq's daughter is gay, that's a huge bonus." She chuckled. "Surely he's pro gay rights then." She explained.

"Well, I’m bi," Korra corrected awkwardly, "and honestly? Me being queer doesn't really help my father's case considering Hiroshi Sato's daughter is here as well."

The bartender stopped, her measuring cup midair. "You're kidding." She half stated, hesitant. 

Korra smiled, amused. "I’m completely serious." She said, moving aside to show Asami examining the free tables. "That's her right there, looking for a clean table to sit at."

"Damn." The bartender said, slowly but surely finishing up the drinks. "Did you come here together?"

"I don't know what you're talking about." Korra joked. 

"Hey, what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas." She replied, chuckling.

Korra tilted her head, confused. "What's Vegas?" She asked awkwardly. 

"The name of the bar you're standing in." The bartender answered, placing the two prepared drinks on the counter and going around it with a towel. "C’mon, let's go find a table for your not-friend." She then said, bypassing Korra and heading towards Asami. Korra quickly grabbed the drinks and followed her, but she missed the greeting between the two. As she approached, she heard the bartender explaining herself to Asami, who nodded slowly in confusion. Then, she began cleaning the table closest to them. 

"You didn't have to ask her to clean," Asami half-scolded, half-smiled. 

"I didn't, she offered." Korra answered, waiting for her to finish before asking Asami. "This good?"

Asami lit up. "This is great," she told the bartender cheerfully, "Thank you!"

"Don't worry about it," she answered, "let me know if you two need anything." She told Korra, winking, before heading back to her station. 

"We're gonna have to leave the biggest tip." Asami noted out loud. 

Korra placed the drinks on the table, then shrugged. "Weren't we going to anyways?" She half joked. "It's not like we can't afford it."

"True." Her girlfriend said, her eyebrows clenched in confusion as her eyes fixated on the drinks Korra laid out on their table. "You got me a drink? Baby, I’m driving." Asami said apologetically. 

"So you can't have even one drink?" Korra asked, genuinely curious. 

"Well, no." She replied slowly. "Especially when I’m driving a motorcycle." She then added. 

"Huh." Korra mumbled, shrugging. "Weird, but it makes sense. I guess I never really had to think about that." She said, sitting down next to the table, signaling to join her. "I can drink double, then." She mumbled. 

"What do you mean you never had to think about it?" Her girlfriend questioned, taking the seat next to her. "I sure hope you think about this before you're driving." She then said cautiously. 

"Oh, I never think about anything before I drive," the tan girl joked in response, "because I never drive."

Asami's eyes widened. "Um, what?" She asked, shocked. 

"I never got my license," Korra explained, "I was too busy. Did it never come up?" She then questioned awkwardly, mostly to herself, while taking a sip of her drink.

"I can't believe this." Asami half exclaimed. "You do realize you're dating a mechanical engineer, right?" She said slowly. 

Korra chuckled nervously. "Yes, obviously." She mumbled. 

"Like, you do know who my father is, right?"

"We've met."

"The head of Future Industries?"

"Yep."

"You know I literally built my own motorcycle?"

"Yes- wait, you what?"

"And you never thought to tell me you can't drive?" Asami finished off, amused. 

"I’m sorry, did you just say you built your own motorcycle?" Korra asked, still trying to wrap her head around the concept. 

"Yeah, so?" She asked.

"So," Korra continued, "that's incredible!" 

"Eh, it's whatever." Asami shrugged. "What I’m interested to know is how you get to places, without driving."

"Public transport, but only on rare occasions when it's really far." Korra answered. "but I usually just walk. Anyways, back to the motorcycle-"

"You just walk everywhere?" Asami asked, smirking. "Is that how you got those abs?" She suddenly complimented, her hand slowly but surely placing itself above Korra's shirt, right on her abdomen. 

The sidden flirtatious move by Asami had every other thought in Korra's mind fly away, leaving her feeling extremely flustered and nothing else. Well, she was feeling something else… God, how she wished Asami's hand was beneath her shirt… 

But it was too early for that. Or… Was it? Everything seemed to go backwards for them. First, they sleep together, then they become friends, then enemies, then lovers? So what was the right order of things at this point? What was Korra allowed to do, and what would even be considered ‘moving too fast’? This was making her head ache, why was everything so complicated? 

"Shut up." Korra managed to get out, just barely. "Your body is literally perfect." 

"Is that so?" Asami asked, still smirking. 

"Yeah," Korra nodded, "but that's just because you’re perfect." She added.

Asami snorted in response. "You can’t possibly think that."

"I can, and I do, so again- shut up." Korra answered. 

"If you insist." Asami shrugged playfully, inching closer to Korra slowly. 

Korra took the hint, she placed her hand on the side of Asami's jaw and dove into a passionate kiss. Up until now, most of the kisses the two had shared since they began to date had been rushed and secretive- but not this one. There was something very freeing about kissing openly like that in public, especially given that this is the first time they did so. Something about Korra being able to take her time and appreciate Asami's soft lips moving against her own without having to immediately part ways was just amazing. She didn't have to care if anyone saw them, if anyone was looking at them- anything like that. This was perfect. Korra couldn't think of anything she wanted more. 

Well, she could, because she wanted more. 

As exhilarating as it was, Korra missed the times she got to be with Asami intimately. She missed getting to touch her like that, and be touched like that. She missed the warmth radiating from Asami as they slept together, and she couldn't imagine how thrilling that would be now that she would get to express her true desires. But, it was too early, wasn't it? It was hard to tell, especially as they didn't get to spend a lot of time together privately. Plus, their entire relationship didn't exactly go in a normal order. First, they were enemies, then they slept together, then they became friends, and now, lovers. Yeah, this was not the normal route relationship usually progressed in, so how should Korra know if it was still too early to take that step? She was ready, but what about Asami? 

She figured it would be best to test the water, see if it's something Asami ihas been craving too. So she decided to slowly place her hand on Asami's inner thigh and rubbed it gently with her thumb, just to see what kind of reaction she’d get.

Immediately she could feel Asami tense up, and so she removed her hand, freaking out a bit. To her dismay, her girlfriend began pulling away, her hands resting on her lap. 

"Sorry." Korra had said, her gaze dropping to the ground. 

"Don't be," Asami said nervously, "I didn't - it's not that I hated it, or something. I just… Well, I wanted to talk to you."

The tan girl blinked at her, confused. "Talk?" She asked, confused. 

"Yeah, talk." Asami answered. "That's why we're here, actually."

"You… Brought me to a gay bar to talk?" Korra asked, genuinely baffled. 

"Yeah, that's… That's exactly what I did." Asami scratched her head, eyebrows clenched in concentration. "Honestly not my brightest idea in retrospect." She then mumbled. 

"Okay, you wanna talk." Korra grabbed one of her drinks, swirling it around as if it was a wine glass. "Talk about what?" She asked.

Asami sighed, which did nothing to calm Korra's nerves. "Well…" She began, and though she was looking in Korra's general direction, she was clearly avoiding Korra's eyes. "I was meaning to talk to you about the last couple of weeks. Y’know, after our fight."

"Oh." Korra mumbled, taking a sip from her drink. Well, it was more like she chugged it. After all, alcohol is just liquid courage.

"Is… that okay?" Her girlfriend asked, picking up that Korra was obviously unhappy. 

No, of course it wasn't. There was nothing Korra wanted to do less than to tackle the ridiculous fight that they've been having for the last couple of weeks. Korra didn't want to have to answer to all the shit she said and done, and she didn't need Asami to bring any of that up or take accountability for anything she herself said and done. Quite frankly, Korra didn't want to know if she hurt Asami, how much she hurt Asami or what Asami had been up to while thinking Korra hated her. She realized this conversation needs to happen, that it was healthy communication, but she didn't want to deal with it. Not just yet, anyways.

"It's fine." Korra mumbled. "I just don't think this is the right place to have this kind of conversation. It seems like a private matter." She excused, trying to avoid the conversation. 

"Oh." Asami kind of stared off. "But when do we ever have privacy?" She mused. 

We would have privacy, had you just invited me over to your apartment Korra had thought bitterly, but she realized phrasing it as so wouldn’t go so well.

"Maybe you can swing by my dorm sometimes?" Korra suggested, fully understanding why it was not possible, but hoping that Asami might come up with the idea of Korra hanging out in her apartment on her own.

"How's that gonna work when you have a roommate?" Asami asked sarcastically. 

Korra shrugged. "Unless you have a better idea…" She trailed off, drinking and waiting for Asami's reaction. 

"This is my 'better idea' ." she said, gesturing at the table. "I don't have a better idea other than that."

"Gotcha." Korra mumbled, disappointed. "Regardless, this is basically our first date since we began dating, why can’t we just enjoy it?" She pouted.

"I-" Somehow, in the darkness, she noticed Asami blushing. "It’s not fair. You shouldn’t be allowed to be this fucking cute." She complained.

Korra couldn’t help but smile internally. "Sorry, Sato, I can’t help it." She replied, trying not to sound too cocky and failing.

"But we need to talk about this." Her girlfriend stressed. "It’s important, you can’t keep dismissing it like that. This is not the first time I’m bringing this up, mind you."

"Okay, okay." Korra sighed. "But not today, okay?"

"You always say that." Asami muttered.

Korra pressed her lips together, conflicted. On the one hand, she truly had no desire to ever have this conversation with Asami, she was very much content with just moving on from everything that went down. She was happy now, and she didn’t want to spoil it because of guilt, or by hearing about something she didn’t want to know about. However, it was clearly important to Asami, and if it was important to Asami- it was important to Korra. 

"How about we talk about it tomorrow, then?" Korra suggested despite herself, placing her hand on top of Asami's and rubbing it gently with her thumb. "We can find an empty classroom after practice, what do you think?" 

Asami gave her half a smile. "Okay then," she agreed.

"Okay." Korra breathed out, returning the smile. 

"So… " the pale girl began, "what do you want to do today, then?"

Korra grinned at her, chugging down her second drink for today and getting up. "Today," she said, offering her hand, "we dance!"

Asami blinked, looking at Korra as if she lost her mind. "Huh?"

"Let's dance!" She repeated, excited. 

"Full disclosure, I was thinking more about making out." Asami chuckled. 

"The two aren't mutually exclusive," Korra replied, "let's dance and make out! Think of it like the prom you missed because of your big brain!" She offered. 

"Are you saying you're asking me to prom?" Asami asked, amused. 

"Exactly. Will you go to prom with me?" Korra asked, smiling so widely her cheeks began to hurt. 

"You're a dork." Asami said, smirking. "But of course I will."

Korra just continued to smile as Asami took her hand. She could feel her cheeks heating up, though, she wasn't exactly sure if it was because of Asami or the alcohol starting to work, but either way she didn't mind. She was just content with leading Asami to the dance floor. 

And the conversation she was dreading? Yeah, that was a problem for a future version of Korra who would be sober enough to deal with it. 

  







16. Mean


    
    “Good practice,” Asami said, clapping, as her team was wrapping up.

“Yeah, no thanks to you.” Korra replied, supposedly unhappy. Although, she made a point of winking at Asami, which made it harder for the team captain to look upset.

Thankfully, Opal seemed to buy it. “Oh, shut it Waters.” She grumbled, glaring.

“Never.” Korra taunted.

“Okay, enough.” Kuvira stepped in, frustrated. “I hope you guys are aware that you’re a living nightmare.” She said to the three of them.

“Don’t worry, we are.” Asami replied with a smile, before turning to the entire team. “Now, y'all need to take a shower because you stink.” She joked.

“Jee, thanks cap.” Jargala mumbled.

“No problem.” She replied. Suddenly, she noticed Korra halfway out the door, signaling Asami to meet her in the hallway. “I, uh…” She mumbled, her eyes following Korra as she left the locker room. “I-I’ll be right back.” She excused, awkwardly walking towards the door.

“Don’t you think you should set an example?” Opal joked. “You do know you can get smelly too, right?”

“Sure, sure.” Asami waved her off, just barely listening as she made her way.

“Oh, wait!” Her friend called after her, making Asami turn around impatiently. “Are we still on for dinner tonight?” She asked. 

“Yes, of course.” Asami answered with a soft smile. “Let me know where we're going, okay?” 

Opal lit up. “Sure, see you then.”

With a small wave Asami managed to slip out. However, by then she had already lost Korra. Assuming she had already moved to the next destination, Asami pulled out her phone to call her, but as she did so Korra had re-emerged out of a classroom- one of their old hiding spots, and she once again signaled Asami to follow her. Asami, of course, obeyed.

She was faintly aware of her girlfriend locking the door after she walked in, and she opened her mouth to ask her girlfriend why she was there, only for the question to fade away into obscurity, as just a millisecond later she found  herself making out with Korra heavily. 

She barely had a second to comprehend this, before she found herself kissing Korra deeply and passionately. She may not have expected this, but she sure as hell wasn't complaining. The best part of their relationship was that she got to kiss Korra, and unlike their previous relationships- she didn't have to be aggressive about it. Well, she could be, but in a hot way rather than a mean way.

Korra herself wasn't the most gentle. Or at least, she wasn't being the most gentle at the moment. The pale girl was surprised by the urgency, but  it wasn’t unpleasant by any means. She placed her hands on the back of Korra's neck, and while her hands slid upwards and fisted Korra’s brown hair, Korra's hands did the exact opposite and lowered to rest on Asami's hips. Before she knew it, she was gently pushed back by Korra, until she found herself sitting on one of the desks. 

At that point, Asami just barely managed to stop herself. Every part of her brain basically screamed at her to give in, except for the rational part. She knew she had to talk to Korra before they take this step, she needed to be completely transparent in their relationship in order for it to work. She didn't want to, but she had to. She had no other choice.

Gently, she placed her hand above Korra's chest and slightly pushed her away, hesitant. “We should talk.” She managed to say, heaving. 

Korra blinked. “Right now?” She asked, confused. “You wanna talk right now?” She asked again, shocked. 

Asami hesitated, her gaze iterating between Korra's eyes and her lips. “If I want to?” She mumbled. What a stupid question. Of course she didn't want to talk right now! “That's… irrelevant.” She answered. 

“So…” Korra said in a seductive tone, one that was melting Asami's insides. “What do you want to do?” She asked, her hands sliding upwards and under Asami's shirt, the touch making Asami shudder.

“I-” Asami stopped herself, feeling her face heat up. “Y-you promised” She got out, just barely. 

“We'll talk today, just like I said.” her girlfriend answered with a cocky smile. “It's not a life or death situation, right?” she asked rhetorically as her hands started stroking Asami's bare waist under the fabric of her shirt. “It can wait a couple of hours, right?”

And Korra almost had her, she truly almost had her. Because quite frankly Asami didn't even want to talk about it, she wanted to forget it ever happened. In addition, her insides were burning with lust at the mere thought of Korra's offer. So, she wanted this, Korra wanted this. She didn't want to talk, Korra didn't want to talk… What was the harm in that?

“Besides,” Korra added, “if I’m the only girl you slept with, there's so much we need to get to.” She smirked, her tone flirty and seductive. 

She almost had her. Almost. 

Korra's last attempt to break Asami's constraint did quite the opposite- it gave Asami a reality check. None of this was fair to Korra, she had a right to know what Asami did, even if Asami didn't want to talk about it. If Asami wanted their relationship to be honest, she had to first be honest with Korra, as well as to herself.

“Dammit.” She cursed under her breath, pushing Korra away gently and getting up, having trouble looking Korra in the eye as she walked away. 

“What? What happened?” Korra said, obviously baffled at the sudden turn in Asami's behavior, and she couldn't blame her. Asami herself thought that this was going in an entirely different direction. “Asami? What’s wrong?” She asked, a little worried.

“You see…” Asami nervously said. “That's… That's exactly what I wanted to talk to you about.” 

“I don't follow.” her girlfriend replied with a confused half-smile. 

Asami breathed in deeply, trying to calm down. “Korra,” She said slowly, “you are not the only girl I slept with.” She explained awkwardly. “Not… anymore.” She added, finally meeting her girlfriend’s gaze.

Korra’s confused smile dropped in mere seconds. “Oh.” She said under her breath, looking almost horrified.

“Yeah,” Asami breathed out, crossing her arms in a sort of-self hug. “So… yeah.” She mumbled.

Korra stared into space, not even blinking. Asami could sense Korra's discomfort, but there was nothing she could do to help Korra feel better. If she could take it back, she would. In fact, she would've taken it back even before Korra and her got together. 

After a few minutes of silently staring, Korra took in a sharp breath, then slowly exhaled. 

“Well, that’s fine.” Korra answered, looking at Asami with an expression she didn't know what to make of. 

“It is?” She asked, unsure that she heard Korra correctly. 

“Yeah, it's fine.” Korra said with a small chuckle. Though, even if she believed her own words, her eyes clearly didn't get the memo. 

“Korra…” Asami softly trailed off, unsuccessfully trying to stop her voice from shaking. She wanted Korra to admit to how she was truly feeling, but at the same time, she wanted nothing of this sort. She didn't even want to be talking about it in the first place, so the entire conversation had been very conflicting for her to begin with.

“It's not like we were dating,” her girlfriend sort of excused on her behalf, “we weren’t even friends.” She added, mumbling.

“You’re allowed to be upset.” Asami slowly said, trying to reassure Korra. “Anything that you’re feeling right now is completely valid.” She continued, suddenly feeling awfully self-conscious to the fact that she was, very poorly, attempting to apply what she learned in therapy to her relationship. 

“Not really, it's none of my business.” Korra shook her head. “I mean, it's not like you were gonna give me shit about people I’ve been with.” She said with a big, nervous smile. 

Asami, being a complete hypocrite, felt like she was just punched in the face. She couldn't help it, some sort of primitive instinct in het just flared up at the idea that Korra slept with someone else, and she hated herself for it. 

Swallowing up her pride and jealousy, Asami managed to keep a straight face. “Did not know about that.” She said, and while she did a good job not expressing her emotions facially, bitterness dripped into her tone. 

“Hm? About what?” Korra asked, confused. 

“About you sleeping with other people after our fight.” Asami said despite herself. 

“Oh, well, that’s not exactly accurate…” Korra mumbled, scratching the back of her neck nervously. 

“Inaccurate?” Asami raised an eyebrow. “In what sense?”

“In the sense that I didn't,” she informed, “I just meant it in a hypothetical way.” She proceeded to explain. 

“Oh.” For a moment, Asami did in fact feel a little better, but it was just that; a moment. Once it passed, she was once again flooded with guilt, especially given that Korra didn't mess up as opposed to Asami, who did. Honestly, what was the point of having emotions if no matter what happens she would feel bad?

“Yeah.” Korra breathed out, proceeding to stare at the floor for an additional couple of seconds. “I… Have to ask.” She said, breaking the silence. “Who was it?”

Asami shut her eyes, inhaling deeply. This was it, the question she had been dreading the most. Both because she realized Korra was going to go berserk, and because she didn't want to admit it to herself. She had done a decent job pretending it never happened, just for it to go down the drain right now. But, she knew this was coming, she prepared for it, and she knew it had to be done. 

Didn't mean she was ready though. 

“God, Korra,“ Asami mumbled, her hand pinching the bridge of her nose, “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry…”

“Sorry about what?” Korra asked, mildly freaking out. “I don't understand.” She said, her already nervous smile fading from her face. 

“Ella.” She managed to get out just barely. Her hand covering her mouth as soon as she did. 

At first, Korra's expression didn't visibly change. Or at least, Asami didn't think it did. However, after a few seconds it became apparent that her expression was slowly transforming from a nervous smile, to a horrified frown. For a while, the two just stared at each other, waiting for the other to break the silence. She saw in Korra's eyes that she was waiting for Asami to retract or refute her previous statement, but she could do no such thing. Instead, she herself was waiting for Korra's reassurance on the matter, reassurance that she forgave her, that they still had a shot together, anything.

It never came.

“I knew it.” Korra mumbled, her hands sliding upwards and knitting into her hair, before she turned away. 

“What?” Asami asked, eyebrows clenched. Did she hear Korra correctly?

“I said I fucking knew it.” Korra replied flatly, her voice turning angrier by the second. “Dammit, Asami! Why did you tell me nothing was going on between you two?” She turned back to Asami, her tone demanding an answer. 

Asami took a couple of seconds to stare at Korra while thinking of a reply. She realized her face must've been expressionless- as it always was when she was truly upset, but although she realized it might not help her de-escalate the situation, there was nothing she could do about it. 

“I didn't.” Asami answered, regretting her choice of words as soon as it left her  mouth. “I said that she wasn't my girlfriend, and she wasn’t.” 

Hearing that response, her girlfriend clenched her jaw. “So,” She started, her brows knitting together to form what seemed like the beginning of either a scowl, or a death stare, “you’re saying that there was something going on with you two?”

“No, no, that’s not what I meant.” In response, Asami shook her head. “I just meant… I don’t know. but it really wasn’t that deep.” She tried explaining herself, and was failing to get her point across miserably - mostly as she wasn’t sure what her point was to begin with.

“So what are you saying, Asami?” Korra harshly asked, the corners of her mouth tugging down to complete the look she was probably going for- a frightening glare.

“It was just one time.” Was all that the team captain managed to say, as there was no additional information other than that that could possibly improve the situation. This, she felt, was the only thing she could say that had a chance, as slight as it was.

Unfortunately, it didn't work. “Oh, yeah, just one time.” Korra said, her voice basically leaking with bitterness and hostility. “So what?” She then asked. “You took her to one of our places, slept with her, and you expect me to not feel betrayed?”

Now, in addition to her feeling nervous, angry at herself and generally upset at the entire situation, she was also confused. “What are you talking about?” She asked Korra, genuinely not understanding what she was referring to.

“Don’t play dumb with me,” Korra huffed, “I saw you!”

“You… what?” Asami asked, utterly baffled.

“I saw you two leaving that classroom,” Korra continued, “our classroom.” She emphasized. “And right after our fight, too! How could you bring her there?” She demanded, fuming.

It took Asami several seconds to connect the dots and understand what her girlfriend was referring to, until it suddenly clicked.

“The fight?” Asami asked, trying to make sure she understood Korra correctly. “The fight we’ve had over our dads?”  

“What else would I be referring to?” Korra rolled her eyes.

Now, Asami was getting annoyed. She realized Korra was referring to the day they stopped being friends, and Asami ran off to their hideout to cry, later finding out that Ella followed her. But all she did was comfort her, she absolutely didn't try and hook up in there! How could Korra even think that?

“That’s not what happened,” she said, trying to keep her composure, “and quite frankly I’m a little offended that you think so little of me.” She continued, failing in keeping herself inline.

“Are you seriously gaslighting me?” Korra said in disbelief, as if she couldn’t fathom Asami’s audacity. “Again, I saw you two leaving our spot!”

“I didn’t bring her anywhere,” Asami insisted, “she followed me-”

“Oh, sorry, you didn’t invite her in to have sex,” Korra said sarcastically, “she just followed you and then you slept together, that makes it a whole lot better!”

“We didn’t!” Asami exclaimed. 

“You just told me you did!” The southerner snapped. “So which one is it?”

“We did, but not then, not there.” She replied, insistent. “Never there.” Asami added, emphasizing the first word with a stern expression. 

Korra studied her face, probably searching for signs of dishonesty, which pissed Asami off further. After a moment, Korra nodded slowly, seemingly mulling it over. 

“Okay. '' She said. She didn't sound any less emotional than before, so their dialog did nothing to cheer her up. “So, where?” She questioned, her gaze piercing through Asami. 

Asami clenched her jaw. “Does it matter?” She asked. 

“Depends on what you answer.” Korra said slowly, not blinking and not looking away. 

In response, the pale girl shrugged. “My apartment, so?” She answered honestly, not understanding why this seemed like such a big deal. 

But if  the question just baffled Asami, nothing prepared her for how Korra would react to the information. A grimace shot through her face. “You're kidding.” Korra said, her voice, for a brief seconds sounding vulnerable rather than angry. However, as soon as it came, it went away. “You're kidding!” Korra snarled. 

Asami blinked. “I’m sorry, what?” She asked, genuinely confused. 

“So, she gets to go to your apartment but I don't?” Korra said in disbelief. “Oh, that's just rich, isn't it?”

This did nothing to clear up what was going on. “Korra, what the fuck are you talking about?” She asked once more, her eyebrows clenched in confusion as she tried to understand the sudden outrage. “You've been to my apartment.”

Her girlfriend snorted. “Not since we've begun dating, I haven't.” She informed, crossing her arms.

“You're being silly, of course you have.” Asami waved her off. 

“Have I?” Korra asked, her tone mocking and unpleasant. “Name once.”

Asami kept quiet as she tried to recall when was the last time Korra hung out in her apartment, before realizing Korra was right. She had been to her room at her father's house once, but other than that, Korra hadn't swang by. 

“Well, why didn’t you come by?” Asami deflected. 

“Because you never invited me!” Korra called out, enraged. 

“Why do I need to invite you?” Asami challenged, still not getting the big issue at hand. “Couldn't you just ask if you could swing by my apartment yourself?” 

“No, I couldn't.” Korra answered matter-of-factly. 

“Why the hell not?” Asami exclaimed angrily. 

“Because it's intimate!” Korra answered, matching Asami's energy. 

“Honey, we fucked on my couch,” the pale girl reminded her, speaking slowly, “how much more intimate does it get?”

Korra turned red, whether it was out of anger or embarrassment- Asami didn’t know. “It’s different,” she insisted, “we weren’t dating then.”

“So what?” Asami shrugged it off.

“So everything!” Korra was fully screaming at this point. “So why were you so easily ready for that level of intimacy with Ella and not me?” She asked. “Fucking Ella! Out of everyone in the goddamn world!”

“That’s just your own interpretation of the situation, it's not true at all.” Asami argued. “You can’t infer any of that just because it happened recently and in my apartment. I wasn't-”

“Recently?” Korra interjected, confused. “How recent?” 

Asami stared back at Korra, realizing slowly that she was just digging more of a hole for herself, rather than calming down the situation. “W-what?” She asked, though she heard the question just fine. 

“How recent?” Korra repeated, her tone demanding this time. 

Asami kept quiet, her throat feeling too dry to speak all of a sudden. She shouldn't have said that, why would she even say that?

“Asami.”

She could lie, of course. That would be the easy way out, but then what was the point of any of this? If she was being honest only to lie at the last minute, then all of this was pointless. Then her attempt to have a sincere relationship with Korra was nothing but a failure. 

“Asami. How recent?”

Asami blinked, meeting Korra's gaze and clearing her throat. “Um,” She said, her voice shaky and weak, “three weeks.” She somehow, just barely, managed to choke out. 

Korra slightly tilted her head forward in disbelief, her eyebrows furrowed as she appeared to be processing Asami’s statement. “Only three weeks before we started dating?” Korra asked, flabbergasted. “Are you seriously telling me that?”

Asami closed her eyes shut, feeling like she was nearing an explosion, probably because she was. Korra wasn’t reacting well, and understandably so, but Asami was still one bombshell away from getting out the entire truth of the matter.

Swallowing the lump in her throat, Asami opened her eyes and faced her girlfriend with all the courage she could muster. “No, I’m not telling you that.” She said, her heart beating faster and faster with each word that left her mouth. “I’m telling you it was three weeks ago from today.”

Korra stared at her, as if she couldn't determine if Asami was joking or not, even though it was clearly not a laughing matter. She just kept staring, speechless, shocked, almost definitely feeling betrayed, and there was nothing Asami could provide. 

“But that's-” Korra mumbled, “That's worse. You do realize that it's worse, right?” She asked, her expression almost horrified. 

“Yes.” Asami answered, her so weak it was just barely heard by Korra. 

“That gives us…” Korra quickly did the calculations in her head. “What, a week before we began dating?”

“A week and a half, yes.” Asami confirmed., ashamed.

“So,” the southerner blinked, mulling it over, “why?” She asked, or rather demanded to know. “Why did you do it?”

“I don't know.” Asami choked out, feeling her eyes becoming watery. She fought back the tears, her true feelings, as much as she could. She couldn't break, not right now. 

“But you have to know why!” Korra exclaimed. “Just tell me. I deserve that, at least.”

“I don't know.” Asami insisted, and truth be told, she didn't know. She still hadn't figured out why she did what she did, or what exactly happened there to begin with. In all honesty, she hadn’t given it much thought, trying to forget it ever happened, and having to talk about it made her nauseous.

“How can you not know?” Korra pressed on, her voice transforming from shocked to annoyed. “You’re the only one that could know!”

“Korra, drop it.” The engineer warned, massaging her temples. “Five things I can touch…” She mumbled under her breath, trying to block the upcoming  emotional word vomit, fearing it may be inevitable.

“But I don’t get it!” her girlfriend spewed. “So you tell me, what drives someone like you to go ahead and sleep with someone so fucking mean?”

“You were mean! You!” Asami snapped, unable to hold back her frustration any longer.

Korra took a step back in stunned silence, as they both absorbed the gravity of Asami’s statement. Korra’s eyes stared at her with overwhelming intensity, very clearly taken aback and hurt. Asami herself wasn’t exactly sure where this came from, and she found herself unwilling to look Korra in the eye.

“Okay,” Korra breathed out, “okay.” She repeated once more, before bypassing Asami and leaving the classroom.

And Asami didn’t dare to try and stop her.
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    The clock was ticking, indicating that time was passing, but it must’ve been a faulty clock because Korra was absolutely certain that time was standing still. While time was able to move forward, Korra wasn't moving with it, she was stuck. Maybe she was a time traveler, that's why Kuvira told her it's been hours since Korra last got up, while she was certain it had been five minutes at best. 

Korra was depressed, and it was very obvious to the outside viewer. In this case, Kuvira could tell, but Korra couldn't explain herself. After all, Asami and her were a secret, and that was the only thing Korra could say for sure about their relationship right now. Were they still dating? Were they friends? Is this just a fight, or was it a deal breaker? Honestly, she couldn't say for sure. However, she could say with complete certainty that Asami and she, no matter what happens next, were and are a secret. 

So, when Kuv asked for the one hundredth time what was wrong, Korra didn't have much to offer. 

“Can't a girl just decide to not move for a day and eat nothing but Doritos, without being constantly nagged on the matter?” Korra asked in response, her hand going to grab a couple more chips from the bag before realizing that it was empty. “Shit! Was it our last bag?”

“Yes,” Kuvira deadpanned, “and we had like, ten.”

Korra shrugged. “I’m feeding the muscle.” 

Her friend scoffed, picking up the empty bag. “Didn't know muscles fed off Doritos.”

Korra shrugged again. “You don't know their lives.”

“Yeah, okay.” Kuvira said, annoyed. “All I’m saying is, that at some point you gotta eat real food.”

“And all I’m saying is that Doritos are real, and it's food,” Korra argued, “So for your information, I ate a whole lot of real food today.”

“Jesus Christ.” Kuv mumbled. “You are just unbelievable.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” the southerner said. “Now, go get me more Doritos from the snack machine, and do it quickly!”

“I’m not gonna do that until you tell me what happened.” Kuvira, annoyingly, thought she could negotiate about this. Unfortunately for her, Korra couldn't consult with her, not when it came to this subject. 

“Forget it.” Korra groaned, pulling herself to a sitting position. “I’ll get it myself,” She said, rubbing her eyes to wake up from zombie mode. 

“Or, hear me out,” Korra's friend began, “you can just tell me what's bothering you!”

Korra shrugged. “Easier to just do it myself.” She replied flatly, standing up. She almost became disoriented for getting up too fast, and possibly because she hadn't drunk water since the morning, but she managed to play it off in Kuvira's eyes. Or at least, if Kuvira noticed, she didn't say anything. She gave herself a moment to stretch before reaching for the door to their dorm room and opening it.

What she absolutely didn’t expect was for Asami to be on the other side of the door with her fist up as if she intended to knock. 

“Oh, shit,” Asami breathed out, lowering her hand. Korra, while staring at Asami in shock, could see from the corner of her eye Kuvira snapping around in an almost cartoonish way upon hearing Asami’s voice, and stared at Korra in absolute shock. Like, Korra could practically envision a giant exclamation mark above her head. “Sorry, did I scare you?” Asami asked. 

“What are you doing here?” Was all that Korra managed to say. Suddenly, she felt very aware of the fact that her hair was a mess, and her clothes were full of Doritos stains. It was silly, of course. Given their fight earlier, this was the last thing that should've been on her mind, but she couldn't help it. 

“Oh, um.” Asami cleared her throat, flustered. “You weren't answering your phone.” She lamely explained. 

In all honesty, Korra had no idea Asami had been trying to contact her, as she had put her phone on silent. But, knowing that Asami reached out didn't cheer her up. “And at no point did it occur to you that it may have been on purpose?” She asked flatly. 

Asami pressed her lips together, nodding. “I’m sorry, I shouldn't have come,” she agreed, apologetic. “I was just worried that something may have happened to you,” she added, avoiding eye contact. 

This explanation baffled Korra more than anything. “What? Why would something happen to me?” She asked, genuinely confused. 

“No reason,” Asami answered with a sigh. “But once the thought came to me I couldn't shake it off.” 

“Aha,” once again, Asami's reasoning did nothing to clarify the situation, “well, out with it. What did you want?”

“Um,” Asami mumbled nervously, “can we talk?” 

The southerner gave her an odd look. “Here?” She asked, shocked. “You wanna talk here? You do realize Kuvira is eavesdropping as we speak, right?”

“I didn’t mean here,” Asami half chuckled, “I brought my car. But, um, hey Kuv, I guess.”

Kuvira didn’t respond, still in a state of complete shock, so Korra ignored her. “So, talk where?” She asked.

“Where else?” Asami answered, as if it was obvious. “My flat.”

Korra raised an eyebrow ar that, feeling that Asami may be conspiring. “I don't understand,” she said. “Are you bribing me to buy my forgiveness?”

“What? No, of course not.” Asami answered, though suddenly her tone had a hint of flirtiness to it. “Why? Is it working?” She asked. 

Korra scoffed, looking away. “No,” she answered, folding her arms. “...Maybe.” 

“Cool.” Asami said, and as Korra met her gaze, she noticed a new small smile on Asami's face. “Unintentional, but I’m not complaining,” she added, somewhat playfully. “So… You coming, cutie?” then asked. 

Korra squared her jaw, feeling her cheeks burning and trying to cover it up. “I’m still mad at you.” She reminded, in case either one of them forgot. 

Even though Asami's expression hadn't changed, Korra could tell that the reminder hurt just by Asami's eyes. “I know,” she replied, her tone lacking depth. “Just flirting to break the ice.” She shrugged, as if it didn't matter, even though they both knew this was anything but meaningless.

“Let me just change out of my pajamas; I’ll be out in a minute.” Korra answered flatly. 

Asami nodded, taking a step back. “Take your time,” she said calmly.

Korra nodded and closed the door, sighing. She didn’t expect, however, to be met face to face with a fucking pillow the moment she turned around.

This day was full of surprises.

“What the fuck?!” She snapped at Kuvira, immediately getting hit with a different pillow.

“I. Hate. You.” Kuvira said, grabbing a third pillow from a pile that definitely wasn’t there beforehand. “I can’t believe you lied to me!” She added, launching it her way.

Korra managed to block the third attack, only to get hit by the fourth one. “Seriously?” She cried out. “How do you have so many pillows?!”

“I keep borrowing yours and you keep buying new ones.” Kuvira answered, annoyed.

Korra gasped. “You’re the pillow thief?!” She exclaimed. “I reported this to the administration! You told me I’m going insane! Why, for fuck’s sakes, do you need this many pillows?” 

“You’re avoiding the question.” Kuvira said with a threatening tone, pulling another pillow from under her bed.

“You didn’t ask anything!” Korra snapped.

her friend blinked. ”Oh, right,” she said, putting the pillow down. “So how long have you been dating Sato behind my back?”

Korra groaned. “Not that long,” She answered, beginning to remove her clothing and taking out clean ones. “About two weeks.”

“How did it even happen?” Kuvira demanded. “Last time I saw you two talk you were just insulting each other!” She exclaimed. “And it was today!”

“Foreplay?” The southerner suggested.

Kuvira scrunched her nose in disgust. “Ew.” She mumbled.

“Are we done here?” Korra asked, annoyed.

“Absolutely not.” Her roommate said with folded arms. “How could you hide it from me? You know I’ve been rooting for you two!”

“Because if people find out, they’ll flip out.” was Korra’s reply. “I wanted to tell you!”

“Whatever you say, asshole.” Kuvira folded her arms.

Korra sighed. “If it makes you feel better, soon there might be nothing to hide.” She bitterly said, done with getting dressed. 

Kuvira's gaze softened a bit. “That bad, huh?” She asked. 

“Even worse.” Korra confirmed. 

Kuvira nodded. “Good luck then.” She said. 

“Yeah, thanks.” Korra smiled weakly, opening the door to exit. “See ya.” She told Kuvira, silently signaling Asami that she was ready to go. 

They walked in silence for a few seconds, before Asami cleared her throat. 

“Are we going to pretend I didn’t just hear you tell Kuvira that our relationship is essentially over?” She asked, her tone sounding so mechanical it was practically lifeless.

Obviously, Korra didn’t mean for Asami to hear that, and it wasn’t exactly what she meant by what she said either. Honestly, she didn’t know what she meant, and since she lacked a good response to Asami's question, she just replied: “Yes.”

Asami put on her sunglasses, clearing her throat once more. “Gotcha.” She mumbled.

The situation couldn't be made less awkward, even if they tried, and Korra was starting to realize it. So instead of trying to break the ice, she decided to just shut up. She hadn't mentioned how cool Asami's car looked as they approached the vehicle, and the two spent the quick drive in uncomfortable silence. They didn't exchange a single word getting upstairs, or as Asami was unlocking the door to her apartment. Just complete silence. 

However, something struck Korra as odd when she entered, the place looked somehow… Different.  At first she couldn't pinpoint exactly what was so strange, until she realized some of the picture frames had been turned. She found herself curiously reaching for the closest one, only to see a generic photo of an older version of Asami, presumably her mother. 

Although she decided  to stay quiet, Korra couldn’t help her curiosity. “Why are all these pictures turned?” She decided to ask, confused. 

Asami put down the keys to her apartment. “My mom and I aren't really on speaking terms.” She simplified with a quick shrug.

Korra stared at Asami, who seemed to think her answer was sufficient. The tan girl, on the other hand, thought it didn’t make even the slightest bit of sense. “How does that work?” 

“Well, I don't speak to her because I’m mad at her,” the team captain began to answer as she was setting up a kettle, “and she doesn’t talk to me, ‘cause she’s dead.” Asami finished off simply. “Tea?” 

Korra couldn’t help but snort in response to Asami’s comment. “Tea sounds great.” She tried redeeming herself, though she was unable to erase that small smile. She could tell Asami saw it, but she was kind enough to not mention it. She just nodded and went ahead to make Korra a cup. Honestly, she didn’t even like tea, she just panicked as Asami offered.

After Asami finished making them tea, she led Korra to her living room's couch. It was difficult to suppress the memories of the last time Korra ‘sat’ on Asami's sofa, but she managed not to mention it. Instead, she wrapped her hand around the cup Asami had handed her and stared down at it, waiting for her girlfriend, or maybe ex-girlfriend, to be the first to speak. 

And so, she did. 

“If this relationship is over, I get it.” Asami said quietly. “But at the very least, I don't want it to end on this note again.”

Korra took a small sip of her tea, which surprisingly wasn’t too bad, then cleared her throat. “What do you mean, again?”

“Don’t you feel like our relationship is a cycle?” Asami asked. “We don’t get along, we make up, we become close, then hate each other and repeat.” She continued to explain. “I don’t want that for us. I don’t want to pretend to hate you again.”

“Oh,” Korra mumbled, “I don’t want that either.”

“Well, we have that going for us,” Asami awkwardly joked. 

“Yeah.” Korra answered weakly, still averting her eyes. 

After a few more minutes of tense silence, Asami continued. “I really am sorry, Korra. About… Well,  everything.”

Korra closed her eyes shut, trying to suppress the thought of Asami and Ella together. Just the subtle mention of it gave her an internal gag reflex, and in addition made her feel almost sick. Korra literally had a physical reaction to the information. 

“You should've told me sooner.” The tan girl managed to say without puking, just barely. 

“I know.” 

“So, why didn't you?”

Asami sighed. “I didn't want to admit it, neither to you nor to myself.” She answered. “And it didn't seem like you wanted to talk about it either, so it was...” She trailed off, trying to come up with an explanation. “...Well, it was hard to convince myself to go through with it.”

Finally, Korra could meet her teammate's gaze.  “You still should've told me sooner.” She repeated sternly. 

“I’m not excusing my actions, Korra.” She quickly clarified. “It was my responsibility to make it known as soon as we started dating, and I failed.” Asami said, her face plastered with a sad expression. “I’m just trying to explain my perspective, since you asked me why I didn't tell you.” She continued, shedding light on her previous response.

“Well,” Korra breathed out, placing her tea cup on the coffee table and leaning towards the other girl, “do you understand my side in the matter?” she asked, her gaze turning more intense with each passing moment. 

Asami blinked, visibly confused. “I’d like to think so,” she mumbled, thinking of a response as she went, “but it would be better if I heard it from you either way.”

Continuing to stare at her girlfriend (at least she hoped so), Korra inhaled deeply to calm her nerves before speaking. “Do you understand why we had our fight?”

“Which one?” Asami asked, eyebrows knitting in concentration. “This fight, or…”

“When my dad hosed your dad,” The southerner tiredly explained.

“Oh, that one.” Asami nodded her head yes. “We had that fight because I insulted your dad.” She answered simply. 

Korra shook her head again. “Wrong.”

Asami was taken aback. “Wrong?” She asked, baffled. 

“Well, partially wrong.”

“I don't understand. I don't remember arguing over anything else.”

“Really?” Korra questioned, folding her arms. “You don't remember arguing about anything else?”

Asami kept quiet as she mulled it over, looking at the ceiling. “What,” she said after a few moments, “Ella?” She asked. 

Korra nodded. “Bingo.”

“That makes no sense.” Asami said, meeting Korra's eyes curiously. “Our arguments over her were a side effect of our fight.” She continued, trying to grasp Korra's words. “Those came after we initially fought.”

“Wrong. Again.”

“Wrong how?” Asami asked, getting a little frustrated.

“Us arguing over Ella wasn’t a side effect of us fighting,” Korra explained, “it’s the other way around. Us fighting was a side effect of Ella.”

Asami blinked, confused. “That makes no sense.” She stated once again. “We started arguing about her after our fight, not before.” She repeated herself, baffled. 

Korra raised an eyebrow. “But did she ask you out in front of me before, or after our blowout?” She asked Asami.

“Well-” Asami did the quick math in her head, “but that’s- you didn’t… you didn’t care about that…” she mumbled, before realization dawned on her. “Oh.” She said, staring at Korra in shock.

“Yep.” The watertriber said, popping the ‘p’ in her mouth.

“Oh, that’s not great.” Asami mumbled, placing her own tea cup aside. “That’s… pretty damn bad, actually.”

“You think?” Korra said cynically.

“So, let me get this straight.” Asami said, massaging her temples. “You felt… um…”

“Jealous?” Korra offered, saving Asami from having to say something even remotely insulting about Korra. 

“For a lack of a better term, yes.” The pale girl agreed. “Because of… well, you know.” She awkwardly mumbled. “And then I- well, y’know.”

“Aha.” 

“Oh.” Asami repeated. “Well, damn. No wonder you feel so…”

“Betrayed?” Korra suggested.

Asami winced. “Yeah, that.” She muttered. “God, Korra. I’m so sorry.”

Korra rolled her eyes. “I don’t care that you’re sorry, Asami.” she said harshly. “We can’t move forward here unless you explain to me why you did it. So, why?”

Asami, looking defeated, shook her head. “I don’t know.”

Again, much like their previous argument, Korra found herself getting annoyed with Asami’s lackluster responses. “What do you mean you don’t know?” She asked, doing her best to keep her cool and not sound irritated, although she was. “You made the active decision of sleeping with someone and you don’t even know why?” She asked in disbelief.

“Trust me, it’s frustrating to me too.“ Asami half joked. “I don’t know why I did what I did. I was in a bad place mentally and I thought this was what I wanted.” She admitted, her foot  nervously tapping on the floor, like a drummer would- there was even a set rhythm. Classic Asami. 

“Well, was it?” Korra impatiently asked.

“Was it what?”

“Was it what you wanted?”

Flabbergasted, Asami answered. “No.” She deadpanned. “To be honest, I was kind of into someone else at the time.”

 “Oh.”

Asami rolled her eyes. “I’m talking about you, idiot.”

Embarrassed, Korra waved her off. “I knew that,” she answered with forged confidence. 

“Sure.” Asami said, clearly not taking Korra's word for it, but she didn't mention it. “Korra, if you ever felt threatened by her, I just want you to know that she never stood a chance against you.” She said matter-of-fact-ly. “No one does.”

As much as the sentiment stroked Korra's ego, she found it extremely hard to believe. After all, Asami took Korra’s arch nemesis into her apartment and… Ew. She didn’t even want to think about it.

“Really?” Korra asked flatly. “Is that why you brought her to your apartment, but not me?”

Asami, taken aback, cleared her throat. “Well, that’s not entirely what happened…” She muttered. “But, um, I thought about it… I think you were right.”

Not expecting this response, Korra could just blink in confusion. “What?’

“I think that you were right,” her girlfriend repeated, “I think I was subconsciously not ready to invite you to my apartment,” she continued, “but not for the reason you think!” She added after saying, probably hearing how bad that sounded. “Don’t be offended!”

“How could I ever be offended?” Korra  sarcastically said, deeply hurt. “You just said you weren’t ready for a level of intimacy with me, that you’ve already had with my worst enemy.” She continued.

“It’s not what I meant.” Asami immediately denied, nervously blabbering. “I didn’t invite you here for the same reason we hadn’t slept together yet.”

Korra stared at her, wide eyed. “Not helping!” She exclaimed. “Not helping at all!”

“I just wanted to tell you about Ella before I invite you here!” Asami exclaimed. “Same reason as to why we didn’t have sex yet even though you make me-” Asami stopped herself, blushing. “Uh, well, you know.” She nervously mumbled.

“I… Know?” Korra asked.

Asami sighed. “Same reason as to why we didn't have sex yet, even though you make me…” Asami trailed off, clearing her throat. “...Really horny.” She barely got out, taking a sip of her tea, looking away.

“Oh?” Korra said, wide eyed.

“Sorry, that was… Completely inappropriate.” Asami apologized. “We’re trying to have a serious conversation.”

“No, no, it’s… it’s fine.” Korra laughed it off, processing the new information. “so, is that why you invited me here now?” She curiously asked. “Since I know, that's… Okay with you?”

“Yeah, obviously.” Asami nodded. “It's great having you here. Except for, y’know, the circumstances.” She then added awkwardly. 

“Okay,” Korra took a deep breath, “okay.” She mumbled. “So, are we good?” She asked, distracted as she was taking in all of the new information.

“You're… Asking me?” The other girl raised an eyebrow. “That's not how it works.” She nervously chuckled. “I’m the one who fucked up, so you're the one that needs to decide if you forgive me.”

“Right.” Korra shook herself back to reality. “Well, um… I-I don’t know.”

“It’s okay,” Asami said, sympathetic, “you can sleep on it, if you want. I get it.” She said, and though she sounded sincere, she was clearly very upset.

Korra hesitated, she still felt uncertain about the whole ordeal, but she wanted it resolved. She knew she wouldn’t be able to rest until they came to a conclusion, however, she was afraid that the conclusion may not be positive, which was not what she wanted. Honestly, she just wanted to move forwards with their relationship, but how were they supposed to do that?

“Okay, Okay.” She mumbled, taking in a deep breath. “Can I ask you a couple of things? While I make up my mind?”

“Oh, uh…” Asami looked surprised. “Sure, ask me anything.”

“Did you, um…” Korra mumbled, trying her best not to gag. “Did you like, like her?”

Asami scrunched her nose in disgust. “Never.” She stated.

“And um, did you… God, um…” Korra gestured with her hand, struggling to get her words out. “Did you… Like it? Even a little bit?”

“Oh, wow, okay.” Asami said, her expression a mix of embarrassment, shock and repulsion. “I guess we’re doing that now, huh?”

“Y-you said I could ask you anything!” Korra defended herself.

“I did, didn’t I?” She laughed nervously. “Okay, um. I gotta go with no.”  Asami answered, sounding sincere. “All I remember is feeling… Nauseous.” She concluded awkwardly. “Honestly, I was regretting that ever happened even before we got together.”

“Are you just saying that to make me feel better?” Korra asked, suspicious. 

Her girlfriend shook her head no. “I won't lie to you,” she assured, “I came clean about the whole ordeal to be honest with you,” Asami assured with a weak smile, “I wouldn't have done so if I was okay with dishonesty, why would I lie now?”

“That's fair.” The southerner mumbled. She felt a bit better with Asami answering her questions, and even though this was going in a good direction, she couldn't shake off the distress that she felt over the whole situation. And although they had been speaking for a while now, they didn't cover all bases. 

“Do you… Really think of me as mean?” Korra asked, still hurt from the last comment Asami made on their fight.

Asami's entire face fell at Korra's words. “No, Korra, you're not a mean person,” she tiredly said, “but you're good at it, when you want to be.”

Korra sighed, nodding her head. “Also fair.” She agreed sadly. 

“I think this about myself, too.” Asami added. “So, um, don't feel too special.” She continued, joking in an attempt to break the ice.

Korra cracked a smile at the silly comment. Asami was definitely making her situation better by being so cute. But, she still wasn't too sure if this was a good stopping point. How does one simply forgive and forget something of this magnitude? She wanted this fight to come to a conclusion, but that also meant she couldn’t consult with Kuvira, who now knew about the two of them. She could just walk away, sleep on it like Asami said, but then this conversation wouldn’t have obtained Korra’s desired goal, and the whole thing would continue to plague her mind. So, her options were either to drag this out, or to not have consultation regarding the situation..

Then it hit her. She had someone to confide in right there. Who better knows about their situation, than the one person who endured it besides her?

“Do you remember that one time when I tossed a balloon filled with paint at you?” Korra mused, nervous.

Asami blinked. “Kind of hard to forget.” She answered cynically. 

“Well, I’m just wondering…” Korra trailed off for a moment, before continuing. “How did you gain trust in me again after what I did?”

Asami was surprised by the question, uncertain of the new direction of the conversation. “Is that… relevant?” She asked, baffled.

Korra shrugged. “You said I could ask you anything.” She reminded Asami once again.

Asami stared at her for a couple more seconds, before clearing her throat to answer. “You were adamant about being sorry,” She explained, studying Korra’s expression, “and you gave me no reason not to believe you.” 

Korra raised an eyebrow. “That’s it?” She asked. 

“Do I need any additional reason?” Asami chuckled. “You were honest and sincere, and that was enough.” She said. “Besides, I know that you’d never hurt me on purpose,” she smiled at her.

Korra couldn’t help but smile back. “Right.” She said, processing the information Asami had given her.

Asam tilted her head, trying to read Korra’s expression. “Do you have any other questions?” She softly asked.

Korra inhaled deeply, meeting Asami’s questioning gaze. “No, I think I’m good.” She said with a gentle tone. 

“I don’t know what that means.” Asami said in confusion.

“It means that I’m still hurt,” The southerner replied, “but I want to find a way to move on from it, and I wanna do it with you.” She said with a soft smile.

Asami returned the smile. “I’d like that too,” she said, “but, I want to tell you something first.”

Korra’s smile dropped in a heartbeat. “Oh god, what now?” She asked, anxious.

“No, no. It’s not like that.” Asami reassured her. “It’s just… Well, you know I’m in therapy.” 

“Right.” The southerner affirmed, unsure of where this was going.

Asami shifted uncomfortably in her seat. “Well, I’m still early in my healing process.” She explained. “I’ve, um, started CBT a couple of weeks ago following our fight-” She continued.

“What’s CBT?” Korra interrupted, her eyes widening. “Is it some sort of drug? Like LCD?” She asked, shocked.

Asami chuckled. “No,” she slowly said, “it’s Cognitive behavioral therapy.” Asami explained. “It’s helpful for people with anxiety, or OCD in my case.”

“Oh.” Korra mumbled, embarrassed.

“As I was saying,” Asami continued, “I’m very, very early on in the process of…” She searched for words. “Learning how to function like a normal human being,” she offered.

“Oh,” Korra repeated herself , unsure of how to react.

“My point is that I’m new to all of this,” her girlfriend explained nervously, “and if you’re gonna stay with me, you have to know that I’ll probably fuck up a lot.”

Korra blinked at her, studying Asami's expression and trying to figure out what was the punchline. “Well, duh.” Korra chuckled slightly. “Is that you’re big revelation? Jesus Asami, You scared me.”

“You're taking this well.” Asami replied, slightly confused. 

“I obviously knew that you’re more prone to messing up,” was the tan girl's reply, “I’m not an idiot. I understand what it means to only just start therapy. Plus, everyone fucks up in relationship, so will I. It's not unique to you, y’know.” She added teasingly. 

“Oh.” Asami mumbled, dumbfounded. “Well, regardless, I need you to be open and honest with me from now on.” She decisively continued. “If something's bothering you, like you not being invited to my apartment, please tell me.” She had asked. “And of course, the same goes for me.” Asami was quick to clarify, “I want us to openly communicate from now on.”

Korra nodded. “That's fair.”

“And I promise to come clean about anything that you need to know as soon as possible,” her girlfriend proceeded, “not that I plan on messing up again.”

“Sounds good to me.” Korra agreed, cracking a smile. “Let’s just restart our relationship, okay?”

Asami smiled right back, nodding in agreement and scooting closer to Korra on the couch. “Is it okay if I kiss you now?” She sheepishly asked.

Korra laughed. “It’s always okay if you kiss me.” She replied.

So, Asami complied. Slowly but surely, she leaned in and pressed her lips against Korra’s. Kissing Asami filled Korra with utter bliss, it didn’t erase everything, obviously, but it absolutely helped. Korra mirrored the movements of Asami’s lips, placing her hands on the sides of Asami’s jaw and deepening the kiss. They continued kissing softly for a couple of minutes, before Asami broke the kiss and brought their foreheads together.

“Thank you for forgiving me,” Asami said softly. 

“Just don't sleep with anyone, and we're good." Korra said sarcastically. 

Her girlfriend pulled back, narrowing her eyes. “What about you?” She asked. “Do I get to sleep with you?”

“Absolutely.” Korra answered. 

“Good.” Asami laughed, leaning her head on Korra's shoulder. “Can't wait.” She mumbled, muzzling herself between Korra's shoulder and neck. 

Korra wasn't sure if Asami meant what she said seriously or if it was just an added joke, and the uncertainty left room for her insecurities to crawl in. Up until now Asami wasn't so responsive to her advances, and while Asami mentioned that she was pulling back because of the whole Ella ordeal, Korra still had a hard time shaking off the silly thought that Asami rejected her, but not Ella. It was silly, because she did realize Asami and her slept together dozens of times, including in her apartment, but Korra still couldn't help the way that she felt. 

So, in the spirit of their newly found transparency, Korra decided to voice her feelings. “I’m sorry, I find it a bit hard to believe.” She admitted. “I don't feel like you're… Eager, or even willing.”

“I understand,” Asami said sadly, pulling back to look at Korra, “but I promise you, I am ready.” She reassured her. “And I am…” She trailed off, eyeing Korra up and down and biting her lip. “Very eager.” She continued.

Korra sighed, shaking her head. “I believe you,” she clarified, “I just… I don't know. I don't feel it.”

Asami raised an eyebrow, and a mischievous grin suddenly appeared on her lips. “I have a way I can prove it to you,” she said, her voice husky and seductive. “If you're interested.“

Dumbfounded, Korra could just stare at her. “Huh?” She mumbled, flustered. “Are you… Making a move on me?” She asked, shocked. 

“Depends.” Asami innocently answered, placing her hand on Korra's inner thigh. “Do you want me to make a move on you?”

“I, uh…” Korra mumbled, her cheeks burning like a wildfire. Did she want that? She's been aching for that from the moment Asami and her had began dating, if not before! Was it a bit soon after their fight, though? Did she care? “Well…I-I’m not sure…” Asami's hand on her inner thigh, though, had Korra spiraling. She could just imagine it sliding upwards… Touching her… Just the thought of it sent a throb of lust to Korra's core. 

“Not sure?“ Asami repeated, pulling her hand back. “Never mind then.” She casually said.

“Wait, no.” Korra quickly retracted, waking up from her fantasy. “I just meant-”

“Korra?” Asami interjected.

“Yes?” 

“Shut up.” Asami breathed out before grabbing Korra’s shirt and pulling her forward, kissing her once more, but not as softly as before. The kiss was deep, passionate and overall- hungry. As much as Korra adored soft kisses, she absolutely welcomed the change right now, as their kiss grew more and more passionate with each passing second. Korra kissed back with just as much desire as Asami, placing her hands on Asami's hips to pull her closer. Things were complicated between them, sure, but this… This was wonderfully simple. After all, intimacy was just another way to feel closer to each other, and Korra wanted that with every ounce of her being. 

Without even noticing, Korra started playing with the hem of the captain's shirt, hazed with desire and eager to get all of the clothing off. 

“You know,” Asami managed to get out between kisses, having to push Korra backwards a bit, “my bedroom is right around the corner.” She suggested seductivly.

Korra couldn’t help but reminisce over the last time the two of them were making out on Asami’s sofa, and Asami made a statement such as this. At the time, when the two of them were essentially enemies with benefits, Korra was afraid  that it might seem like she actually cared for Asami, had she moved them into the girl's bedroom. Her caring about Asami, at the time, was a secret kept even from herself, and so the thought that she would do something that would be interpreted as if she did was truly horrifying. Korra couldn't help but muse over how much things had changed since then, and how idiotic her fear was. Thankfully, this wasn't a problem anymore. 

“On it.” Korra said with a huge grin. Without further ado, she pulled Asami to her lap and stood up, grabbing her ass to ‘secure’ her. Korra lifting Asami made her girlfriend yelp and claw into her back, and after Korra started walking Asami pulled back to look at her with a shocked expression. 

“You are…” the taller girl heaved, running her hands over Korra's flexed arms. “So hot.” She said with a satisfied smile. 

Korra couldn't help but chuckle, biting her bottom lip as she was carrying Asami to her bed. Jesus, this was not the direction she thought this day was going. But hey, she wasn't complaining. 

As they reached the bedroom, Korra threw Asami against the bed, then jumped after her. It made Asami laugh, which made Korra's heart swell. She didn't dwell on it too much though, and as soon as she could she got back to making out heavily with her girlfriend. Her hands urgently went to unbutton Asami's shirt, as if the world would crumble if she didn't get it off in time. Asami moaned in approval, and the sound was like music to Korra's ears. 

As she finished unbuttoning her lover's shirt, she pulled it apart. Asami encouraged this, and shook off the barely hanging sleeves, before her hands went to hold Korra by her hips, tugging her pants down. 

It was overwhelming to Korra, but in the best way possible. Asami kissing her, touching her… She felt like she died and reached paradise. She forgot how much she missed being with Asami like this, except this time, she got to feel Asami as much as she wanted, without having to pretend not to enjoy herself. 

Soon enough, Korra's pants and underwear flew off, and Asami's were soon to follow. Korra urgently leveled the playing field by peeling off her own shirt, leaned down to kiss Asami roughly, while working on removing her bra. With a pop, her girlfriend's bra was unclasped, and Asami shrugged it off and placed it sideways. Korra pulled back to look and admire. Asami's body was enchanting, it was simply perfect. There was not a thing she would change about it, about her. Stroking the sides on Asami's body, Korra couldn't help herself but feel this sudden strong sense of possessiveness. 

“This is mine.” She stated, not even asking Asami, just informing. “I’m the only one that gets to see you like this.”

Asami raised an eyebrow at the statement, and leaned upwards, holding herself with her elbows. “You know what else?” She asked, her voice an octave lower than it usually is.”You're the only one that I've ever, and I mean ever, “ she emphasized the last word, “invited into my bedroom.” She completed. 

She had no idea what primal instinct took over, but with that the last bit of Korra's constraint flew out of the window, and she surged downwards to kiss Asami's neck, sucking in her skin and certainly leaving noticeable hickies. She liked that. She wanted everyone in the world to see it and know Asami was taken, that Asami was hers. As gasped and soft moans encouraged her to continue kissing and marking, Korra made her way downwards until she was able to capture one of Asami's nipples in her mouth. She still remembered how much Asami loved it, and Asami did not disappoint with her reaction. Her girlfriend's back arched upwards to meet her mouth, her hands softly fisting into Korra's brown hair, motivating her to keep going. 

“I forgot how well you know my body.” Asami moaned, her thumb stroking the back of Korra's head lovingly- or at least that's how Korra interpreted the gesture. After she felt like this was enough for just one side, Korra jumped ship to the other nipple, proceeding to roll her tongue around it as well. She did so for a couple of good minutes, before deciding to start kissing her way downwards. 

“Oh, that's… New.” She heard Asami mumble under her breath as she was heading downwards, and the uncertainty in her girlfriend's tone made her pull back. 

“Should I stop?” She asked, examining her girlfriend's face. 

Asami was still heaving, her face flushed bright red. “What?” She asked, confused. “Absolutely not. You better get back down there.” She threatened, her voice laced with lust. “I need you.”

Korra couldn't help but grin at the eagerness Asami had displayed. She winked and without saying another word, she surged downwards, locating Asami’s clit and giving it a long, firm lick. 

“Holy shit.” Asami gasped, her grip on Korra's head tightened. Asami's body arched to help bury Korra in her vulva, and Korra was definitely not complaining. She started circling Asami's clit with her pointed tongue, almost like a dance. Each one of Asami's encouraging sighes filled Korra with unmatched energy, allowing her to continue with her strokes even as her jaw was turning sore. 

The soreness didn't matter to her, though. As Korra increased in speed, Asami's soft sighes turned into cries of pleasure, and eventually loud, beautiful moans... It was like music to Korra's ears, she adored the sounds her girlfriend made. Pride bloomed in her heart and she felt her own need burning in her core just knowing that’s how she made Asami feel. 

“Oh, god. Oh my god.” Asami moaned, her legs interlocking behind Korra's head, Asami's hands pushing it down. “Faster. Harder!”

Korra happily obliged. She pressed her face more firmly into Asami’s pussy, and she rolled her tongue more aggressively against her girlfriend's clit, switching from pointed to broad strokes and dedicating every bit of attention to it. Asami moaned in approval, her hips beginning to grind in contrast to Korra's movements, searching for more friction. “Oh fuck yes. Just like that baby.” She said, her breath picking up even more. “This feels amazing. You feel amazing. Never stop.”

The tan girl couldn't help but smirk to herself, before deciding to suck Asami's clit into her mouth, pulling a series of throaty gasps out of Asami's mouth. At this point, her girlfriend's legs were shaking, her muscles were tensing and quivering at the same time, and her grip on Korra's head became so tight that Korra couldn't get up even if she wanted to. This may have been the first time Korra went down on Asami, but she easily recognized those telltale signs that her girlfriend was about to finish. The mere thought of it enticed her to the point of wanting to touch herself, just to be able to handle the immense pressure between her legs. But, this was about Asami, and she wanted nothing more than to get her across the finish line. So, she gave it her all. 

Not pulling anything back anything, Korra sucked on her clit, drew circles around it, and stimulated it directly in loops, until Asami couldn't take anymore. “Korra!” She heard her name being moaned out as her girlfriend came undone against her tongue, her muscles shaking from the excturation. Korra, even though Asami's thighs locked her in place, continued rolling her tongue around Asami's core in a slowing pace, helping her lover ride her orgasm out and hoping to extend it, because god did she loved being responsible for this. 

“Oh god,” Asami breathed out, panting. She tapped on Korra's shoulder, signaling her that she's done. “I don't know what you've done to me just now, “ she said while Korra pulled away,  “but I think this is the strongest I've ever finished in my entire life.” She deadpanned, her face completely red both from the excturation and from embarrassment. “You've out done yourself.” 

Korra couldn't help but grin widely at that. “Good.” She said in a seductive tone. 

“I-I'm sorry, “ Asami said nervously, “but I don't think I can do… That, today. I’ve never… Given head to a girl before.” 

“Don't apologize.” The southern girl softly said. “Whatever you're comfortable with is fine with me. Though, I’m sure you'd do an amazing job.” She continued, her hand placed on the side of Asami's jaw, her thumb gently glazing over her cheek in a soothing manner. “Did anyone ever go down on you, or was that..?”

“My first time, yeah.” Asami completed Korra's unfinished question, a little embarrassed. 

Korra had no idea what was up with her today, but she really, really liked that. Honestly, she had no idea those things turned her on so much. Like, she knew she was the jealous type, but that was on a whole new level. “I’m honored to have been your first.” She said, trying to sound cool even though she was so horny it practically hurt. “Just let me know if you're up to anything more.“


  Because I’d really like you to fuck me right now, if that's alright with you. 


Her girlfriend raised an eyebrow, and before Korra could even react she landed on her back, Asami climbing on top of her with a smirk. 

“What,” she asked with a seductive tone, “did you really think you're getting through tonight without me showing you how much you mean to me?” She asked, amused.

At this point, Korra was so turned on that she feared it would take her seconds to come. “I hoped not.” She replied, biting her bottom lip. 

Asami chuckled, her hands going to cup Korra's breasts, an action that made her gasp. “God, I missed these. “ The pale girl said, massaging her breasts. It felt amazing, but it was nothing but a tease compared to what Korra needed from her at this point. 

“I don’t need foreplay,” the tanned girl said, trying her best not to sound too desperate. “Just touch me already, before I explode.” That was her trying not to be desperate? Jesus. 

Her girlfriend's eyes flickered upwards, blue meeting green, before her hands slid downwards to Korra's stomach, her fingers gently out lining her abs, making Korra shiver.  

“And these, too.” Asami continued with a sultry gaze, completely ignoring Korra's plea. “I missed these so, so much.” She knew what she was doing, and it was working. Korra was dying over there, her insides burning with desire and her thighs drenched from how painfully turned on she was. As amazing as every touch felt, it was also pure torture. She needed more, much more.

“Please.” Korra whimpered under her breath. 

“Shhhhh, don't worry.” Asami hushed her in a soothing manner, her hand slowly making its way to where Korra needed it to be. “I’ll take care of you, baby.” She assured. “Just relax.” 

Korra was in such a haze, that the words barely registered in her brain. But, they did, and though she didn't expect it, the reassurance made her feel… Safer, somehow. Korra's mind had been plagued with insecurities for the entire day now, and while assurance wasn't exactly a magic solution, in this timing and within this situation, it made Korra feel a whole lot better about their entire situation. 

And when Asami finally decided to show mercy, Korra had already felt like this was right. 

She couldn't help but moan loudly as Asami's fingers found her pulsing clit and began swirling around it. She couldn't stop her hips from rising and rocking to increase friction. She couldn't hide how much she was enjoying herself, and nor did she feel like she had to. She was extremely comfortable, and gone were the days where she had to hide her true feelings. 

And god, Asami digits expertly rubbing against her clit felt so… Godly. Though Asami had spoken openly about her sexual inexperience, it was evident that she knew exactly what she was doing when it came to Korra. It made sense, they must've slept together dozens of times, Asami must've known what Korra liked and disliked like the back of her hand. However, nothing she's ever done and nothing they've ever done came even close to how good this felt. 

“How's this?” Her girlfriend asked in a soft, gentle tone. 

“Feels amazing.” Korra mumbled, brain hazed with lust. “Please, Sami. More.”

And more she got. Asami started going faster, putting more pressure on her strokes. Korra gasped with each swirl of her lover's fingers, her toes curling as pleasure was building up in her lower abdominal, burning her from the inside. Her brows knitted together in concentration as she realized she was close to the finish line. She was holding back, but for once, she wasn't doing so out of embarrassment, or to not let Asami know how much she wanted it, but because she wanted the moment to last. 

However, she couldn't deny her orgasm for long. Soon enough, all the pressure that has been building up just exploded inside of her with a series of loud, desperate moans. Relief washed over her, wave after wave of pure, indescribable pleasure blindsiding her completely. She was digging her nails into Asami’s back, trying to hold on to her high as well as be closer to her girlfriend. Her peak had already built up to one of the strongest she had ever experienced, but the pleasure she felt swelled far beyond as Asami, unexpectedly, shoved two fingers inside her. Her quivering walls contracted around the digits that curled and rubbed against a sensitive bundle of nerves inside her combined with the continuous strokes around her clit extended her climax and made it far more intense. For a moment, she thought she could cum forever, but unfortunately even the best orgasms couldn't last forever, and eventually with the help of Asami she managed to ride it out. 

“Holy shit.” She breathed out, wincing at the loss as Asami pulled her fingers out. “This was… Amazing.”

Asami smiled sheepishly. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” The southerner affirmed. “I don't think I’ll be able to walk tomorrow.” She added, joking. 

“Well, you better.” Asami warned. “We have a cup game, remember? Quarter finals?”

“I’ll manage.” She said, looking at Asami with a silly smile, her brain still fucked from the orgasm she just endured. “God, Asami, this was... I can't even describe it." She said in awe." I loved tasting you." She added with a smirk.

Her girlfriend giggled, her cheeks flushing bright red. “Shut up.” She said, smiling all the same.

"Never." Korra winked.

“How are you feeling?” Asami asked after a couple of silent seconds. “You felt insecure before… Are you feeling better? I certainly feel way closer to you after… This.” She continued sheepishly. 

“Hm? Oh, yeah!” Korra was quick to assure once she registered the words. “I mean, we still have a lot to work on as a couple, absolutely. But…” She pressed her lips together, smiling beyond the emotional turmoil she had been experiencing. “I feel a lot closer to you, too.” She admitted truthfully. 

The pale girl breathed out in relief. “Good.” She said. “Because I was hoping that you'd stay the night.”

Korra beamed. “Absolutely.”

And the two shared another long, passionate kiss. Afterwards, Asami placed her head on Korra's chest, and after counting all the lamps in her room she fell asleep. Korra couldn't, though, for a long time. She had a huge, silly smile plastered on her face as she processed the recent events. She meant what she said, they did have a lot to work on as a couple, and while her hurt feelings didn't just disappear, but she felt a lot better, and a lot closer to Asami.

Although she was still hurt, she had no doubt in her heart. She made the right call.

  







18. When Reality Comes Knocking


    
    Asami woke up to Korra sleepily attempting to turn off her phone's alarm clock. It took her a moment, but once she succeeded she scooted over, wrapping her arms around Asami and immediately falling asleep again. 

Asami couldn't help but smile softly, completely melting into Korra's warm embrace. 

It only lasted for about ten minutes, though. As it turned out, Korra hadn't exactly turned off the alarm, but accidently put it on ‘snooze’.

“Sami, your phone is a nightmare.” Korra grumbled sleepily. 

Asami let out a small laughter, struggling to reach it under Korra's iron grip. “We should get up, anyway,” She mumbled, though it was the last thing she wanted to do. “We have classes soon.”

“Nooo.” Korra groaned. “Let's stay in today.”

“We can't just… do that,” was Asami's answer. 

“Why not?” Korra asked. “We have an important game tonight! We gotta rest up before…”

Asami mulled it over, and figured that Korra had a point. She almost never skipped class, but if there was a day to do it, it was before their games. She didn't want to be sleep deprived on the field, after all. 

Plus, if there was someone worth skipping class with, it was definitely the person beside her. 

“Fiiiine, ” She agreed, closing her eyes. “But only because you’re so damn cute.”

“Yay me.” Korra mumbled, half asleep. 

Asami hummed in approval, allowing herself to fall back asleep as well. When she woke up, though, she was missing Korra’s warmth. For a moment, she thought Korra may have left her apartment. But a second later she heard the bathroom flush and the water running, and she breathed out in relief. She had to remind herself that things are not as they were, not anymore. 

As Korra walked back into the room, she couldn’t help but smile.

“Sorry, did I wake you?” Korra asked with an apologetic smile, scratching the back of her neck nervously.

“No, I just missed you,” Asami replied, rubbing her eyes as she was slowly waking up. “What time is it?”

“Almost noon,” her girlfriend informed, sitting on the bed next to her. “I, uh, borrowed one of your shirts, I hope it’s alright.”

Asami examined her, realizing that she was, in fact, wearing one of Asami’s oversized t-shirts. Was she okay with it? Duh! She adored the sight!

“Depends.” She said in a seductive tone. “Is my t-shirt all that you’re wearing?” She flirted.

Korra raised an eyebrow. “Maybe.” She played along. “Is that blanket all that you’re wearing?” She deflected.

Quickly glancing beneath the blanket to confirm, Asami smirked. “Maybe.” 

Korra laughed. “Nice.” She said approvingly. 

“Keep that energy up for tonight,” Asami said, sitting up and holding the blanket to her chest, “we gotta celebrate our up and coming victory, right?” She winked.

“Yeah, we gotta.” Korra nodded enthusiastically, eyeing her up and down. “Good morning, baby.” She said gently, pressing a soft kiss on Asami's cheek. 

“Aw, that's all I get?” Asami pouted. 

Grinning, Korra cupped the side of Asami's jaw. “Of course not,” She said, giving Asami a proper kiss this time around. Asami sighed, smiling against her girlfriend's lips before they both pulled apart. 

“There,” Asami said with a satisfied smile, “was that so hard?”

“I know I’m hard.” Korra joked. 

Asami rolled her eyes, unable to stop herself from chuckling. “You are… such an idiot.” She said. 

“Jokes on you, you're the one dating the idiot!” Korra laughed. 

“Yeah, I’m not too mad about it though,” Asami shrugged, standing upright and dropping the blanket. She could feel Korra's eyes on her as she pulled pajamas out of her closet, and couldn’t help but smirk. She turned around, watching Korra’s gaze lift to meet hers. “Were you checking me out?” She asked, amused.

“Who, me?” Korra innocently asked, her eyes flickering downwards to glance once more at Asami’s body, before she raised it back up with a huge grin. “Nah, never.” She said, winking.

Asami poked her tongue out, before dressing up and rubbing her eyes a bit. “I’ll go freshen up,” she informed Korra. “Feel at home, m’kay?” She asked sweetly.

“So glad to hear you say that,” her girlfriend smiled, “because I’m absolutely starving.” 

“Oh, uh…” Asami nervously mumbled, thinking back to the last time she got groceries. It's been… a while.  “I think the fridge is empty,” she said, her tone holding an apology. “But I’ll order us something, what are you in the mood for?” She asked.

Korra shrugged, smiling all the same. “Anything. Surprise me.”

Asami chuckled as she opened her phone to order in. “Or I can use your tactic of bringing every type of food.” She said, reminiscing over the last time Korra had been to her place- when she brought an absurd amount of takeout with her. 

Korra blushed. “I didn't want to mess up!” She excused. 

“Tell me, Waters, does this technique usually woo a woman?” She asked jokingly, though, she allowed her tone to hold a tinge of flirtiness to it. 

Korra shrugged, a playful spark in her blue eyes. “Well, it worked, didn't it?” 

Asami smiled softly. “It really did,” she affirmed, making her usual order quickly, but double. “Here,” she handed off her phone, “if the delivery guy calls, answer.” She shrugged, giving Korra a quick kiss on the cheek before heading to her bathroom, gasping the moment her eyes met her reflection. 

“Korra!” She called out in disbelief, hearing no response from beyond the closed door. She examined her neck, where she could spot at least four purple-ish marks- the result of Korra's absolute rampage last night. Color was flooding her cheeks as she realized just how much make-up she'd have to use to cover this up. 

She cracked open the door, unimpressed. “You do realize people can see this, right?” She pointed at her very obvious hickies. 

“Sorry, I wasn’t too rough, was I?” Korra asked, a bit worried.

Asami, though she had been trying to stay mad, couldn't help but smile. “No, you’re fine.” She replied, attempting to sound intimidating and failing miserably. “Just… maybe next time keep it below the shirt, okay?”

“Absolutely! Anything you want.” Korra agreed with a soft smile. “Did you like it though? Despite it being irresponsible of me?” She asked sheepishly.

“Maybe a little.” Asami said playfully.

“A little?”

“Maybe more than a little.”

“I see.” Korra grinned.

Asami rolled her eyes. though, she wasn’t annoyed in the slightest.  “I’m gonna go cover this up.” She informed, narrowing her eyes to watch Korra's reaction.

Korra gasped with fake surprise. “You're going to cover up my art?” She asked in forged disbelief. 

Asami couldn't help but snort. “Art?” She asked. 

“Art.” She confirmed with a pout. 

Asami snickered. “Idiot.” She mumbled, walking back into the bathroom, leaving the door open and opening her main drawer, starting her morning routine. Asami reached for her cleanser, gently massaging it into her skin before washing it off and applying her moisturizer. She went to check up on Korra, waiting for it to absorb. Then, she proceeded to apply her foundation and concealer as she usually did, and being done with that, she grabbed her regular eyeshadow palette, when Korra poked her head inside the bathroom.

“Baby?” Korra asked, Asami’s phone up next to her ear as she’s covering it with her hand. “The delivery guy is having some trouble, so I’m gonna–” She stopped, confused. “Are you going somewhere?” She asked, a little disappointed.

“No, why?” Asami asked.

“Oh, I just thought… because you’re putting on makeup…” She mumbled, a little relieved and embarrassed.

“I just… always do that,” Asami explained awkwardly.

“Gotcha. Um, sorry.” Korra answered with an awkward lopsided grin. “I’ll uh… go find the delivery guy.” She said with a quick kiss to Asami, before leaving the apartment.

After Asami was done with her eyeshadow and eyeliner, she moved to her neck, chuckling. She didn’t mind the marks, she definitely enjoyed it last night, but she realized she had to cover this up- otherwise she’d never hear the end of it. However, just as she was about to try covering it up, she heard Korra knock on her front door.

Asami rolled her eyes, walking out of her bathroom. “You don’t need to knock!” She called out, shaking her head in amusement.

When the door opened, however, Asami’s eyes widened in shock as Korra wasn’t the one to walk in- Opal was. Immediately, her hands quickly went to move her hair so that it would cover her hickies, as she awkwardly smiled at her friend, nervous at the prospect tha Korra could walk in at every given moment.

“Um, good to know?” Opal chuckled, a little confused. “What’s up?”

“I’m good, I’m good…” Asami answered, eyes darting to the front door and back to Opal. “What are you doing here?” She tried her best not to sound distraught, as to not offend Opal, but she had a bad feeling about this.

“I’m just checking on you,” her friend said, tilting her head. “Since you, y’know, ditched me last night. Thought you might be sick.”

Asami’s fake smile dropped. “What?” She asked, slowly remembering that she did, in fact, make plans with Opal before her fight with Korra. “Oh, gosh. Opie, I’m so sorry.” She said, her eyes wide and worried. “It just… it completely slipped my mind.”

“Really?” Opal furrowed her eyebrows. “It’s not like you,” she commented.

“Well…” Asami scratched her head nervously, thinking of how she could excuse it.

Opal’s eyes suddenly drifted downwards and squinted. Asami realized her hair must’ve moved a bit, and she immediately went to cover it with her hand, but Opal already caught that.

“You had someone over?” Opal asked, a little disappointed. “You ditched to… sleep with someone?”

“Opal, I’m-”

“I’m not mad, just… confused.” Her friend said, her eyes still narrowed. “Like, why didn't you just cancel on me? I mean, I waited in the restaurant for like thirty minutes. I felt like an idiot.” She half joked, but she was obviously still upset. 

“I just… had a bad day.” Asami said, worried. “I was… perplexed. I wasn’t thinking-”

Right then, the moment Asami’s been dreading the most happened. The door opened, and in walked Korra. She didn’t see Opal or Asami, as her eyes locked on the receipt of the order, narrowed in confusion. “Hey, baby?” She asked, much to Asami’s horror. “Did you put in the right address? Because the delivery guy was–” She finally raised her head, catching Asami’s mortified gaze as well as Opal’s shocked stare. “O-oh, I mean…”  She cleared her throat, eyes nervously darting between the two of them. “I’m… I’m the delivery guy– um, delivery girl,” she decided awkwardly, “yep, I do deliveries in my free time. And um… you put in the wrong address.” She blabbered on. “Anyways, um, here you go! Two pizzas, just for Asami– oh, and for Opal, obviously, since she’s here– which is probably normal, right? I wouldn't know, I’ve never been here.” She nervously grinned, placing the pizzas on the dining table. “Anyways! I’mma head out now, bye!”

“Seriously?” Opal turned to Asami, annoyed.

The team captain couldn’t help but slap her forehead. “That’s the best you could come up with? Really?” She asked her girlfriend, frustrated. Not with Korra, just… the whole situation was messed up.

Korra raised her arms in surrender. “I panicked!” She exclaimed, excusing her poor cover story. “I’m sorry, I tried!”

“What the hell, Asami?” Opal asked in disbelief. “You ditched me to sleep with her, of all people?”

“Hey!” Korra protested. “What’s wrong with me?” 

“Other than the fact you have no respect for Asami, or anything for that matter?” Opal glared in her direction.

Korra gawked at her. “Excuse me?”

“Opal, listen–”  Asami tried, but she was immediately interrupted by her best friend.

“Listen to what? Listen to how you bailed on our plans and lied to my face about it?” She exasperated. “And for what? For someone who doesn’t grasp the concept of basic boundaries?”

“Hey! Yes I do!” Korra called out, though both Opal and Asami ignored her. 

“Opie, you have no idea what you’re talking about,” Asami determined, “I didn’t mean to bail on you, I’m sorry–”

“Again with the ‘sorry’?” Opal groaned. “Save it. I don’t want to hear it. You can’t keep apologizing for being a lousy friend and expect me to blindly forgive you, without you making any effort to change it!”

Asami stared at her for a couple seconds, before her gaze dropped to the ground, heavy with guilt and shame in it. “You’re right,” she said sadly, “I’ve been neglecting our friendship, I keep messing everything up…” She sighed. “I said I’d make it up to you, and I didn’t. You have no reason to believe me, but I promise I’ll try harder.” She finally met her friend’s eyes, but she saw no hint of forgiveness in them.

“You do realize this has nothing to do with you messing up, and everything to do with her, right?” Opal asked, folding her arms.

“What?” Asami asked in disbelief. “How is she related to any of this?”

“It doesn't take a genius to see that this,” she gestured between the two of them, “isn't healthy!”

“Jesus, Opal, seriously?” Asami asked with a frustrated sigh. “She has nothing to do with any of this, you're just lashing out at her instead of holding me accountable for my own actions!”

“Whatever you say,” Opal shrugged, “honestly, if you think so low of yourself to be with her,” she spat out, making Korra roll her eyes. “Be my fucking guest. Just don’t expect me to be there when she ultimately hurts you. Again.”

Before Asami could argue, Opal turned around and left the apartment, purposely bumping into Korra on her way out.

Asami let out a frustrated groan when the door slammed shut. Why couldn’t she just catch a damn break? First fighting with Korra, now Opal… why was she so good at fucking up her relationships? Dammit!

“Hey,” Korra softly said, stepping closer. “Should I hold you, or do you need some space?” She gently asked.

“Hug.” Asami murmured, sighing in content as Korra’s arms wrapped around her, and she allowed herself to sink into the comforting warmth of her partner.

“Better?” Korra gently asked.

“Much,” Asami said, placing her head on the crook of Korra’s neck and closing her eyes.

“Do you want to talk about it?” Korra asked.

“I don’t know,” Asami breathed out, upset.

“It’s okay,” Korra tightened her grip on Asami, “whatever you feel like would help.”

Asami inhaled deeply, trying to calm herself down. It really helped that Korra was so damn comfortable, strong and overall extremly huggable. “I feel like I keep messing up,” she said with a sigh, “no matter what I do, I’m doing something wrong, and someone important to me gets hurt. Opal’s right, I’ve been a terrible friend lately.”

“Oh, Sami…” Korra kissed the top of her head soothingly. “I’m sure that’s not accurate, and if it is, you can make up for it.” She told her gently. “I’m not always an awesome friend to Kuv, and the same goes for her. Shit happens, but it doesn’t mean you don’t care about each other.”

Asami snorted. “Would you say she cares about me after this?”

“Absolutely.” Her girlfriend stated.

“What would you call what happened now, then?” Asami murmured.

“Honestly?” Korra chuckled. “An overreaction.”

Asami pulled back, raising her eyebrows. “You think I’m overreacting?” She asked, a little offended.

“Not you, Opal.” Her girlfriend hurried to explain. She kept quiet for a bit, and after a moment of loaded silence spoke again. “She always reacts badly when it comes to your love life, don’t you think?” She added hesitantly.

“What are you saying?” Asami asked, confused.

“Well…” She trailed off, meeting Asami's gaze. “Asami, is there any chance that Opal has feelings towards you?”

Asami's eyes widened. “What?” She asked in disbelief, pulling away from Korra. “That's ridiculous! You're not seriously jealous of Opal, are you?” 

“I'm not jealous, I promise,” Korra said, taking Asami's hand in hers and stroking it's knuckles lovingly with her thumb, “I’m worried. Lingering feelings, if ignored completely, can ruin friendships. It did so for us, when you-know-who asked you out, and I’d hate to see that happen to the two of you.” She said, pursing her lips together in worry. 

“It's not gonna, because you're imagining it. As far as I know, she doesn't even like girls.” Asami answered with an apologetic smile. “I’m sorry, Korra, but I think she reacts badly to the topic of my love life because it has to do with you, and she dislikes you.”

“But she didn't hate me before I started making advances towards you,” Korra persisted. 

“To be fair, said ‘advances’ involved a paint balloon and several weeks in recovery.” Asami chuckled. 

“...Touche.” Korra mumbled, though she didn't seem too convinced. “Well, I guess you know her best.” She deflated. 

“I do, and you have nothing to worry about.” Asami sighed. “Except for, well, my best friend hating both you and me.”

“Well, I know she doesn't hate you,” Korra smiled at her, “me is… another story.”

“I should probably talk to her.” The taller girl mumbled. 

“Let her cool off,” Korra suggested, pushing a strand of Asami's hair behind her ear. “We don't need a big blowout before the game.”

Asami laughed bitterly. “I think we're past that.”

“We don't need a bigger blowout, then.” Korra smiled apologetically. “Wait an hour or two, and call her. If you do right now, she'll only get angrier.”

“Yeah, okay.” Asami said, chewing nervously on her bottom lip. “So, what now?” She asked her partner. 

Korra grinned. “Pizza?” She asked, hopeful. 

Asami chuckled. “Pizza.” She agreed. 


“Opal.” The team’s captain sternly said, as soon as Beifong stepped into the locker room.

“What now?” She groaned, dropping her kitbag on the floor next to her locker.

“We should talk,” Asami nervously said, her eyes flickering towards Korra, silently requesting support. When her girlfriend raised her thumbs in encouragement, Asami turned back to Opal. “Alone.” She added.

“I don’t wanna talk,” Opal flatly replied, “if I had anything to say to you, I’d probably answer you when you called me for the millionth times.”

“Well, can you listen?” Asami asked, eerily aware that a few of their teammates that had already arrived were turning to them, taking notice of their conversation.

“I mean, I could.” Her friend shrugged. “But, why would I want to?” She challenged, folding her arms.

“Because I’m your friend,” Asami softly said, “best friend, mind you.”

“Are you?” Opal bitterly asked, tilting her head.

Looking around nervously, Asami went ahead and grabbed Opal by her forearm, silently dragging her to a more secluded location, before she spoke up.

“I only hid it because I was afraid you’d react badly,” Asami argued, her tone hushed and stern, “and given your reaction, I was right to worry. So, can you really be mad at me?”

“Yes, I can.” Opal didn’t even flinch. “Seriously Asami? Korra? Out of everyone?” 

“Yes.” Asami replied. “Yes, Korra, out of everyone.” 

“Why?” She demanded to know. “You could have anyone in the goddamn world, why her?” 

“Because there isn’t anyone else!” Asami hissed under her breath. “There was never anyone else, just her.”

“That’s corny.” Opal rolled her eyes. “It's also not like you. This girl has already caused you to have multiple breakdowns this year, do you really think it's a good idea dating her?” She asked, her eyebrows clenching together in a frown. 

“Yes.” Asami replied immediately. “And even if it wasn't, it’s my decision. Can’t you just accept it?” She asked her friend, frustrated.

“You’re kidding, right?” Opal said, eyes wide in shock. “She landed you in the ER!”

“Well- she fucked up,” Asami admitted awkwardly, “but she more than made up for it!”

“Sounds like more like she made-out for it,” Opal huffed disapprovingly.

“I like her, I want to be with her,” Asami exasperated, “I don’t understand, why isn’t it enough for you?”

“Because she’s not good for you!”

“How do you know? You wouldn’t even give her a chance!”

“Excuse me?” Opal asked, flabbergasted and fuming. “I’ve given her countless chances! Every time you asked me to, I pushed my negative feelings aside, only to be proven right about her!”

“Well, I’m asking you to give her a chance again.” Asami retorted, folding her arms.

“Absolutely not. If you want to keep making the same mistake over and over again, be my guest!” Opal spluttered angrily. “But I’m not going to pretend to approve while you’re back at it, getting your heart broken, again!” She emphasized, walking away.

Furious, Asami finally snapped. “Fine!” She called after Opal. “I don’t need your approval!”

Asami didn’t speak with Opal before the game again, nor did she have an opportunity to speak with Korra alone. She and the coach went over their strategy and lineup. Currently, they were ranked first in their division, but the College Cup was a completely different story. Sure, it was the same teams competing against each other, but unlike regular league games; you lose once– and you’re out. They reached the quarter finals successfully, even though they had already lost once in the regular seasonal games. Asami had this fantasy; she wanted in her first season as captain to win both the state’s championship and the cup. Last year was their best season in years, as they took the cup and ended up second in the championship. Asami, as the replacement for last year’s captain, wanted to outdo her. So, this game was high stakes for her, and she really hoped Opal and Korra’s dynamic wouldn’t get in the way.

Well… it did. 

The match was rough. They were paired up with one of the stronger teams of their division, but they could've won it easily. No, scratch that, not could've; should've. 

Kuvira kick-started a drill that they've been working on for a while, and foolishly, Asami figured it would work as it usually did during practice. From Kuvira, the ball was passed in zigzags to their defender, then between their midfielders, until it reached Asami, who passed it on to Opal. 

When she saw who Opal was supposed to pass the ball to, she realized she messed up big time. 

Korra was the only free player left who was closer to the goalie than Opal, and she was in a good position too. She had defenders guarding her, but nothing she couldn't shake off. In fact, if Opal would pass the ball to her it would almost certainly be a goal. The team's captain cursed under her breath, fearing that her teammate wouldn't put her grudge aside for the sake of the cup. 

Asami prayed to god that she was wrong, but she wasn't. Beifong wasn't passing the ball, instead, she attempted to go all the way on her own, from an impossible position. Soon, she was swarmed with defenders as they realized Waters wasn't getting the ball, and they managed to get the ball. Since most of Asami's team was in attacking positions, they had to turn on their heel, and by the time they did so- the rival team had already scored. 

“Dammit!” Asami shouted in frustration, hearing the whistle to indicate the score. 


  1 - 0 




Half-time.
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    “I’m going to murder her!” Asami hissed as she reached the locker room, obviously referring to her friend that may or may not have lost them their game. 

Korra chewed on her bottom lip nervously. Her instincts were telling her to go calm her girlfriend down before she kills someone, but it was a bit problematic to do so with an audience. Even though Opal now knew about Asami and her, she still feared that if they told the team, it might get out to their parents.

“Opal!” Asami half-yelled when her friend walked into the locker room. “What the hell was that?!”

…still, Korra had to do something before Asami absolutely lost it. 

“I’m not talking to you.” Opal grumbled unhappily, pulling her phone out of her locker to ignore her teammates. 

“Oh, you're not? How mature.” Asami sarcastically said, mocking Opal. “I should be telling Coach Beifong to take you out right now!” She threatened harshly. Though she rarely did that, as team captain Asami more than had the authority to do so. If she threatened Korra like this in the middle of a game, she would be freaking out big time. 

And yet, Opal didn't seem phased. “Do it, then.” she challenged, frowning.

“Okay!” Korra stepped in nervously. “You both need to calm down.”

“Both?!” Asami huffed out in disbelief. “I’m completely calm!” She yelled at Korra.

Wide eyed, Korra could only flash her girlfriend an uncomfortable grin, hoping Asami doesn’t murder both her and Opal. “I… can see that,” she said, raising her hands in surrender. Then, against her better judgment, she awkwardly turned to face Opal. “Can I… talk to you?” She asked, catching both Asami and her teammate by surprise. “...alone?”

“Me?” Opal asked, perplexed. “You wanna talk to me?”

“Yeah?” Korra wasn’t too certain herself, but she didn’t want Asami and Opal fighting because of her, and she absolutely did not want to crush Asami by losing this game. So, she decided that whatever ‘disagreement’ she and Opal had going on needed to be resolved, and now.

“Are you asking me or telling me?” Opal asked, before catching up to the situation and coming to her senses. “You know what? Doesn’t matter. I don’t want to talk to you!” She spat out.

“Please?” Korra urged, her foot nervously tapping on the floor as she was hopelessly waiting for Opal to reply.

“Absolutely not!” Beifong shot her down harshly. 

Korra opened her mouth to argue further, but before she could, Kuvira, for some reason, decided to step in. 

“C’mon, Opie, give her a chance.” She told her sister, placing a soothing hand on her shoulder. “Don't let whatever this is ruin our game!” She added. Her tone gentle while speaking to Opal, yet at the same time, it reflected the urgency of the matter. 

She wasn't sure what prompted Kuvira to intervene, but she was grateful for it anyway. Because, finally, Opal seemed to be considering it. “I don't want to.” She told Kuvira, annoyed. 

“Please? For me?” Kuv asked with a persuading smile. “She's my friend, after all.”

Opal hesitated for a couple of seconds before groaning in frustration. “Fine!” She hissed, getting up. “But you owe me, big time!” She told her sister sternly, before turning to Korra and violently jabbing a finger above her chest. “I’ll see you outside.” She huffed, stomping away. 

Korra exhaled, both relieved that Opal finally agreed, and nervous as to their up and coming conversation. “Thank you,” she told Kuvira under her breath. 

“I assume this has something to do with the fact you didn't come back home last night?” Kuvira said discreetly, grinning. 

“Oh, uh, yeah,” color filled Korra's cheeks as she confirmed with an awkward smile.

“Get it, girl.” Kuvira chuckled. “Go talk to my sis, just… don't make it worse, okay?”

“I’ll try,” Korra sighed, “thanks, Kuv.” She quietly said, giving Asami a look that she hoped projected confidence, even though she didn't feel it, before leaving the locker room to meet Opal outside.

Closing the door after her, Korra took in a deep breath in an attempt to calm her nerves. It didn't work, so she decided to fake it instead. After that, the southern girl turned to face her teammate, her eyes studying the stern, unsympathetic expression on Opal’s face. Awesome, just awesome. What a great starting point. “We don't have a long time before the second half, and there’s a lot I want to say.” She told her cautiously, ignoring the way Opal’s scowl deepened with every word. “I know that we can't solve everything right now, but at the very least, I want to make sure this won't fuck up the game.”

Opal scoffed, folding her arms. “You do realize that I’m not the problem here. You are. Right?” She asked in a condescending manner, raising an eyebrow. 

Korra bit her tongue, because quite frankly she didn't think she was the problem. Sure, she messed up plenty in the past. And yeah, Opal had good reasons to resent her. But as Korra previously mentioned to Asami– she felt like this whole thing went way beyond that. For a while now she suspected Opal had a thing for Asami, and with everything that just unfolded… yeah, Korra was pretty confident that she was right. Asami dismissed her theory, sure, but she was probably just in denial. Korra was still certain that her theory was more than likely to be true, and she was aching to know that she was right for sure.

However, there was a time and place to have such a conversation– and it wasn’t here, nor was it now.

“It doesn't matter who's at fault here,” Korra stated, rather than asking the question lingering in her mind. “Regardless, you need to either get over it, or let it go.” She bluntly said. 

“I need to get over it? Me?” Opal chuckled, though she didn't seem amused. “I think you need to get over my friend.” 

Korra set her jaw, stopping herself from saying something that would worsen the situation, as tempting as it was to just ask her.

“I can’t,” she said as softly as she could.

“You can’t?” Opal repeated flatly, unimpressed.

“No, not really,” Korra genuinely answered, “it’s not like I didn’t try, y’know?” She joked in a failed attempt to break the ice. The only reaction she got out of Opal, though, was a displeased huff.

“Well, I honestly can't say I care.” her teammate said with a quick unsympathetic shrug, her green eyes staring daggers into Korra. “So get over yourself, and get over Asami.” She continued sternly. 

Losing her patience, Korra actively stopped the word vomit she felt creeping up on her, and it took all of will power to do so. Once she was confident enough that she wasn't about to say something stupid, she allowed herself to calmly reply.

“Maybe you’re the one who should get over Asami.” Korra abruptly said. Oops. Word vomit. That wasn’t what she meant to say… fuck! 

Opal’s eyebrows shot up, her lips parting in surprise. “What?” She asked in disbelief, as if she didn’t hear Korra correctly. “What did you just say?”

“Uh…” Korra mumbled, realizing that she really, really, fucked up.

“You think I’m into Asami?” She asked Korra, shocked.

Well, the cat’s out of the bag now, right? No harm in prying now, right? “It would explain a lot.” She told Opal, a little hesitant, but mostly curious. “Why you were always so against Asami and I dating, being friends…”

“I’m just protective of my best friend.” Opal argued, her eyes still wide with shock.

“I think we both know it's much deeper than that,” Korra stated sternly, folding her arms. “You’re acting the exact same way I did when I thought Ella and Asami were dating. No matter what Asami did, I got angry, just like you.” While the circumstances were far from ideal, Korra couldn’t find it in herself to regret bringing up the subject. “You’re in love with her, aren’t you?” She asked bluntly.

Opal stared at her in silence, gawking, and Korra, surprised by her own boldness, could feel her anxiety building up with each passing second. The words fell from her mouth so quickly, that she was just barely catching up to the implications of them while speaking. Now, after getting it off her chest, she felt a little hesitant. She didn’t lie to Asami when she said she wasn’t jealous, she wasn’t. But, what was she supposed to do if Opal’s answer was affirmative? Tell her to leave Asami be? That’s harsh, and neither her or her girlfriend would’ve wanted that. Consult her? Maybe Kuvira could, but Korra wasn’t Kuvira, and she wasn’t Opal’s friend. Stop dating Asami? Never. Even though Korra was dying to know the answer, she was starting to realize that finding out the truth wouldn’t do her any good. However, it was too late to take it back now.

After a few seconds of loaded silence, Opal shook her head with a soft chuckle, one that Korra didn’t know what to make of. “Y’know, I should really be giving you more credit,” she said, her tone not nearly as hostile as it was previously. “You are not as clueless as you seem.”

Korra could feel her heart pounding in her chest as an immediate reaction to Opal’s response, as cryptic as it was. Opal’s words sounded like an admission of some sort, but it wasn’t a real answer, and it didn’t suffice Korra’s curiousity. Still, it was clearly a confirmation of… something. Korra just wasn’t sure what. “So then,” she continued cautiously, “are you?”

“No, Korra.” The other girl sighed, her eyes unwilling to meet Korra’s gaze. “You were right about everything else, but I’m not – and never was – in love with Asami.” 

Korra blinked, baffled. “That doesn't make any sense,” she said, her eyebrows clenching in confusion, “everything I've theorized is based on you having feelings towards Asami.” She said, trying to figure out what Opal meant by her statement.

Opal, in response, just laughed like she knew something major that Korra didn't. Which, to be fair, she probably did. “You're missing a variable in your equation.” She responded, almost sounding bitter about… something. She wasn’t sure what, though. 

The gears of Korra's mind were turning, trying to figure out what it was that she was missing, but had come up short. She had nothing in mind, no viable solution to explain Opal’s odd statement, nada. So, she gave Beifong a questioning gaze, silently asking her to provide the answer. 

The other girl sighed in response, her hands fidgeting nervously at her sides. “Korra, do you know who you were to me, prior to Asami telling me she's into you?” Opal asked cautiously. 

The southern girl simply shrugged, not getting the relevance. “Your teammate?” She suggested awkwardly. 

“My insanely talented teammate, yes,” she affirmed, her expression unreadable. “As well as my sister's cute friend.” She added, folding her arms once again.

Oh.

It took Korra a moment to process her words, and when she caught the implication of them, her eyes were blown wide.”Wha- me?” She asked, pointing to herself in astonishment. “You like… me?” She continued, giving voice to the silent subtext while trying to wrap her head around Opal’s unexpected confession.

“Liked.” Opal corrected, emphasizing the past tense.

“But I’m not… you haven’t…” Korra mumbled, flustered, her hand running through her hair nervously. “You’ve never said anything.” Her brain was finally able to complete a sentence.

Opal shrugged. “At some point Asami confessed to me that she had feelings towards you,” she proceeded to explain, her tone monotonic – almost as if she was fending off her feelings. “So, I kind of gave up on the idea of telling you. I even encouraged Asami to ask you out. But, yeah. I still liked you for a while, just from afar.”

For a moment, Korra found herself too stunned to speak. She just stared at Opal, waiting for her to burst out laughing, say sike… anything. But it never came. With her eyes, she studied Opal’s body language, trying to decipher whether or not she was making fun of Korra. As far as she could tell – her teammate seemed to be truthful, and Korra wasn't sure what to make of it. 

“I had no idea,” she managed to say after a few seconds of silence. 

“I know.”

Nervously, Korra chewed on her bottom lip, not knowing what to make of their interaction. It made sense in a way, Korra had always sensed that something was odd about how much Opal hated her – and yet, it never even crossed her mind that it had to do with Opal’s feelings towards her– rather than towards Asami.

What now? 

“So then,” Korra broke the silence, “you said ‘liked’, as in, you don't like me anymore.” She stated rather than asked, although she meant it as a question.

“Yep,” Opal confirmed. 

“So why are you still…” Korra trailed off, unsure of how to finish that sentence without coming off rude. “Well, y’know…”

“Angry?” Her teammate asked bluntly. 

Slightly wincing from her harsh tone, Korra nodded. “Yeah.” She affirmed, her tone apologetic. "Why do you still hate me?"

Opal sighed, and though Korra already realized this conversation must’ve required Opal to be extremely vulnerable – this was the first time her face expression had shown it. Up until now, Opal seemed closed off, guarded even. Now, the tension in her face seemed to dissolve, and her eyes had a hint of gentle openness to them. Still, Korra could tell that she was hesitant, so she tried her best to project non-judgement – because she truly wasn’t judging, and it worked out. As eventually, Opal decided to answer her question.

“It’s not that I hate you,” she admitted carefully, much to Korra’s surprise. “I didn’t lie when I said I was being protective over Asami, but…” she pursed her lips together, conflicted. “I'm overly protective over her because I don’t want her to get hurt by you. Especially since I know what that feels like.”

“What do you mean?” Korra asked, wide eyed.

Opal sighed, avoiding Korra's gaze like her life depended on it. “I just… I used to think so highly of you. Sure, you were mean to Asami, but she was mean to you, too. So, I didn't hold it against you... until you proved just how horrible you can be.” Opal let out a bitter laughter. “Let’s just say that Asami’s heart wasn’t the only one you broke with that paint balloon.” She half said, half grumbled.

Korra’s face softened after she explained herself, because she finally understood where it was all coming from. Opal’s verbal and physical aggression towards Korra after she hurt Asami, her inability to accept Korra’s apology even when Asami did… everything fell into place. Of course she didn’t forgive her, because she wasn’t just mad on behalf of Asami – it was personal to her, too.

“I’m sorry,” Korra said gently, tilting her head to catch Opal’s eyes and express how genuine she was. “I didn’t mean to break her heart, and I didn’t mean to break yours either.” 

“Maybe not, but you keep doing that,” was Opal’s retort. “You keep hurting her.”

“I know. But things changed Opie, I swear.” Korra said softly. Although she hadn't used that nickname in a while, she felt it was an appropriate expression of how sincere she was. She could tell Opal was caught a little off guard by the use of the affectionate nickname, but she didn't mention it, which Korra viewed as a positive shift in their dynamic.

“How so?” Opal asked instead.

“I’ve changed,” she answered simply, “I’m never going to hurt her again.” She continued with complete confidence.

Opal snorted. “You can’t possibly know that.” She said.

“Maybe not, but I do know that I never want to hurt her again, and that if I leave now, I’ll 100% hurt her.” Korra told her teammate, smiling a little sadly. “I also know that right now, I'm not the one hurting her; you are. You gotta trust her to make her own desicions.”

The remainder of the defenses Opal had previously put up crumbled, and uncertainty lingered in her green eyes. She dropped her gaze to the ground, her eyebrows knitting together as she was processing Korra’s words. The southerner watched her teammate carefully mulling it over, hopeful that Opal may see the error of her ways. She could deal with Opal’s dislike of her, but not when it was affecting her girlfriend. She meant it when she said she was done hurting Asami - even if she wasn't thr one directly hurting her. So, the Opal situation had to be handled.

“You're right.” Opal said after a moment of loaded silence, her expression reflecting her regret. 

Korra let out a breath she didn't know she was holding. “I know.” She said softly. 

“I never meant to hurt her.” Opal said, meeting Korra's gaze. 

Korra chuckled. “I know that feeling.” She replied, smiling at her. “She didn't mean to hurt you, either.”

“Yeah,” Opal said, her eyebrows furrowing together, deep in thought.

After another moment of silence, Korra spoke again. “You think you can forgive her?” She asked, a little worried.

”If I can forgive her?” Opal repeated Korra’s question. “Of course I can, she’s my closest friend.” She quietly said. “Do you think she can forgive me, too?”

”I’m certain that she will.” Korra replied, smiling with complete confidence. “You’re her closest friend too, y’know.”

“Yeah, I know.” She simply said, the two of them falling into a comfortable, yet uncomfortable silence. After a few seconds of awkwardness, mixed with Korra’s genuine relief over everything being out in the open, Opal broke the silence again.

“I can’t believe I just told you all of this.” She nervously said, giving Korra a questioning look, as if she was asking for reassurance that it was okay. 

“Well, I’m glad you did.” She replied without a moment's hesitation. “It would really suck if it came between you and Asami's friendship.” She continued lightheartedly. 

Opal released a soft chuckle, and yet, she still didn't seem all too relieved. Korra tilted her head to the side, trying to figure out what was on her mind. “I’m not gonna repeat to Asami anything you told me, just so you know.” She said gently once she realized what was bothering her teammate.

Opal nodded. “Thanks.” She said, relaxation finally washing over her. “I don’t even think she knows I’m bi,” she joked, slightly amused. 

Huh, it seems that Korra was wrong about two things. She thought for sure that Opal was gay. “I don’t think she does either, but… you know she'd be supportive, right?” Korra half said, half joked. “I mean…” She gestured to herself with an amused grin. “Well, you know.”

“Yeah, I know,” Opal waved her off, and to her surprise, she was smiling back, “I just have this bet with Kuv as to when she'll figure it out on her own.” She admitted with a sudden mischievous spark to her tone.

Korra's lips parted in surprise. “You're kidding.” She half asked, half stated.

“I’m not,” Opal chuckled, shaking her head, “you’d be surprised by how many bets my sis and I run.” She continued, her eyebrows suddenly furrowing together in deep thought. “Which reminds me, I owe her twenty bucks because you two idiots decided to get together.” She said, her tone accusatory. “Thanks for that, by the way.” 

“Your'e the one at fault for betting against us,” Korra retorted, unsure of whether she should be offended or amused. So, she decided not to confront it. “Could you… um… keep me and Asami’s relationship to yourself, though?” She asked apologetically. “Other than Kuvira, who already figured it out, no one knows. And we really don’t want our parents to find out.” She explained.

“Your secret’s safe with me.” Her teammate replied, taking a quick glance at her watch. “We should probably get back to the locker room, though.” She said, showing Korra the time.

“Oh, right.” Korra rubbed the back of her neck awkwardly, turning to head back inside with Opal close behind. “So… since you’re bi… you know Bolin from the basketball team?” She asked her, remembering an interaction she and Asami had with him a couple of weeks ago.

“Uh, yeah?” Opal said, shooting her a weird look. “We share a couple of classes, why?”

“Well, I recall Asami giving him your number a couple of weeks ago,” Korra informed, “apparently, he’s got a thing for you.”

“Really?” She asked Korra, genuinely surprised. “He did text me about homework, but I didn’t get that vibe from him.” She said, deep in thought.

“If you want… I can tell him to make a move.” Korra continued with a lopsided grin. “Y'know… if you're intrested.”

Opal mulled it over for a quick second, smirking as they entered the locker room together. “Well, he is cute.” She answered, and although it wasn't a direct confirmation– Korra didn't require any further explanation. 

“Gotcha.” Korra said with a wink, feeling Asami’s confused eyes on her as she went to grab her water bottle from her locker. “Let’s win this game, yeah?” She told Opal cheerfully.

“Absolutely.” Her teammate replied with a quick thumbs up, before walking over to their team-captain, telling her something that left her stunned, and leaving to get ready for the second half. When they were called back into the field, Korra got up to join her teammates who were already heading back out, but before she could, she was suddenly stopped by her girlfriend.

“What did you say to her?” Asami asked suspiciously.

Korra shrugged, watching the rest of their team leaving the locker room. “I didn't say much,” she said in complete honesty, bringing her hands up to her short hair to tie it up. “Why? What did she tell you?” She proceeded to ask Asami, a little concerned, a little curious – but overall feeling very, very positive. 

“That she's sorry! Out of nowhere!” Asami half exclaimed, confused. “And that she wants to talk after the game!”

“Well, that’s good, isn't it?” Korra chuckled. “So what does it matter?”

“I- well…” Asami searched for words, before giving up with a sigh. “Thanks.” She told Korra tiredly. “I have no idea how you did this.” She continued. 

“Conflict resolution, that's what I do.” Korra said with a huge grin, with her eyes quickly scanning the environment to ensure they were alone. When she concluded no one was present, she sneakily pressed a kiss on Asami's lips, catching her completely off guard. 

“Korra!” Asami blushed, though, she couldn't stop the smile forming on her lips. “What if someone saw that?” She asked, somewhat playfully. 

“What if I didn't get my good luck kiss and we lost the game as a result?” Korra answered innocently, taking her girlfriend's hand and kissing her knucles. “C’mon! They'll come looking for us!” She laughed, dragging Asami along with her, only letting go of her hand when she absolutely had to. 

Oh, and the game? Yeah, they absolutely crushed it. 

Kuvira managed to even the stakes pretty early on, and when they went to overtime, her beautiful, talanted, amazing girlfriend landed in the winning goal. 

A stream of thoughts went through Korra's mind as she watched Opal running to pick Asami up, celebrating their victory; that she wished it could've been her, that she could hold Asami, hug her, kiss her…

But there was one thought loud enough to silence the others, to make them all seem and feel insignificant. 


  God, I love her. 
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  So, Korra and Opal were acting 
  
    weird
  
  .


 


  One moment, Korra was insistent that Opal was somehow into Asami and Opal hated Korra’s guts, and the next moment they had a little heart to heart and the two of them were suddenly acting like all was good and they’re just a couple of old friends. What the fuck was going on? 


 


  She asked her girlfriend about it, obviously, but Korra could seriously be a stubborn brat when she wanted to. She wouldn’t budge, no matter how persistent Asami was, or how much she tried to wear her down. Asami even pulled the ‘
  
    I’m your girlfriend, you gotta tell me
  
  ’ card, and she still just shrugged it off and told her to ask Opal about it. Opal, on the other hand, would just say something along the lines of 
  
    ‘we had a good talk’
  
   and change the subject. She had no idea what those two were hiding from her, but sure as hell, she was gonna get to the bottom of this.


 


  It wasn’t only the Opal situation, Korra was being weird in general too. Not bad weird, just… 
  
    weird 
  
  weird. She caught Korra stealing glances of her way more than usual, and she stopped pretending to hate her in front of the team- even if Asami made some snarky remark, she’d just grin at her knowingly, which made Asami look like an asshole. She also started huddling with Kuvira more often, and Asami could tell the two of them were talking about her as she caught them staring at her more than once.


 


  Asami wasn’t sure how to approach any of this, the sudden change in Korra and Opal’s dynamic startled her, and Korra’s change of behavior came around the same time and may have also been a cause for concern. She had a lot going on as team captain, especially as they were advancing to the semi-finals in the college cup, and as the team had to maintain their first-place status in the championship as well. She had a lot going on with therapy, too. Once Asami, with the help of her therapist, reached the conclusion a lot of her anxiety was rooted in the traumatic death of her mother, her therapist suggested she start Cognitive Behavioral Therapy- to help manage her OCD and anxiety. The methods she learned helped quite a bit, but she still wasn’t able to let go of the resentment she felt towards her mother for dying the way she did, which was a problem as her death-anniversary was approaching and Asami didn’t know how to tell her dad she wasn’t planning on showing up. They always went together to the cemetery to clean up her grave and bring flowers, just the two of them, and she knew it would break his heart if he had to go alone this year… to say Asami was a little stressed would be an understatement.


 


  “So.” She started, clapping her hands together when turning to the team with the most confident smile she could muster. “I know we’re all tired, but we have another championship game tomorrow, and the semi-finals of the college cup are in a couple of days.” She explained. “We all want to beat both, and we totally got this. Just try and rest up before tomorrow. If anyone from the starting line-up feels they’re not up to it, let me know. I’d rather you missed tomorrow’s game rather than the semi-finals.” After all, they were in a very good position in the championship, but the college cup was a lot more risky. “For example, I won't be playing tomorrow, as you all know.”


 


  “Do we have any strategy for tomorrow?” Kuvira asked. 


 


  “Yeah! Our strategy is to kick ass!” Opal grinned at her sister, high fiving Korra distractedly. 


 


  Seriously, what the fuck? 


 


  “Uh…” Asami mumbled, eyes iterating between Opal and Korra suspiciously, before she shook herself back to reality. “Oh, um, no. No special strategy for tomorrow. As you know, the team we're playing against is average at best…”


 


  “So, like Opie said.” Korra grinned. “We’re gonna kick ass!”


 


  “... right.” Asami mumbled, eyes narrowing in suspicion.


 


  After a few seconds of awkward silence, their goalkeeper cleared her throat. “Um, anything else?” Jargala asked, confused. 


 


  “Oh, uh, no, that's it.” She smiled nervously. “Go home. Um, except for you, Waters, I wanted to ask you something.” She half-excused, because even though she actually had a few  questions in mind, she also just wanted to hang out with her girlfriend for a bit. 


 


  “Am I in trouble?” Korra joked as the rest of their teammates turned to leave. 


 


  “You’d probably like it if you were.” Kuvira teased her before leaving, essentially turning Korra into a tomato. 


 


  “She isn't wrong, you know.” Korra mumbled after the last of them left, smirking at Asami with her cheeks still flushed. 


 


  Asami rolled her eyes playfully. “I’ll remember that for later.” She replied, folding her arms. “I need to ask you a couple of things.”


 


  Korra sighed. “This again?” She asked, hopeless. “Sam’s, I told you, talk to Opal about it!” She pleaded.


 


  “But she wouldn't say anything!” Asami groaned, frustrated. “I'll break your spirit eventually.” She stated, her tone threatening.


 


  “Sounds hot.” Korra grinned. 


 


  “Ugh, shut up.” She said, pouting. 


 


  Korra bit her lower lip, wrapping her arms around Asami's waist and pulling her close. “Have I ever told you how cute you are?” She asked, kissing Asami’s shoulder. 


 


  “You could stand to say it more often.” Asami replied, resting her head on the crook of Korra's neck. “I wanted to ask you something else,” she mumbled, “but you're not gonna like it.”


 


  “On a scale of one to ten,” Korra began, smirking, “how kinky is it?”


 


  Asami punched her playfully. “Shut up, it's not that.” She huffed, amused. 


 


  “Aw.” Korra said in fake disappointment, smiling all the same. “Shoot.”


 


  “I want you to sit out tomorrow's game.” She said nervously, pulling back to look at her girlfriend. 


 


  “What? Why?” Korra asked, taken aback. “But coach put me on the starting line-up!”


 


  “I just  want you well rested before the match next week,” Asami proceeded to explain, somewhat apologetically. “In my opinion, you have already played too many games in a row so…”


 


  “I’m so confused,” Korra chuckled, nervous. “Obviously coach Beifong disagrees, so why can't I play?” She asked. 


 


  “You can play,” Asami clarified, “I just don’t want you to over-exhaust yourself, you'll get injured eventually.”


 


  “Aw, you're worried about me?” Korra grinned, going on her tip-toes to kiss Asami's forehead. Cute. “Well, don't be. I can handle playing the next two games, promise.” She said, taking Asami's hand in hers and knitting their fingers together. 


 


  “And the finals?” She asked, hesitant. “Will you be able to play in the finals as well?”


 


  Her girlfriend faked a gasp. “Miss Sato,” she said, leaning closer, “are you questioning my stamina?” She asked, eyeing her lips. 


 


  “Korra…” Asami warned her, though, she was grinning like an idiot. “Don't… we’re still in the locker room…”


 


  Korra quirked an amused eyebrow. “Oh?” She asked, letting go of Asami's hand and playing with the hem of Asami's shirt. “Certainly didn’t stop you last time.”


 


  Asami couldn't help but roll her eyes playfully as she realized what her girlfriend was referring to. “that was months ago, Korra.” She said, referring to their first time together- that just so happened to be right there in said locker room. 


 


  “Really? Feels like yesterday.” Korra said innocently, and in a blink of an eye her legs were suddenly in the air, Korra's hands were gripping her thighs and her back met the cold cement of the wall behind them, making her release a surprised gasp. “Remember?” Korra continued, smirking. “I was holding you like this…”


 


  Asami laughed, her cheeks burning. “I slapped you.” She remembered, embarrassed. 


 


  Korra shrugged, completely unbothered by Asami’s weight. “Maybe I liked it.” She replied flirtatiously. 


 


  “Really?” The team captain asked, surprised. “I’ll have to remember that for later too…”


 


  “Maybe you can remember it for right now.” Korra said, her tone suggestive.


 


  Asami bit her lower lip in the most seductive way possible, trying to get Korra all riled up. “Maybe…” she said, placing her hands on the sides of Korra's face, stroking her cheeks lovingly. “But… you'll have to do something for me first…”


 


  “Anything.” Korra whispered, her eyes dark with lust. 


 


  Asami smirked to herself. Gotcha. “Tell me what you and Opal talked about.” She said sweetly, to try and mask her curiosity and fool her girlfriend, certain that this time she got her. 


 


  It took Korra a moment to register Asami's request, and when she did her eyes widened in shock. “What?” She said, flabbergasted. “Are you weaponizing sex? You can’t do that!”


 


  “I most certainly can.” Asami said, grinning like an evil villain. “So, what will it be?”


 


  “But… but…” Korra pouted, and Asami nearly lost it, but she managed to keep herself composed. “You're mean.” She whined. 


 


  “I know.”


 


  “But I can't tell you,” Korra said seriously, “I literally can't.”


 


  “You sure?” Asami asked, raising an eyebrow. 


 


  Korra nodded. “Positive.” She said sadly. 


 


  “Alright then,” Asami sighed, disappointed, “put me down?”


 


  Korra pressed her lips together, gently stroking Asami's thighs with her thumbs. “Look, Sam’s, I know this is bothering you,” she said softly, “but really there isn’t much to tell on my end. We just had a good talk, made up, that's it.” 


 


  “Is that so?” Asami asked, skeptical. 


 


  “It is, promise.” Korra replied, putting Asami down. “Opal did most of the talking, and so it’s not really my place to say anything. That’s why you should ask her.” She proceeded to explain, smiling softly. “It wasn't anything too serious, though.”


 


  Asami folded her arms, studying Korra's facial expression with narrowed eyes. “If that's true, why isn't she telling me what happened?” She asked suspiciously. 


 


  Her girlfriend simply shrugged. “She probably deems it as too personal, or too unimportant.” She said. “Either way, it's between the two of you. I’ll try and talk to her, but ultimately, it's her call.”


 


  “Fine.” the team captain sighed, her arms dropping to the sides as she surrendered. “But just so you know, I’m not happy about this.”


 


  Her girlfriend tilted her head, smiling softly. “Is there anything I can do to help?” She asked.


 


  “Well…” Asami trailed off, smirking. “I mean, you could kiss me.” She offered with a wink. 


 


  Korra's eyes brightened in happiness. “Absolutely.” She said, pulling Asami into a searing kiss, one that Asami was happy to return. After they parted, her girlfriend allowed her to wipe off the smudge of lipstick left on her lips, staring at Asami in awe as she did.


 


  “Y’know…” Korra mumbled, looking at Asami with a soft smile as she got the last bits of makeup off of her. “I’ve… I’ve been meaning to tell you something.”


 


  “Hm? What is It?” Asami asked. 


 


  Korra stared at her for a couple of seconds with a soft smile. It was cute, albeit weird. Asami waited for her to speak, but she didn't. She just continued to stare at her silently, and Asami wasn't sure what to make of that. 


 


  “Um…” Asami smiled awkwardly. “Korra?” She asked, nervous. “Are you okay? Did you have a stroke?”


 


  “Oh! Um, sorry.” Korra snapped back to reality, color rushing to her cheeks. “I-I, um… I wanted to tell you…” she stammered nervously, her hands fidgeting as she did. “I want you to know that I-” she hesitated for a second, then cleared her throat. “That I’m crazy about you.” She completed the sentence with a lopsided grin. 


 


  Asami tilted her head. “That's it?” She asked, amused. “You're way too cute. I’m crazy about you too.”


 


  Korra chuckled. “Thanks…” she mumbled. 


 


  “I’ll see you tonight, yeah?” Asami smiled softly.


 


  “Yeah, right. See you tonight.” Korra smiled back, though, something about her smile wasn’t quite right. It seemed almost disingenuous, although Asami was certain that Korra wanted to swing by her flat, so she was left a bit concerned. 


 


  “Are you okay?” She asked, worried. “You seem… off.”


 


  “Hm?” Korra blinked, confused. “Oh, no, I’m fine. Just… thinking.” She answered vaguely, making Asami raise a questioning eyebrow. Realizing how cryptic her answer was, Korra shook herself and grinned nervously, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. “Thinking about, um, what you said earlier.” She clarified. “About the game tomorrow.”


 


  “Oh, well, good. think about it.” Asami said, a little uncertain. “Anything else?” She asked.


 


  “No, no, that’s it.” Korra assured, kissing Asami’s cheek, something that made her both giddy and a little uneasy at the prospect of her cheek-kisses being uneven..


 


  “You gotta do the other one now.” She told Korra, pouting a bit.


 


  “Why?” Korra chuckled. “To make it even?”


 


  “To make it even.” She confirmed, sighing in content as Korra complied to her request even though she knew it was an odd one. As soon as she did, Asami’s uneasiness was replaced by affection, and she pulled Korra into a hug. “Thanks.” She mumbled in content, closing her eyes.


 


  “For what?” Her girlfriend asked, confused. “Respecting your needs? It’s like, the bare minimum 'Sami.”


 


  “I’m just… really happy to be with you, that’s it.” Asami confessed, pulling away to watch Korra’s reaction- and it was so worth it. Korra’s entire face brightened the moment the words left her mouth, which was just so fucking adorable.


 


  “I don’t see why, I’m the lucky one.” Korra mumbled, smiling sheepishly.


 


  “Shut up.” Asami rolled her eyes, smiling all the same. After kissing Korra and cleaning her up one more time and making Korra promise she’d see her tonight, she waved a quick goodbye and left feeling overall happy. She was still stressed, still anxious and certainly still curious about Opal and Korra. But god, did Korra just have a way of putting her mind in ease.


 


  That is, until something weird happened.


 


  She just so happened to stumble by a random male acquaintance from one of her classes, and upon recognizing her the boy gave her a quick smile- and suddenly, a thought pushed itself forwards.  Asami began feeling nauseated when she pictured herself and the guy she barely even knew making out completely naked in a very aggressive and unpleasant manner, and she paused in her tracks as she did. She could feel her heart pounding in her chest, and her eyes widened in horror as she tried figuring out what the hell just happened. 


 


  She recognized the feeling- that was exactly how she felt before she slept with Ella, before she slept with Korra for the first time all these months ago, except at the time she liked Korra, and Ella was her friend. This guy was just… some guy. She didn’t even find him attractive! So, what the hell? Did she… want that?


 


  No, no. She wanted Korra, she was happy with Korra for fuck’s sake! What the hell was wrong with her?


 


  At the thought of her girlfriend guilt washed over her, realizing that this fucked up situation was unfair to Korra. How would she even begin to explain it to her, when she didn’t even understand it herself? They had already been through so much turmoil… How would Korra react to such a thing? 


 


  Asami closed her eyes shut, trying to shoo away any unwelcome thoughts, but those kept piling on and on. What if she told Korra and she left? What if she decided she had enough, if this is the straw that would break the camel's back? What if-


 


  “Shut up.” She muttered aloud, earning herself a couple of weird glances from passing students, but she didn’t care. That line of thinking is a straight path to a panic attack, she had to silence it somehow. “Five things I can touch.” She recited, focusing on the coping-method her therapist taught her. Looking around, Asami’s eyes searched for one object at a time, her hands following her eyesight as soon as she locked on a material. Once the task was accomplished, she felt a bit more at ease. She was still certain that she is a horrible person, for sure, but at least her heart didn’t feel like an overblown balloon about to pop anymore.


 


  Asami had let out a breath she didn’t know she was holding. For now, she decided to write off her disturbing thoughts as a result of her being overly-stressed. She assumed it had some truth to this, and though it hadn’t made her feel any less guilty, she decided to stick with it for now. If this were to happen again… she’d have to tell Korra, of course. But, until she can conclude whether or not the flash she saw had meaning behind it, why would she purposefully hurt Korra’s feelings? This could’ve been nothing! So, maybe she didn’t have to do this yet.


 


  Maybe.


 


 


  Thankfully, Asami didn’t have any more classes that day, so she could just go home. She wasn’t feeling like attending anyway, and it wasn’t like she was learning something interesting. Even now, three years into her second degree, she found little to no interest in political science.


 


  Though she wasn’t feeling up to doing anything, as she reached her apartment she realized staying alone with her thoughts wasn’t ideal either. So, how could she silence it now? 


 


  As luck would have it, she didn’t have to think too hard. Before she could even think and come up with a distracting activity, her phone rang.


 


  She took a quick look at her cellphone, and picked it up as soon as she saw her father’s caller ID. “Hey, dad, what’s up?” She asked, relieved to have a distraction.


 


  “Hey, sweetheart, how are you?” Her father cheerfully asked.


 


  “I’m good,” she lied, mostly out of politeness, “how are you?”


 


  “I’m doing well, as always.” Hiroshi said. “Say, Asami, I checked my calendar earlier and saw that you have a game tomorrow, is that right?”


 


  “Oh, um, yes,” Asami answered, confused. “Why?”


 


  “Well, I have some free time tomorrow evening,” he informed happily, “I thought it might be fun to come watch you play, it’s been a while since last I did.”


 


  Asami smiled to herself, appreciating the gesture. She knew her dad wasn’t much of a sports guy, and he had a busy schedule, and yet he made sure to make time and invest in the things that mattered to her. 


 


  Though… this time it didn’t work in her favor.


 


  “Sorry, dad, but I’m not playing tomorrow.” She apologetically answered. “But the Cup's Semi-finals are next week!” She suggested, hopefully.


 


  “Hm, let me check my calendar…” he mumbled, then sighed. “Shoot, I’m sorry. I have a meeting with my campaign manager, I’ll see if I can move it…”


 


  “Oh,” she tried not to let her disappointment show. “That's fine, dad. Maybe next time.”


 


  “What about the finals?” Her father asked. “I'll make sure I’ll be there!”


 


  Asami chuckled, shaking her head. He really didn't understand how any of this worked, huh? 


 


  “There’ll only be a final if we make it next week in the semi-finals,” she informed him, “at least for the college cup.”


 


  “Oh, I’m certain you'll make it.” He said, sounding somewhat smug over it. “Just send me the details, I’ll be there. Oh! And the league's final is a separate thing, right?”


 


  “Yeah,”


 


  “Then I’ll make sure to be in both!” Her dad said enthusiastically.


 


  Asami smiled to herself. She couldn't help it, his enthusiasm over things he didn't actually care about was charming. Him taking an interest in her life probably made up for him coaxing her into getting another degree she didn’t really want.


 


  “I will,” she assured him. “Thanks dad. I appreciate you making an effort.”


 


  “It’s a basic requirement,” he joked, “I’m your dad, I’ll always make an effort to be in your life.”


 


  “I know,” she said, smiling all the same, “but I can still appreciate you doing it.”


 


  “Well, I assure you it’s not a problem.” Her father replied. “I’ll talk to you later, okay sweetheart?” 


 


  “Okay,” she mumbled, “bye, dad.”


 


  “Bye, Asami, I love you.”


 


  And there she was once again, alone with her thoughts. Now, in addition to her being anxious over the up and coming games, suspicious of Korra and Opal, now she also felt guilty. Guilty because she just had an unwanted explicit thought over someone who was not her girlfriend- minutes after parting with said girlfriend, something she hadn’t experienced since… Well, since she had a similarly explicit violent thought regarding Ella, when she swung by her apartment. Guilty because she had yet to have told Korra about this, and because she hoped she wouldn’t have to. Guilty because she was certain she didn’t want this, but if she didn’t want this, then why would she think such a thing?


 


  As if just on cue, her phone rang again, and she sighed while looking at the contact name. Of course it was Korra.


 


  “Well,” Asami mumbled to herself, her thumb hovering over the 
  
    ‘answer call’ 
  
  button, “game face on, I guess.”


 


  She hated it, and hated herself, but answered the phone anyway.
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  Korra opened the door to her parents’ house, smiling once Naga came in to greet her. “Hey, girl.” She said, kneeling to rub behind her ears. “Aw, I missed you too, how are mom and dad treating you?”


 


  “Woof!”


 


  “Yeah, I know. It’s busy-season right now. Couldn’t come to walk you every day- as much as I wanted to.” Korra apologized, softly petting her. “But I’m here now! I gotta tell you something, just…” she  looked around, making sure her parents weren’t in hearing range. “Not here.” She whispered. She had yet to inform Naga about Asami and her, but she absolutely couldn’t do it there. She needed to walk Naga anyway, so it worked out. 


 


  She stood up, ignoring Naga’s attention-seeking whimper as she did. “Wanna go outside?” She asked Naga, grinning. Hearing the word ‘outside’ had Naga wiggling her tail happily, circling Korra enthusiastically.  Korra stepped towards her dog's leash when her father stepped into the room, his grim expression causing Korra to tense.


 


  “Hey, Dad,” Korra mumbled. Their relationship hadn’t been the best those last couple of months. They spoke occasionally, but ever since the water-hose-incident Korra had more of a hard time with him. Him hoseing Hiroshi Sato just gave her the biggest ick. It certainly didn’t help that he insulted Asami and her father to Korra’s face multiple times, oblivious to Korra and Asami's relationship. 


 


  He was just so… immature.


 


  “It’s good that you’re here,” he said, though he didn’t sound genuine. “I wanted to talk to you.” 


 


  Korra raised an eyebrow, putting the leash on her dog. “Okay?” She half-said, half-asked. 


 


  Her father didn’t say anything. Instead, he unlocked his phone and googled something. Korra watched him curiously as he did, until he handed her his phone and her heart dropped. 


 


  On the phone screen, Korra could easily recognize her and her girlfriend leaving her car. She recognized their surroundings - it was just outside Asami’s apartment. This must’ve been when Asami and she were fighting… fucking paparazzi…


 


  “Okay?” Korra repeated her dad nervously, handing him back his phone.


 


  “What the hell is that?” He asked her, quite harshly. “Are you and Sato friends or something?” He asked, spitting her last name out as if it was a curse word.


 


  Korra couldn’t help but snort. “Oh, we’re definitely not friends.” She said truthfully, chuckling to herself. “What’s it to you if we were, though?” She asked.


 


  “Are you kidding me?” Her father asked, flabbergasted. “You can’t be friends with her, her father is my rival!” He was exasperated, and annoyed.


 


  “What the hell does any of that have to do with me?” Korra asked, rolling her eyes.


 


  “You need to be supportive of me.” Her father stated. “You can’t go around hanging out with that-”


 


  “She’s still my teammate, dad.” She interjected, not wanting to hear whatever elaborate insults he came up with this time. 


 


  “Doesn’t mean you gotta be friends.” He argued. 


 


  “It's really none of your business if we are, though,” Korra answered sternly, getting more and more frustrated with her father and his silly antics. 


 


  “Well, I forbid it.” He said, folding his arms. 


 


  Korra raised an eyebrow. “You forbid it?” She repeated, unimpressed. 


 


  “Yes!” Her father huffed. “You're not to see Sato-junior outside of your mandatory-soccer-thingies.”


 


  “Seriously, dad?” Korra pinched the bridge of her nose, frustrated. “You absolutely don't have a say in that.”


 


  “I’m your dad–”


 


  “Yeah, well, I’m twenty one, so, you can't really tell me what to do or who to befriend.” Korra simply answered, attaching the leash to her dog. “And again, this really doesn’t concern you.” She shrugged, scratching behind Naga’s ear before standing back up to leave.


 


  Her father scoffed, annoyed. “I don’t see why you’d want to befriend that freak anyway.” He muttered unhappily. 


 


  Korra clenched her fists, doing her best not to react no matter how badly she wanted to tell him off - and by telling him off, she meant sucker-punching him in the throat. Instead, she settled on a murderous glare his way. “If I were you, I’d be very careful.” She threatened. “Or else you’re gonna find out just how protective I can be over my g- teammates.” She continued, nearly letting it slip, but she somehow managed to stop herself at the last minute, staring at her dad anxiously to see if he caught that.


 


  Thankfully, though, it didn’t seem like he did. Instead, he just stared at her, unimpressed. “I heard you call her worse than that.” He stated.


 


  Ashamed, Korra huffed in displeasure, determined to stand her ground even if he was right. “I shouldn’t have done that.” She said sternly. “And the fact that your daughter matured more in a couple of months than you did in your fifty six years of existence should really not be a talking point in your arguments.” She added for good measures.


 


  Her father turned red with anger. “Don’t talk to me like that.” He angrily replied. “I’m your dad, and you won’t speak to me with such an attitude!”


 


  “Yeah, whatever you say, dude.” Korra shrugged. “I’m taking Naga for a walk, so I recommend you get your shit together by the time I’m back, before I tell mom you’re trying to tell me who I can or can’t be friends with.” She added when she saw her father opening his mouth to speak, knowing full well that her mother wouldn’t approve.


 


  Finally, her dad closed his mouth shut, scowling at her silently. She grinned smugly, knowing she won the argument, before turning to leave and leading Naga out of the house. After leaving, Korra opened her phone to google her and Asami’s name, scrolling through the various posts she saw about the picture of the two of them, and cursed mentally. She didn’t mind the publicity per say, but she certainly didn’t want her dad to find out the truth, especially with how much he was on her ass now, before he even knew about their relationship. Plus, she didn’t know how this would affect Asami, or how Hiroshi would respond to the news. She quickly selected Asami’s contact number and dialed, looking over her shoulder to make sure no one from her family was in hearing range.


 


  “Hello?” Asami’s voice came in, and Korra couldn’t help but smile. God, she was down bad.


 


  “Hey baby,” she said, “what’s up?”


 


  “I’m fine.” Asami sighed, making Korra raise an eyebrow. “You?”


 


  “You don't sound fine,” Korra noted. 


 


  “Oh, um. I’m just tired.” Asami replied on the other line. “And anxious, I guess. Don't worry about it. What's up?” 


 


  Korra was curious, but she was getting the sense that Asami didn't want to talk about it, and Korra didn't want to pry on a phone call, so she dropped it. “I just had a weird convo with my dad.”


 


  “Ah, I see.” Asami chuckled. “What kind of insult did he come up with this time? Gotta say, I really enjoyed ‘sugar-queen’. Classic.”


 


  “No, no. It wasn't like that this time,” Korra shook her head, even though Asami couldn't see her. “Paparazzi apparently got us.”


 


  “Wait, what?” Her girlfriend asked, shocked. “Us? As in… me and you?”


 


  “I mean we weren't kissing in it or something,” the southerner quickly clarified, “but yeah. Someone leaked a picture of us hanging out outside your apartment. My dad didn't like it.”


 


  “Wait, let me google it.” Asami mumbled, and Korra could practically hear her eyebrows furrowing. “Oh, wow. That’s… a lot of reposts.”


 


  “I know, right?” Korra mused, slightly worried. 


 


  “Hashtag Korrasami,” Asami read aloud, laughing. “That has a nice ring to it, actually.”



  



  “Yeah, I guess.” Korra mumbled. “Did your dad say anything?”


 


  “No, which is odd, I literally just got off the phone with him.” Her girlfriend replied. “I hope Tonraq hasn't been giving you too hard of a time over this.” She added, her tone apologetic.


 


  “It’s fine,” Korra chuckled softly, “he just forbade me from ever befriending you, just so you know.”


 


  Asami snorted out a laugh. “Well, that shouldn’t be an issue.” She said.


 


  “I should hope so,” Korra grinned to herself, “I think I was friendzoned for long enough.” She joked.


 


  “Ugh, shut up.” Her girlfriend laughed. “I was in the enemy-zone for much longer than that!”


 


  “Whatever you say,” Korra said, smiling to herself like an idiot, “as long as you’re mine, I honestly don’t care.”


 


  “Aw, you’re so sweet.” Asami giggled, making Korra’s heart swell with pride. “Are you still coming over tonight?” She then asked, hopeful.


 


  “If you want me to. Honestly, I could use some cuddles right about now.” She admitted, somewhat sheepishly.


 


  “Oh, god yes.” Asami breathed out. “You better get your ass over here and cuddle me, bitch.” 


 


  “Yes ma’am.” Korra said in the most serious and official tone she could muster. “I’ll just return Naga and I’ll be right over, as soon as possible.”


 


  “Awesome, just be careful, okay?” Her girlfriend said, concerned. “We need to be more careful in general, make sure paparazzi aren't stalking us now. We don’t want our parents to have to find out from a stupid hashtag.”



  
    

  
  “Right.” Korra agreed. “So… I’ll see you soon?”


 


  “Yeah, see you soon!”


 


  “Great, I-” Korra quickly cleared her throat, “I can’t wait.” She corrected awkwardly.


 


  
    I love you.
  


 


  “Are you sure? It doesn’t sound like it.” Asami half-joked, but there was a hint of nervousness to her tone.


 


  “I am, I am!” Korra quickly assured her girlfriend. “I just…”


 


  
    I just love you.
  


 


  “I just had a weird day.” She completed the sentence, grinning awkwardly despite Asami not being present to see it. 


 


  “Oh, well, same.” Asami chuckled softly. “All the more reason to come over already!”


 


  “Absolutely! I’ll see you soon.” Korra replied enthusiastically. “Bye, Sam's.”


 


  “Come quickly! Bye, baby.” Her girlfriend laughed before hanging up 


 


  Korra's hand, still clutching onto her phone, dropped to her chest, and she held it just above her heart, her lips stretched together in a loving smile. She probably looked like a love-struck teenager, but she didn't mind. After all, it was a pretty accurate description of how she felt. Just then, as she was walking, she was suddenly pulled backward by the leash, and she turned around to find Naga staring at her, her head tilted.


 


  “What?” Korra asked, confused.


 


  Naga whined unhappily, sitting down and refusing to budge as Korra pulled slightly on the leash again.


 


  “Oh, come on!” Korra groaned in frustration. “I was meaning to tell you!”


 


  “Woof!”


 


  “I just couldn’t do it inside the house, that’s it!” Korra protested. “Dad would flip if he knew!”


 


  “Woof!”


 


  “I’ll introduce you two, promise!” Korra laughed, walking towards her dog and kneeling down to pet her. “Her name’s Asami, and don’t worry, she’s a lot nicer than Mako.”


 


  “Woof!”


 


  “You’re gonna have to trust me on that.” Korra said softly, scratching behind her ears, something that made the dog start wiggling her tail happily again.“I….” Korra hesitated. “I love her, y’know?” She mumbled, her hands stilling on Naga. “She doesn’t know it yet, I didn’t tell her.”


 


  “Woof!”


 


  The owner smiled, a little sadly. “Kuv said I should wait,” she continued venting to her clueless dog, “that it’s too early to say it. I personally think it’s stupid, but… well, she made me nervous! What do you think?”


 


  “Woof!”


 


  “I knew you’d get it.” Korra laughed. “Now, let’s finish this walk so I can get back to my amazing girlfriend, yeah?” She told Naga.


 


  “Woof!” Naga enthusiastically answered.


 


  The southerner  stood up, frowning as she realized her clothes were full of white fur. “You see why you can’t come with me? Look at this!” She gestured to her clothes. “We have to wait until it’s after shedding-season before your first introduction.” She said sternly.


 


  Naga whimpered in displeasure.


 


  “Just go poop already.” Korra muttered unhappily, starting to walk towards the park again while trying to remove the most furr that she could off her clothes. She walked Naga for a couple more minutes, before heading back. She greeted her mother upon entering, and she tried greeting her dad but being the mature adult he is he ignored her like a five year old. Whatever. She had no intention of apologizing. If anything- he needed to apologize to her for being so damn intrusive. 


 


  He didn’t, though. Of course he didn’t. 


 


  After parting with her mother, Korra ordered herself an Uber to Asami’s apartment. Usually she’d take a bus, or even walk there, but she was very eager to see her girlfriend as soon as possible, so spending that extra bit of money to get there was really no big deal. 


 


  Korra had taken a quick look around as they arrived to try and make sure there weren't any cameramen lurking in the shadows. When she concluded there weren't, she thanked the driver and got out, quickly making her way to Asami's apartment, to make sure she wasn't caught. Soon enough, she knocked on the door, a silly grin still plastered on her face as her girlfriend opened. 


 


  “Hey-” She was cut off by Asami placing her finger on Korra's lips, shushing her quickly as her other hand was holding her phone up to her ear, pouting nervously as if she was worried about something. 


 


  “Yeah, so,” she told whoever it was on the other end of the call, “if you see any odd pictures of me–” she was interjected by the other person, her eyebrows furrowing together in confusion. “Yeah, that one. You've seen it?” She asked, shooting Korra a somewhat panicked, somewhat baffled look. 


 


  Korra stared at her girlfriend, feeling very confused herself as to what situation she just walked into. 


 


  “Oh, well, I just wanted you to know that it was photoshopped, in case you were worried.” She said, her frown somewhat deepening. “You… weren't worried?” She repeated in disbelief. “Oh, okay then.”


 


  Korra couldn't tell if the conversation was going well or not, and it seemed like Asami couldn't tell either, so she waited quietly for Asami to finish her call, pressing a supportive kiss to Asami's finger that was still resting on her lips. 


 


  “Oh! Yeah, of course, get back to work.” Her girlfriend said. “Bye, dad, love you too.” She mumbled, ending the call with a confused look on her face, her finger finally dropping from Korra's lips, and though she appreciated being allowed to speak, a part of her missed Asami's touch. 


 


  “I take it Hiroshi saw our picture?” Korra asked, somewhat concerned. 


 


  “Yeah,” Asami's frown deepened as she spoke, deep in thought. “But he doesn't even care! He just said it wasn't any of his business and that's it!” She deflated a bit. “Which is a good thing, but now I feel stupid hiding it from him in the first place.” She explained nervously. 


 


  Hold the goddamn horses. 


 


  “You wanna tell your dad about us?” Korra was certain that she had a silly grin plastered on her face, but she couldn't help it. Asami possibly telling her family was a serious step to take together, and Korra’s heart skipped a bit at the mere thought of it. Did this mean Asami was as serious about them as Korra was? 


 


  “The safe bet would probably be to wait until after the elections,” Asami said. “But, eventually we'll have to tell our parents, right?”


 


  “Yeah! I mean-” Korra cleared her throat, embarrassed at how eager she got. “Well, yeah, eventually we'll tell them. Probably after the election when the tension soothes out.” She said, trying to save face. 


 


  “Exactly.” Asami sighed, smiling at her weakly. “Hey you,” she mumbled, pecking her.


 


  “Hey yourself,” Korra answered, grinning like a fool as her eyes drifted to look behind her. “Are you gonna let me in?” She asked. 


 


  “Oh! Yeah, right, of course.” The pale girl exclaimed, flushing with embarrassment as she stepped aside. With that, Korra walked into the flat, noticing that Asami still had her mother's pictures turned around, and made a mental note to ask about it again- as she didn't really get an answer the first time around. For now, she simply ignored it and sat down on the couch, impatiently waiting for Asami to join in and cuddle her. 


 


  Soon enough, Asami did just that and straddled Korra's lap, wrapping herself around the southerner and resting her head against her shoulder. Korra closed her eyes involuntarily, breathing in the intoxicating scent of her partner as said partner nestled further into her neck, and she sighed with content. 


 


  “I could get used to this,” Korra breathed out as her hands were knitting into Asami’s soft hair.


 


  Asami hummed in approval, relaxing more into Korra. “I'm really happy you're here. I… I had a stressful day.” She mumbled, her voice muffled by Korra's neck. 


 


  “Do you want to tell me about it?” Korra asked softly, stroking her hair gently.


 


  Asami stiffened for a second, before relaxing again. “You're sweet, but no. Quite the opposite really. I’ll tell you some other time, but right now I'd much rather you serve as a distraction from it,” she replied after a few seconds of silence. 


 


  “Yes ma'am.” Korra chuckled. “Happy to fulfill my girlfriend-duties any time."


 


  At that, Asami pulled back to look at Korra. She seemed somewhat hesitant, jabbing her lower lip out in a worried pout as her hands were raised to cup her Korra's face. 


 


  “Have you given my request any thought?” She asked her, nervous. 


 


  “About me playing tomorrow?” Korra raised an eyebrow. “I feel like I can play, I promise not to over-exert myself though.” She replied. 


 


  Asami sighed. “Yeah, figured you'll say that.” She said sadly. “Doesn’t mean I'm happy about it.”


 


  “I'm sorry,” the southerner said, pressing a kiss to her cheek. “Don't worry about me, okay? I know my limits.”


 


  Asami couldn't help but snort. “Do you?” She challenged. 


 


  “Uh, maybe.” Korra grinned awkwardly, knowing she has a tendency to go a bit overboard. However, she was certain that she was right this time around so Asami didn't need to know that. “Well, now that that's settled, may I ask you something?”


 


  Asami shrugged. “Sure.”


 


  “It may be a loaded question,” she warned. 


 


  “If I feel uncomfortable, I’ll let you know.” 


 


  “Okay,” Korra breathed out, “I just wanted to ask you again… why are you mad at your mom?”


 


  “Oh,” Asami chuckled nervously. “Would you believe I did a seance and she was mean to me?” She joked, trying to mask her nervousness. 


 


  “No.”


 


  “Worth a shot.” Asami shrugged. 


 


  Korra rolled her eyes playfully. “You don't have to answer the question,” she clarified, not wanting to pry, “it's just… well, if you want to share, I'd like to listen.” 


 


  Asami studied her facial expression carefully, considering Korra's offer. “It is a loaded question,” she said, breathing in heavily, “but I've been meaning to explain anyway.” She said. 


 


  Korra simply nodded, waiting for Asami to elaborate. Her girlfriend closed her eyes for a couple of seconds, mustering up the courage, before she began speaking again. 


 


  “Well, I… a couple of weeks ago I had a session with my therapist,” Asami proceeded to explain, “and we talked about my, um, anxiety problem.” She sheepishly said.


 


  “As one does,” Korra nodded, trying to dissolve the tension and reassure her partner. 


 


  Asami gave her a weak smile. “As one does,” she agreed. “Anyway, my therapist and I reached the conclusion that my anxiety is centered around my mother's death, or at least the way she died.” She clenched her eyebrows. “I told you how she died… right?” She asked, suddenly uncertain. 


 


  Uh, not really,” Korra grinned awkwardly. “But um… I may  have read an article or two about it.” Or twenty.


 


  “Oh, well,” Asami seemed genuinely relieved, “the short version is that she was murdered in a home burglary gone wrong,” she continued to explain.


 


  Korra nodded. “When you were six,” she said. 


 


  Asami nodded in affirmation. “I've been told I was first at the scene, but I don't remember much from the night.” She admitted, sighing. “Anyway, my therapist thinks that's the source of my anxiety, and thus my OCD.”


 


  “Oh, that makes sense.” The southerner agreed. “So…”


 


  “So,” Asami continued. “I'm pretty mad at my mom for dying the way she did. It's stupid, but that's how I feel.”


 


  “It's not stupid,” the tan girl argued, “if my mom were to die on me I'd be pissed at her too.” 


 


  Asami laughed. “Thanks,” she said genuinely. “And thanks for listening to my rambling. I feel a little less stressed now.”


 


  Korra had taken Asami's hand and kissed her knuckles, smiling softly. “I like listening to your voice.” She replied. “And I'm extra happy if I manage to take a weight off your chest.”


 


  Asami hummed, burying her face in Korra's neck again, and the two stayed like this, cuddled into each other, to a period of time that felt like it stretched forever but at the same time was far too short. Eventually, Korra realized Asami had fallen asleep, and she couldn't help but smile to herself. With ease, she lifted her girlfriend up and carried her to the bedroom, slowly placing her on the bed and laying down next to her. She stared at her girlfriend's peaceful face as she slept, softly stroking her hair, pushing a few strands of stray lockes behind Asami's ear as she did. Looking at her, Korra thought she was just the most beautiful creature to ever grace this planet, because nothing else could outdo her. 


 


  “I love you,” she said just under her breath, too scared to say it any louder, even with Asami fast asleep, she hadn't dared. And so, she simply continued to stare at her partner lovingly, until sleep overtook her too. 
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    The next week leading up to the semi-finals didn’t go too well. On the surface, it seemed like Korra’s and Asami’s relationship was fine, but Asami’s guilty conscience was still tormenting her over that thought her mind manifested She managed to convince herself that it was just a one time occurrence - since it hadn’t happened since - but there was still this voice in the back of her mind constantly reminding her of it, and it was killing her.

Korra knew something wasn’t right, but whenever she asked about it, Asami simply blamed her anxiety and stress - which, to be fair, was the truth. She just didn’t specify any more than that. She hadn’t told her therapist either, as she was too ashamed of herself to openly admit what happened. In fact, she had gone ahead and canceled her up and coming therapy sessions, which she realized was a stupid thing to do when under extreme pressure, but she did so anyway. She just feared being judged, she knew that what was happening to her was wrong, and she was to blame for it.

She also realized it was wrong of her to leave Korra in the dark, despite it being a one time occurrence. For now, due to the stress of the up-and-coming games, she decided on waiting until the season was over, not wanting to pile on her girlfriend. For now, Asami had to be okay with letting the shame eat away at her quietly, so that it wouldn’t impact Korra negatively.

And then, finally, it was the day of the semi-finals. Asami was on edge, stressed over the outcome of the match. With each division they passed, her anxiety became worse. The stakes were higher now with only two matches left to go, if they win this one. If they lost, Asami would be devastated, and so would her teammates, so that wasn't an option. They had to win this.

She was tapping her foot on the locker-room floor nervously, checking the clock every few seconds. Thirteen minutes remained before the game would start. No one else seemed as anxious as she was, Korra seemed as smug as always, Kuvira was more careless. Their goalkeeper Jargala and some of their defenders were laughing over something, and Opal sitting beside her had her nose deep in her phone, letting out the occasional giggle. Weird. 

“Who are you talking to?” She asked her friend, trying to distract herself. 

“Mm? Oh!” Opal turned off her screen, blushing a bit. Huh. “Um, your friend Bolin. You gave him my number, right?”

“Oh, yeah, I did.” Asami suddenly remembered, grinning awkwardly. “Sorry, I completely forgot to tell you I did that. Have you two been talking since? How come you didn't tell me?” She asked. 

“Seriously? Girl, you didn't even tell me about you-know-who.” Opal replied with an amused smirk. 

“Oh my god, shut up.” Asami mumbled, her cheeks flushing a bit. 

“I’m just teasing you, calm down.” Opal chuckled. “And uh, we haven't been talking long. As far as I know, Korra had to nudge him in the right direction rather recently.” 

“Oh,” Asami mumbled, eyebrows knitting in confusion. Was that what repaired their relationship? Why didn't they just say so then? “Cool. I hope it works out then, he's a great guy, and you're a great girl.” She smiled at her best friend. 

“I know right? I’m freaking awesome.” Opal mumbled, checking her phone again and smiling. “We have a date this weekend, so I’ll let you know how it goes.” She informed. 

“Sounds good.” Asami mumbled, taking another look at the clock. Eleven minutes remained. Dammit! Why doesn't time move?

Opal glanced at her. “Hey, you know we got this, right?” she said, smiling at her confidently. 

Asami snuck a quick look to her girlfriend who was watching them and smiled as soon as Asami looked, quickly looking away. “Yeah,” the team's captain answered. “We got this.”

The next ten minutes moved agonizingly slowly. Opal tried to cheer her up, but at some point Asami tuned her out and simply nodded every few seconds as if she was actually listening, while she was actually mentally churning out over everything, just waiting for it to be over, until they were finally called to field. 

She literally couldn't have gotten up to sprint outside faster. 

After shaking hands with the other team, and flipping a coin to pick sides, finally Asami and her team huddled and assumed position. She wasn't sure how she did that sometimes, how she managed to cheer her team up when she herself felt so uncertain about everything. Still, she somehow managed to have a good pep talk with her teammates, before taking her usual spot on the field. 

“We got this.” She reminded, mostly to herself, as she was standing on the field, waiting for the whistle to indicate the start of the game. 

As soon as it came, she passed the ball to Kuvira who was standing in front of her, as she had the opening kick. 

The game was going about as well as she imagined it would. The other team was good, much like she expected and prepared for, and the game itself was moving pretty slowly. They switched from offense to defense and repeat.

As she pushed forward towards an offensive maneuver, a player from the opposing team crashed into her side with shocking force. Asami fell to the ground, landing on her shoulder. She heard the ref blow the whistle and she began to pull herself up to a sitting position; the pain she felt as she did told her that her shoulder would likely bruise. Asami groaned and wiped the dirt off her face, huffing in displeasure as she watched Korra confront the referee as the girl who tackled her jogged back to her.

“Sorry,” she said with an apologetic smile. “I didn’t mean to be so rough.” The girl said, offering Asami a hand. “I’ll be more gentle next time.” she added with a wink. 

That’s when it happened again.

The same visual she'd been trying to suppress for the past week or so struck her like lighting, she never even saw it coming. The only difference was that now, instead the subject of that disgusting thought that flashed before her wasn't her classmate, but this soccer player she had never met or seen previously. 

“Walk it off, Sato!” She just barely heard the coach shout.

Asami’s heart was racing, and it had nothing to do with the game. This must’ve been the worst timing for this to occur again. She had a game to win, one of the most important games of the season! She had to be at her absolute best right now, she couldn’t let something like that get in her way!

She pulled herself upwards, completely ignoring the hand offered to her out of fear that physical touch may make things worse. It may have come off as rude, but she didn't care. She just wanted her mind to shut up so that she could process the situation rationally, but it wouldn't. Her brain was flying in a million different directions, overwhelming her to the point that she couldn't focus a single thought. The only things she could feel were guilt and shame, suffocating her. 

Her overflowing anxiety had been put on hold as a hand came to her shoulder. But, as soon as she saw who it was that came to check up on her, her guilt and anxiety levels began rising again, and her next breath came out more like a whimper.

“Are you okay?” Korra asked, both worried and furious. “Did she hurt you? I’m gonna kill her!” She said under a harsh breath, glaring at the player that tackled her.

“Don’t do anything stupid.” Asami managed to choke out, and cleared her throat as Korra turned to look at her, concerned. “She didn’t hurt me,” she said with complete honesty, although she wished it was that simple.

“You sure?” Korra asked, subconsciously stroking Asami’s shoulder lovingly, something that caused Asami to feel all the more guilty.

“Yeah, I am.” She said, pulling away. “Let’s just get back to the game.” She mumbled, distraught.

Which didn’t work out all too well for the captain. 

She wasn’t able to clear her mind and put her all into the semi-finals- it still bothered her, still distracted her, no matter how much she tried to push it away. The distraction had caused her to lose the ball almost every time it was passed to her, and earned her a few concerned looks from Korra in particular as well as the rest of the team, and eventually she signaled them to stop passing to her altogether. As she did, she realized she couldn’t play; she couldn’t be the reason they lost. As much as it hurt her, she couldn’t fuck everything up. 

So, when halftime came, Asami immediately jogged up to the coach.

“Take me out.” She breathed out as she reached Lin.

“Did you get hurt?” Coach asked her, confused.

“Just not feeling well, coach.” Asami mumbled, peering over her shoulder to glance at Korra staring at her, before turning back to Lin with a sour expression.

“That bad?’ Lin asked her, folding her arms. “I know how much the College Cup means to you, are you sure you wanna be taken out?”

“Yes.” The captain asked without a moment’s hesitation.

Coach studied her for a couple of seconds, before nodding in agreement. “Okay, I trust your judgment.” She said calmly. “Feel better, okay? I’ll get your sub to warm up.”

Somewhat relieved, but not really, Asami sighed. “Thanks, coach.” She mumbled, going to grab her water bottle.

As she drank, she saw Korra approaching from the corner of her eye and she stiffened. She knew she had to tell Korra now that it happened again,and as soon as the game was over she would. For now, Korra didn't need the distraction. 

“Hey,” she said softly as soon as she approached, her hand placed on Asami's arm, “are you alright? You seemed out of it on the playing field.” 

“I-I’m fine.” Asami lied, and hated herself for it, but she’ll tell Korra after this ends. She didn’t want to ruin the game more than she already had, so she’ll wait, but Asami knew this couldn’t be kept a secret. Not anymore. “Just a little distracted.” She added, this time being truthful. 

“Are you sure you're not injured?”  Korra asked, concerned. “You can tell me if she hurt you.” She assured, her palm going up and down Asami's forearm, earning the two a couple of odd glances from their unknowing teammates. 

“Korra,” she half-whispered, peering over her girlfriend’s shoulder to see who’s watching . “People are looking at us.” She discreetly said.

“I don’t even care.” Korra bluntly said, her lips pressed together in worry. “Sami, what’s wrong? Please, just tell me.” She pleaded.

Asami was unable to take Korra's worried look, she hated herself so much for everything going on even without being reminded of how perfect her girlfriend was, and how hurt she'll be. So she looked away.

“She didn't do anything. I’m fine.” Asami lied, just for the time being. “I’m just feeling a little under the weather. Win the game for me, okay?” She asked. 

Korra nodded. “I’d do anything for you.” She said in all seriousness, and it stung because Asami knew she meant it. 

“I know.” Asami mumbled, smiling weakly. “Rest up, okay?” She squeezed Korra's shoulder, before pulling away and sitting elsewhere, staring off into space. 

She barely noticed when half time was over, or when she was called off the playing field. She was hardly conscious when she sat next to the substituted players, following the game blankly without saying a word. She barely gave a reaction when her girlfriend scored and blew her a kiss from afar. In fact, she only acknowledged it when her teammate asked about it. 

“Did I imagine it,” the goalkeeper's substitution addressed her, “or did Korra just blow you a kiss?”

“Yeah,” Asami said distractedly, before snapping back to reality realizing what she confirmed. “She's probably just making fun of me, though.” She added. 

“Oh, please.” Opal’s sub waved her off. “You have to know about Korra crushing on you, right? It's so obvious.”

Great, because I’m gonna break her heart. “Unlikely.” Asami mumbled in response. 

“Just saying, you'd make a good looking couple.” She shrugged. 

“I don’t think we'd be a couple,” for much longer, that is. 

Just then, somehow, Korra scored a second goal, clearly signaling Asami after too. 

“Dunno, she seems eager to impress you.” The sub said with a smirk.

Asami simply shrugged, tuning out the rest of the conversation. She didn’t feel like talking anyway, and talking about Korra and her? Sure, she absolutely needed that dosage of shame and guilt. Instead, she proceeded to watch the game, making sure they won it, rather than fixating on her shortcomings as a partner. When they reached minute ninety, and the score remained 2 - 0 in their favor, Asami simply got up and began walking away, wanting to go home to process and make sense of her feelings before speaking to her girlfriend. Unfortunately for her, before she managed to get out unnoticed, Opal stopped her. 

“Where are you going?” Her friend asked in confusion. “We just made it to the mother-fucking finals! We gotta celebrate!”

“Oh, um,” Asami mumbled, “you guys go ahead I just, uh… I don’t feel very well. I think it’s better that I sit this one out.”

“Really?” Opal’s eyebrows furrowed. “You wanted this for so long!”

“I know, I’ll explain later, okay?” The captain said. “I just…”

The words got caught in her throat when her eyes accidentally locked with Korra’s worried blues, and she gulped audibly. She still remembered how poorly organized she was when she decided to tell Korra about Ella, and how badly Korra had reacted as a result. So learning from her past mistakes, she wanted to be calm and collected this time around, having learned from her past mistakes, she couldn’t have this conversation just yet, she needed to organize her thoughts first. 

She cleared her throat. “I gotta go, see you later, okay?” She said hurriedly, not waiting for a response before bolting out of the room and heading straight towards her motorcycle. 

Next thing she knew, she was standing in her apartment, staring at her reflection in her own bathroom. She pretty much blacked out, and had little to no memory of how she got there, or when her eyes turned red and puffy from crying. Regardless, there Asami was, trying her best to give words everything she's been feeling. 

… Except, her mind was drawing blanks. 

“C’mon Asami, think!” She muttered to herself in frustration, but in no way shape or form could she find a way to phrase it so that she wouldn't come off like a fucking asshole. Possibly because she was one, but that was besides the point. 

“Dammit!” She called out in frustration, feeling the tears starting to fill her eyes again, and she dug her palms into her eyes in an attempt to stop them. What the hell was the point of being so smart if she couldn't translate it into emotional intelligence?

‘So, I need to tell you about something and you're not gonna like it,’ ugh, no. It sounds so… basic.

‘We need to talk,’ god no. Sounds like a breakup talk. Which, to be fair, may very well be the direction this was heading towards - but thinking about it isn't helping her right now. 

‘Sit down.’ Ugh, why does it sound so dramatic? Why couldn't she think of anything better–

“Asami?”

She froze in place for a couple of seconds, before slowly removing her hands from her eyes and turning around to the door, her heart pounding as she came face to face with her concerned looking girlfriend, the exact person she had to speak with, and the last person she wanted to see right now. 

“What are you doing here?” She asked, shocked and confused. 

“Sorry, the door was open so I kinda let myself in.” Korra replied sheepishly, sticking her bottom lip out in a worried pout as she was studying Asami's expression, trying to evaluate how she was feeling. 

“No,” Asami shook her head before Korra could ask for her well being, “I mean what are you doing here? Why aren't you out celebrating with the team?” 

“Why would I want to go celebrate with the team when you weren't there?” Korra asked softly, smiling sadly.

And she couldn't take it anymore. She couldn't handle Korra being so sweet when she was such a horrible partner. Tears began to uncontrollably stream from her face, and no sounds could escape her lips other than choked sobs. Korra sprung into action immediately, placing a soothing hand on her shoulder and leading her outside of the bathroom. “Hey, hey.” She said gently as she did. “Sit down, okay?” She said as they reached the bedroom, encouraging Asami to sit on the bed. “Breathe, baby, breathe.” She said slowly. “Wanna tell me what's wrong? Did I do something?”

Asami shook her head furiously, hugging herself. “You didn't do anything, you're perfect. It's me, I’m wrong.” The words were pouring out of her mouth like a dam had been broken. “I… I’m broken. I’m broken and I can't be fixed.”

“You're not broken, ‘Sami.” Korra replied sadly, taking her hand and bringing it to her lips, kissing it softly. 

“I feel broken.” The pale girl said weakly, her eyes fixated on the floor, unable to meet Korra's. 

“Okay, why don't you just tell me what's the matter?” Her girlfriend asked. “Maybe I can help.”

Asami audibly gulped. “You're not gonna like it.” She warned. 

If she was confused, or nervous, Korra's voice wasn't portraying it at all. “I just want you to feel okay, ‘Sami.” She gently said, kissing Asami's temple. “I can handle anything.”

Asami's mind was racing, because how the hell would she even phrase this? Still she promised herself she'd tell Korra after the game and after the game meant now. Regardless of how she felt, regardless of her poor preparation, it was time.

“I… I've been having thoughts.” She stammered nervously, closing her eyes shut as tears continued to stream out of them. “Thoughts that feel like a lightning strike, about… other people.”

“What do you mean?” Korra asked, confused. 

Asami took in a deep breath, turning her head away. “Sexual thoughts.” She admitted. “Sexual and violent and disgusting thoughts I don't even want to think about people who are not you-” 

“Hey, hey, breathe. Calm down.” Korra said, and she saw Asami was spiraling. “Just explain it to me, slowly, okay?”

Asami let out a shaky breath. “I keep seeing these… visions.” She continued. “Sexual visions that are like… attacking me. About people who are not you. Same happened when I was with Ella.” She said, burying her face in her hands. “I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry.” She choked out in between sobs. “I thought I didn't have to tell you, but it just kept happening. You deserve so much better… I-I don't know w-why I keep thinking about those things… I swear, I don't want anyone but you, b-but-” She couldn't complete the sentence, her voice breaking as her sobs intensified. 

Korra kept quiet for a couple of seconds, as Asami was picturing the worst case scenarios. Of course Korra would be mad, who wouldn't be? Her mind was being unfaithful, she had every right to be mad. Had every right to end this relationship, had every right to-

“‘Sami, have you told your therapist about any of this?”

Asami opened her eyes, confused. She didn't know what she expected Korra to say, but that wasn't it. She expected anger, or at the very least, frustration, but Korra sounded concerned more than anything, which didn't add up. 

“I- well, no.” Asami blinked, finally meeting Korra's gaze. “I-I canceled our session… I was too ashamed… why?”

Korra hummed in response. “I think you should tell your therapist.” She said.

“Are you… worried about me?” She asked her girlfriend in disbelief. 

Korra chuckled. “Duh.” She said, as if it was obvious. 

“After what I just told you?” Asami added, baffled.

“Especially after what you've told me,” Korra emphasized with a sad smile. “From what you've described, it sounds like you've been having intrusive thoughts.” She explained. “And your therapist could probably really help you deal with that.”

Asami sniffled, confused. “Intrusive thoughts?” She repeated. “Isn't it when you want to do something reckless?”

Korra laughed. “No, no. That's an entirely different thing.” She said with a soft smile. “Intrusive thoughts are mostly violent or sexual urges that repeatedly enter your mind and cause you distress.” Korra said, rubbing Asami's shoulder soothingly. “‘Sami, it doesn't mean you want to do those things. It's just some sucky symptom of your OCD. What you're experiencing is completely normal.”

Asami took a moment to process the new information at hand. “I- what? But…” She mumbled, her eyebrows furrowing in confusion. “How… how do you know all of this?” She asked. 

“Oh, well, awkward.” The tan girl sheepishly smiled, embarrassed. “But, um… when you were first diagnosed and was away for a couple of weeks I… well, I did some research about OCD and its symptoms.” She said while unlocking her phone, googling something as she scooted closer to Asami. “Here, see?” She opened an article, handing the phone over. Asami wiped tears away before taking it and reading it. 

 


   ‘An intrusive thought is an unwanted thought that pops into your mind. Intrusive thoughts are very common. Sometimes intrusive thoughts may feel scary, shameful or offensive. They might go against our values or beliefs. But just because a thought comes into your mind, it doesn't mean you agree with it or that it's true. 



   We can't control or get rid of intrusive thoughts, and for those of us with OCD, intrusive thoughts can become obsessions. Obsessions are when our intrusive thoughts are very hard to manage. They make us feel very distressed and have a negative impact on our daily life. We may worry about what they mean or why they won't go away.' 


 


   You might feel you can't share them with others or that there's something wrong with you that you have to hide. You might feel shocked or distressed that you're capable of having such thoughts.’ 


“Oh,” Asami mumbled, clenching her eyebrows. It did sound a lot like how she was currently feeling, and yet, she still wasn't sure what it meant for Korra and her. “So… what…?”

“So, this is extremely common, especially with people who have OCD,” Korra smiled at her. “You're not alone in this, and your therapist could help you manage those thoughts and help you deal with them and the negative side effects they cause you.” She said while scrolling down a bit more. “See here?” She showed Asami the phone once more. “Those can relate to violence, sexual behavior, or anything that causes you distress.” She read. “It still doesn't reflect on you or your morals.”

Asami blinked a couple of times, still processing. “S-so…” She felt like a broken record, but grasping the concept was still difficult for her. “Y-you're not mad at me?” She asked, hating how pathetic she sounded. 

Korra pressed a kiss to her cheek, wrapping her arm around Asami's shoulder. “Nah, you're way too hot for me to get mad at.” She joked with a wink.

Asami rolled her eyes, somewhat playfully. “You can't possibly think that when I look like this.” She gestured to her messy crying face with a scoff. 

“You're still the hottest person alive, even while crying.” Korra grinned, standing up and offering her a hand. “But you’ll probably feel better after a good shower. Afterwards, we can book you a session with your therapist, yeah?”

Asami sniffled. She still felt uneasy, but with everything being out in the open now, and with Korra reacting so well, she felt a little lighter. Wiping away tears from her eyes, she somehow managed to smile weakly. “You think my girlfriend would still be interested in joining me now that she'd seen me ugly cry?” She asked, trying to break the tension.

Korra laughed. “I’m sure she'd be down for that.” Was her reply.

The pale girl took her offered hand, using it to help her stand up. “I should go find her then,” she winked. 

Now it was Korra's turn to roll her eyes. “Just go wash up, idiot.” 
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23. Love?
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    Korra sat and watched silently as her girlfriend made them breakfast. She offered to help, of course, but Asami insisted that she would rather be cooking alone. The events of the night before lingered in her mind, as she now was able to connect a lot of dots she previously was unable to. More specifically, statements made by Asami in their most recent fight made a whole lot more sense.

 

She’s so stupid. She should’ve figured it out earlier. Asami’s cryptic responses as to the situation regarding Ella suddenly seemed not so cryptic. Saying ‘I thought it was what I wanted’ should really have tipped her off.

 

Asami setting up a plate had cut off Korra's train of thoughts, and she looked up to meet Asami’s eyes with a soft smile.

 

“Breakfast,” Asami said simply, gesturing to the plates before sitting down across from Korra, deep in thought.

 

“You feeling better today, Sam’s?” Korra gently asked, tilting her head to the side to try and catch her eye.

 

“Hm?” Asami snapped back to reality. “Yeah, yeah. A lot better.” She replied with a small smile. “I, um, I’m just thinking.” She continued, tossing around the food on her plate using the fork. “About everything.”

 

Okay, so, back to cryptic. Cool. “Did you want to tell me about it or..?” Korra carefully asked.

 

“Yes, actually.” Asami said firmly, placing her fork on the table. “I, um, I wanted to thank you.” She sheepishly said. “I should’ve… I should’ve just told you to begin with-”

 

“Don’t,” Korra interjected, not wanting to see Asami beat herself up over something that made a ton of sense. “It’s okay to take your time and process things. Plus, I understand why you didn’t tell me.”

 

“I thought you'd be mad at me.” Asami said with what was definitely the cutest pout she had ever seen. “But you weren’t, and now I feel silly for not telling you earlier.”

 

“Again, totally understandable,” Korra chuckled, unable to suppress a smile since Asami was being so adorable. To try and make it not so obvious as this was a serious matter, she took a sip of water to mask her grin.

 

“I was just thinking then,” Asami said, staring at the ceiling. “Is there anything you’re not telling me because you fear my reaction?”

 

At that, Korra nearly choked on her drink, spitting water back into her cup. Asami’s gaze snapped back to look at her, both confused and shocked. “I-I’m sorry?” She asked, choking a bit.

 

“I was just asking if there’s something you’re not telling me,” her girlfriend said slowly, her eyes narrowing in suspicion. “And your reaction is telling me that there is. What is it?”

 

Oh, just that I’m completely and utterly in love with you but it’s wayyyy too early to let you know. “Nothing,” Korra quickly replied. Too quickly. “I mean, nothing bad.” Asami made a weird face. “I-I mean… I was just thinking about what Opal and I talked about; that I can’t tell you.” She excused.

 

“Oh, that?” Asami suddenly smiled smugly. “I already know.” She waved her off.

 

Korra raised an eyebrow, relieved that Asami didn’t press on the matter. “You… know?”

 

“Yep.” Her girlfriend beamed, folding her arms. “I figured it out already. You set her up with Bolin.”

 

Korra blinked. “That’s…” not at all what I meant. “I mean, yeah, I guess I did that.” She nervously replied. “Did she tell you about that?”

 

“Uh, yeah,” Asami said, furrowing her eyebrows. “Isn’t that why you two are suddenly friends?”

 

Korra laughed. “Oh, it’s definitely why she stands me now.” She said in complete honesty. “We just talked about a lot of things.” She said with a shrug.

 

“I see,” Asami said, deep in thought. “So, I still have a lot of detective work to do.” She decided, her voice serious and suspecting. 

 

 

Korra cracked a smile. “Sure, Bruce Wayne. You do that.”

 

Asami squinted her eyes, the joke seemingly flying over her head. “Korra,” she said sternly, placing her fork down. “Since we’re being honest with each other, I need to tell you something.”

 

“Uh…” Korra blinked in confusion. “Sure?”

 

“It’s serious, Korra. Very serious.”

 

“Oh,” what the hell? “O-okay. Go ahead.” She nervously said.

 

Asami leaned forwards in her seat, as if not to be heard - although no one else was around, obviously. She then signaled Korra to move closer as well, and so she did. Nervously she met Asami’s eyes, trying to read just how serious the matter was.

 

Then, Asami spoke.

 

“I’m Batman.” She said in a hoarse voice, frowning.

 

Korra stared at her for a couple more seconds, her nerves slowly calming down as she realized Asami was just messing with her. Unless Asami was actually Batman, which honestly? Korra could see that happening.

 

“You are… such a nerd.” The tan girl said, though she couldn’t suppress a chuckle.

 

“I’m the nerd?” Asami said, pretending to be offended. “You’re the one that brought Bruce Wayne into this!”

 

Korra laughed with a dismissive shake of her head, staring at her plate as Asami began eating her breakfast, her smile slowly dropping as she was once again contemplating the events of last night, and the newly found realization she had after their heartfelt conversation.

 

“Hey, ‘Sami?” Korra said, taking an extra moment to calm down her nerves before raising her gaze to look at her once again.

 

“Hm?” Asami mumbled, not entirely focused just yet, but this would have to do.

 

“I get it now,”

 

“You get what now?”

 

“Ella.”

 

Asami froze for a second, staring at Korra in what resembled panic and confusion. Korra could strongly relate to these two emotions, but felt that she should get over herself and clear the air between them, even if they hadn’t addressed the issue in a while.

 

“We don’t have to talk about that,” her girlfriend nervously excused, clearly not wanting to expand on the subject.

 

“I know, and I don’t expect you to say anything,” the tan girl clarified, smiling softly in hopes that it would calm Asami down. “I just… what you told me back then makes a lot of sense in retrospect.” she explained.

 

“Oh,” Asami simply mumbled.

 

“I just wanted to apologize for my reaction at the time,” Korra continued, “I’m very, very sorry for not making the connection sooner, and for overreacting in general.” She then said with a bashful smile. “And, um, yeah. I get it now.”

 

“Oh,” Asami repeated herself, confused. “I, um… thank you. That couldn't have been easy.”

 

Korra chuckled, because it was easy. Admitting her wrongdoings wasn’t hard when it came to Asami, especially since it meant unburdening her and working together towards something healthier. She wasn’t sure how to casually say something like that, so she simply shrugged. “It was nothing,” she replied.

 

“And I also appreciate you winning the game for me,” she added, “though, I think you pretty much outed us to the rest of the girls.”

 

“I did?” Korra furrowed her brow. “How?”

 

“You blew me a kiss when you scored,” Asami informed, tilting her head to the side. “Remember?”

 

“Oh, right.” Korra blushed. With everything going on, the fact that she did that completely slipped her mind. “Shit. I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking at the time.“

 

“It’s fine, it was sweet,” Asami smiled at her genuinely, making Korra helpless to not smile back. “But we may have to up our game if we want our relationship to remain a secret.”

 

Korra groaned, falling backwards to lean on the chair’s backrest. “Does this mean we have to be rude to each other? Again?” She asked, already knowing the answer to her question.

 

“I’m sorry,” her girlfriend replied, pressing her lips together in worry. “I don’t like it either. But, it’s just temporary. The elections are right around the corner!”

 

“Yeah, I know,” Korra sighed. “I just hate fighting, even fake fighting.” She explained, pouting

 

“Me too, but, maybe we can try and look at it like flirting.” She offered.

 

Korra raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

 

“Playful bullying,” Asami grinned. “We ought to be good at that, right?”

 

“Oh,” Korra wrinkled her forehead, considering the suggestion. “So, everyone would think we’re fighting while we’re actually secretly flirting?”

 

“Something like that, yeah.” Her girlfriend affirmed.

 

“So,” Korra Korra smirked, crossing her arms. “What shall I tease you about?”

 

Asami blinked, raising an amused eyebrow. “You’re enjoying this,” she half accused.

 

“You told me I should!” Korra chuckled, stroking a fake beard as if she was deep in thought. “Let’s see… what can I make fun of you for…”

 

“It’s not that hard,” Asami laughed.

 

“Oh, please.” Korra huffed. “I’d like to see you find something to make fun of me for when put on the spot!”

 

“Your punctuality,” Asami deadpanned. “And the terrible jokes you tell.”

 

“Okay, ouch.” Korra breathed out, flabbergasted. “My jokes are not terrible!”

 

“Hey now, let’s not lie to ourselves, m’kay babe?” Asami said with a sweet smile, one that really pissed Korra off for some reason.

 

“Yeah? Well,” Korra folded her arms. “Well, what if I told the world that you… sing when you shower?” She smiled smugly, knowing Asami would literally die from embarrassment if she were to let that secret out. Personally she didn’t think it was embarrassing at all, she actually found it endearing, but Asami had mentioned taking that secret to the grave so she figured that the threat had grounds to it.

 

For some reason though, Asami didn’t seem phased. “And how do you know that, stalker?” She chuckled. “Unless you want ‘the world’ to think you secretly watch me as I shower like a total creep, I’d recommend you keep that secret to yourself.”

 

Korra groaned, deflating. “Shit.” She muttered, pouting. “I’ll figure something out.”

 

“I’m sure you will,” Asami winked.

 

 


 

 

As always, Korra walked in late to practice. Except this time, she actually arrived on time, she just had to wait in Asami’s car as to not raise suspicion. She also had a bit of a walk, since her girlfriend decided that just to be safe, they should park far away. So, by the time Korra arrived at the locker room, everyone else was already there, chatting about the previous game.

 

“Look who finally decided to show up,” Asami teased, crossing her arms. “Better late than never, I guess.”

 

Korra managed to suppress a smile, faking an eye roll. “Yeah, I wanted to give you a head start,” she replied instead, just like she rehearsed before arriving. “It’s only fair.”

 

Asami snorted. “Hilarious,” she said in a painfully sarcastic tone. “It’s honestly amazing how unfunny you are, considering how your life’s a joke.”

 

Korra made a face at that. Sure, she expected cynical responses and some insults from Asami, but this was the second time that her girlfriend came for her jokes, so it raised some concerns with Korra. Was it a thing? Did Asami not consider Korra funny? She’s hilarious! Not seeing that would be insane!

 

“You're just jealous of my amazing sense of humor,” Korra managed to reply, smirking. “And my everything. Can't say I blame you, I’m pretty awesome.”

 

 

Asami let out another fake annoyed laughter, shaking her head disapprovingly. But just as she opened her mouth to dish out a clever reply, their teammate Jargala jumped in, agitated.

 

“Okay! We get it! Ya’ll wanna fuck each other!” she groaned in annoyance. “Can we just start with the practice already?”

 

Korra's jaw dropped, and Asami's entire face burned bright red. Both were caught by surprise by the sheer boldness of the statement. “Excuse me?” Asami asked, shocked.

 

In response, Jargala rolled her eyes. “Please,” she huffed. “As if it’s not obvious?”

 

“I don't know what you're talking about,” Korra denied. “Me and Sato? That's insane!”

 

 

Another teammate of theirs snorted disapprovingly. “You two can drop the act now, everyone here knows that you have the hots for Asami,” she said flatly, before turning to Asami. “And that you are low key crushing on Korra.”

 

“Are you implying that I’m like, in love with Waters?” Asami scoffed, looking amused. “That’s ridiculous. I can assure you that I most certainly am not.” She confidently said.

 

“Whatever you say, cap.” Their teammate replied.

 

Korra’s eyes widened. Love? Who said anything about love? Did she genuinely mean she doesn’t love Korra, or was it a part of her act? Maybe what she meant by the statement was the exact opposite, that she did love Korra. Double negative equals positive, right? Or was she just tripping?

 

Whatever it was, Korra couldn’t really ask now could she? Not when they were surrounded by their teammates who didn’t know about their relationship, and even when alone, Korra wasn’t sure that she’d have the courage to actually ask. After all, it took Korra weeks to ask Asami out, so it wasn’t like she was the most courageous girl out there.

 

“Listen, guys,” she managed to say, scrambling for words. “Me and Asami are not a thing, nor are we ever going to be a thing,” she spoke in a gentle tone, as if she was talking to children. “Unfortunately for your little conspiracy theory, me and Asami could never work because I find Sato to be super annoying, while she finds me to be extremely charming and handsome.” She smirked confidently.

 

“Ew.” Asami muttered in response.

 

“Whatever,” Kuvira stepped in, visibly amused. “Can we just get to the practice, you self-absorbed idiots?” She asked.

 

“Ask Sato,” Korra mumbled, pouting.

 

Thankfully, no one added to the argument, so the team could just, as Kuvira put it, get to practice. They had to wait for Coach Beifone, of course, but thankfully she was there in no time, so Korra and Asami could shift their focus back onto the finals and stop embarrassing themselves. Still, while running laps and warming up, Korra was still reeling from the argument, because what the fuck did Asami mean?!

 

Looking up, she saw that Kuvira was just slightly ahead of her, so she picked up her pace and caught up with her, seeking advice.

 

“Kuv, I need you to weigh in on something.” She whispered, making sure no one could hear them.

 

 

“Bitch, we’re running laps,” Kuvira huffed, clearly annoyed. “Can this wait?”

 

“It’ll only be a second,” Korra replied, taking a quick look around. “What did Asami mean when she said she didn't love me?”

 

“That she doesn't love you?” Kuvira suggested with a shit eating grin.

 

“But she didn't mean anything she said, right?” Korra continued, disregarding the obvious attempt to get under her skin. “So maybe she means the exact opposite? Double negatives? Like, math?”

 

”Or maybe, and hear me out here;” Kuvira carefully continued. “She doesn’t love you.”

 

Korra groaned, wiping sweat off her forehead. “You’re no help.” She complained.

 

”I’m just not giving you the answer you wanted,” Kuvira argued. “But you keep forgetting that it’s wayyy too early for her to know if she’s in love with you.”

 

”It wasn’t too early for me to know,” Korra argued. 

 

“That’s ’cuz you’ve been silently pining over her for the entire season.” Kuvira deadpanned.

 

”Still!” Korra half whispered, determined. “I’mma go ask her.” 

 

“Are you going to admit to her that you love her?”

 

”Well, not unless I’m sure she does too.”

 

”How are you going to make sure then?”

 

”Trickery!” Korra proudly said, upping her running pace to try and catch up with her girlfriend, ignoring Kuvira as she called ‘idiot’ after her. In about a minute, Korra was already behind Asami. Sure, she had to sprint to get there, which wasn’t the point of the warm up, but she had to know and she had to know now.

 

”Hey,” She bumped shoulders with Asami to catch her attention, matching her running pace.

 

”What the hell are you doing?” Asami whispered under a sharp breath, clearly confused.

 

”I need to ask you something,” Korra replied quietly.

 

”Now? Right now?” Asami asked in disbelief. “What if someone notices?”

 

”Just act annoyed—“ Korra blinked, catching the look on Asami’s face. “Yeah, just like that. Damn, you’re good at pretending.”

 

”I’m not pretending.” Asami breathed out.

 

Oops. “I, uh, just wanted to ask you about before,” Korra stuttered, suddenly very aware that Asami’s answer may be devastating to hear, and she was slowly losing her confidence. “Like, um, what did you mean when you said that?”

 

”What?” Asami asked, confused.

 

“Like, when you said I wasn’t funny…”

 

”Oh my god, seriously?” Asami groaned, irritated. “I think you’re funny Korra. I didn’t mean anything by that.”

 

”Right, but you said some other things-“

 

”I don’t get it, you knew that fight was coming, so why are you offended?” Asami asked. “I already made it clear that anything I say is just for show.”

 

Okay, now they were getting somewhere. “I wasn’t offended, I-I just…” She searched for words. “You didn’t mean anything you said?” She asked.

 

“I didn’t mean anything I said back there.” Asami repeated herself, just as they heard the whistle blow. “Look, can we talk later? Just… don’t overthink it in the meantime, kay?” She said with a sigh, looking around before running away, probably fearing that Korra blew their cover. Again.

 

Korra blinked as she watched Asami jog up to the coach’s side, confused. Which was it? Asami basically confirmed that she didn’t mean what she said but at the same time told Korra not to overthink anything. Was she overthinking this? That would make it a… triple negative? Quadruple negative? Ugh, math is so confusing.

 

As their captain and coach went over the exercises and strategy for the cup finals, Kuvira inched closer to Korra with a smug smile, folding her arms. “Well, what’s the verdict, dummy?” She asked condescendingly.

 

“That algebra isn’t my strong suit.” Korra mumbled.

 

Back at square one.
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    Asami was surprised to see her dad in the crowd as she stepped into the soccer field with minutes before the finals began. Surprised, not because her father had a history of not supporting her in important events such as this one, but because he had a history of being chronically late due to his insanely busy schedule. Not today though. Today, he came in early, it seemed. It was exciting for her, no doubt, except he wasn't the only supportive parent who decided to show up - Korra's folks decided to make an appearance as well and were sitting in close proximity to her dad. Yikes.



Well, she just had to figure out how she was supposed to greet the parents of her girlfriend, while said parents didn't know of the relationship, and probably hated her.



Her phone buzzed, so she pulled it out of her bag and opened the text she got from Korra, chuckling as she read: “How do you want to approach this?”



From a few meters away, she noticed Korra nervously smiling at her, stuck in the same conundrum.



She quickly typed back, “Pray,” and hit send. Shoving her phone back into her bag and approaching her father, forcing on a smile. “Hey dad,” she greeted him. “I wasn’t sure you’d make it!” 



“I told you I would,” he smiled at her brightly. “Gotta support my little girl and her team. Go sports!”



Asami couldn’t help but snort at that. Go sports? What a guy. “Thanks,” she said. “I really appreciate it dad.” 



Her dad’s enthusiasm, despite his clear lack of knowledge about soccer, was contagious. So much so that she almost forgot the awkwardness of the situation. Almost. As she turned her head, she caught a glimpse of Korra chatting up her parents, nervous energy radiating from her to the point that it was obvious even from afar. Asami couldn’t help but feel a tinge of sympathy towards her girlfriend - this was just as uncomfortable for her as it was for Korra.



“I see my best friend is here,” her dad said mockingly, nudging his head towards Tonraq. 



“He’s here to support his daughter. It’s sweet,” Asami said without thinking, then shook herself back to reality. “Which is surprising, ‘cause y’know, it’s him.”



“For once me and Waters have a mutual goal, then,” Hiroshi said cheerfully. “His win is my win today.”



“Right,” she mumbled, still fixated on Korra, her body language, the bits and pieces of the conversation she managed to make out. Plus… she was really cute in her team uniform. It wasn’t a new realization, Asami always thought so, but… still, damn.

“I’ll let you get back to your team,” Her father said, interjecting with her train of thoughts. “Go kick some butt on the playing field for me, will ya? Bring that trophy home?”



“You’ve got yourself a deal,” she smiled at him softly. “Thanks again.” She added, genuinely grateful, before walking towards their teammates.



Asami rejoined her teammates, trying to push her nervousness aside, but it was no easy feat. Not with her dad being here, not with Korra’s parents being here, and definitely not with the occasional glare being sent in each other's way.



“Hey,” Opal pulled her out of her own head. “You feeling okay?”



“Yeah,” Asami answered. “Just nervous, y’know, about the game. And…” she trailed off, gently nudging her head towards Korra.



“Gotcha,” Opal said with a wink. “But we got this game in the bag, and… you’ll figure it out.” She said with a sympathetic smile.

Asami nodded, grateful for the distraction, even if only temporary. “Thanks, Opal. Let’s do it.” She said.

She scanned the field for Korra again, and sure enough, her girlfriend was still with her parents, doing her best to look calm and collected. Asami couldn’t help but snort at her botched attempt at that, because while her parents seemed to be fooled, she was not. 

Asami took in a deep breath, adjusting her jersey, forcing herself to focus. She called back the rest of the players, her girlfriend included, for a last minute pep talk. Korra, at least, seemed to be grateful for the excuse to end her awkward dialog with her folks. The team gathered around her, the tension of the moment seemed to hang in the air. As team captain, it was her responsibility to reassure her teammates before a big game was to occur, and the College Cup’s finals definitely qualified as such.

You got this, she thought to herself, putting on a confident expression before turning to face the rest of her team, clapping her hands together to get their attention.

“Alright, listen up,” she said as they all turned around, her voice stern and steady. “This is it. The Cup finals. This is what we trained for.”

She paused, considering her next words. “We got this in the bag,” she said confidently, even if her confidence was false. “We’ve trained harder than anyone. We know each other inside and out, and we know how to play as a team. That’s what’s going to win this game for us.”

The team murmured in agreement, their energy shifting.

“It’s normal to feel nervous,” she continued. “Nerves mean you care. Use it to your advantage. Let it fuel you. We fight until the last whistle blows.”

She looked each of them in the eye, her voice softening but losing none of its intensity. “Let’s leave it all on the field today, okay? No regrets. No holding back. Let’s show everyone what we’re made of!”

A cheer erupted from her teammates, high fives going around between them. From the corner of her eye, she saw Korra smiling at her proudly, a gesture that she fought to ignore. Which wasn’t easy, because Korra was annoyingly cute, but somehow she managed.

As everyone got into their positions, she noticed Korra stayed behind, rubbing her own shoulder as if she pulled a muscle. Discreetly, she stepped closer, but not too close as to raise suspicion.

“Are you okay?” She asked her girlfriend, worried.



“Hm?” Korra turned to her. “Oh, yeah, just a little sore.”

“It’s because you played too many games in a row,” Asami said, her tone half accusatory, half concerned. “I told you you'd get exhausted and hurt yourself!”

Korra grinned, stepping closer. “Nah,” she whispered, her voice only loud enough for Asami to hear. “I'm pretty sure this has less to do with how many games I played and more to do with what you did to me last night.” She added with a wink.

Asami snorted in annoyance. She certainly didn't blush or anything like that. “Please. I didn’t do anything to you last night. You were fully snoring by eight thirty. Loudly, might I add.” She said under her breath.

Her girlfriend’s confident smirk wavered. “What? I don't snore.” She answered, confused.

Asami winked. “Sure ya don't,” she said. “C’mon, we’ve got a game to win.”

She could see Korra opening her mouth to protest, but Asami turned around and left before she could say anything. The last thing they needed right now was speculation from their respective parents, so having a lengthy conversation wasn’t exactly ideal. Plus, she had said her piece.

Asami shook hands with the other team captain, as usual, before taking her position for the kick-off, shaking out her arms to loosen herself up. Korra soon followed, taking the front position as a striker.

“Ready?” Asami asked, getting ready to pass the ball.

“Born ready,” Korra replied with a confident grin. Asami resisted the urge to smile back. Classic Korra - acting cool even when she was probably just as jittery.

Just then, the referee's whistle cut through the air, signaling the start of the game. Letting her instincts take over, she quickly passed and went into position, looking for an opening. It started off fast, both teams were eager to earn themselves the title by the end of it and it showed. She quickly fell to the familiar rhythm of the game; pass, attack, defense…

Minutes seemed to pass like seconds, everything else faded into the background as she and her team fought for control of the ball. She and the rest of her teammates managed to lead more than a few worthy attacks, but the other team’s defense was fierce, and Asami was getting worried. They were the better team, no doubt about it, but the more failed attempts they made at scoring, the more her team was losing motivation, and the more the other team was gaining it.

Then halftime came, and still, no luck. As the team regrouped, she turned to her teammates, their expressions tense. “Hey, we knew this wasn’t going to be easy,” she said, her voice calm but firm. “They’re good, but we’re better. We just need to play our game. Trust each other. Keep pushing.”

A couple of teammates nodded along, Opal and Kuvira high fived to lift spirits, and Korra sent Asami a determined, yet tired smile. Asami didn’t pry, she needed Korra for that game, and she knew there’s no force in the universe that could convince her girlfriend to get off the playing field either way.

The second half didn’t go so well either. Some switches were made, but her team was clearly getting tired and frustrated.The bright side was that so was the other team. Asami found herself weaving through the midfield for most of it, searching for an opening. If they didn’t score soon, they’d go into extra time, which wasn’t the end of the world - but with the state of her team, she preferred it didn’t come to that. All she needed was an opportunity… any opportunity…

Then, finally, an opportunity presented itself. A few minutes left to the game and it was a long shot, but it had to do. She quickly passed the ball to Kuvira, who caught on quickly and sent the ball soaring towards Korra, who sprinted towards the goalie. The other team was a second too late, and Korra made her way with little to no resistance. Soon, she reached the goalie box, and Asami watched in awe as Korra was about to score… aaaand…

No goal.

At the last possible second, literally as Korra was about to kick, a defense player came out of nowhere and side tackled her from behind, making her take a hard fall on the grass behind them. The referee whistled, indicating a foul, but Asami couldn’t give less of a shit about the foul or the missed opportunity. Someone just messed with her girlfriend she was seeing red.

“Hey!” She yelled while running to the scene of the crime, just as the defender stood back up. “What the hell is your problem?!” She continued to shout, stepping into the other player’s personal space. 

The girl blinked, confused. “Back off, Sato,” she said, her tone half threatening and half nervous.

“You ever touch her again and I swear-” she didn’t complete her sentence, as just then she heard Korra groan in pain and her priorities shifted. She hurried to her girlfriend’s side, kneeling beside her as she pulled herself into a sitting position.

“Korra, baby, are you feeling okay?” She asked, framing her girl’s face with her hands as she did. She was vaguely aware that she was being insanely suspicious, but she couldn’t find it in her to care.

Korra, surprised, just nodded nervously, gently pushing Asami away as she tried standing up. “Yeah, don’t worry, I’m fine-” she said just as she tried stepping on her right foot which nearly had her collapsing again. She may have too, if it wasn’t for Asami catching her in time. “No good, sorry, I was wrong,” she breathed out, a grimace of pain shooting through her face. “I think I may have twisted my ankle or something. Ouch.” She mumbled.

“What?!” Asami angrily exclaimed. “I’ll kill her!” She began to  turn back towards the girl who had fouled Korra, glaring.

“Easy, easy,” Korra managed to crack a smile, pretending not to enjoy Asami's protectiveness. “That has to be a penalty, and we still have a game to win, remember?”

Asami barely heard her at first - her focus was still on Korra’s injury, the frustration bubbling under her skin. But then it clicked.

A penalty.

Her head snapped up, scanning the field, the reality of the moment settling in. Korra was their usual scorer, but she obviously couldn’t take the shot. Which meant-

Her stomach dropped.

She was next in line.

Only a few minutes were left to the game. If no one scored, they’d be dragged into extra time, completely exhausted. And so, her kick would determine the fate of the game.

No pressure.

Medical team finally arrived and examined her girlfriend as the referee began setting up the penalty kick. Asami stepped back to allow the medics to do their jobs and care for her partner, her gaze now fixated on the goal. Between Korra getting injured and her future success or failure possibly determining the fate of their games it started feeling like it was a little too much. She started feeling breathless, and not because of the physical exercise.

Oh, god. Not another panic attack. Not now.

The referee approached as the rest of the team gathered around them. “Alright ladies,” she said with her hand on her hip. “Who’s it gonna be?”

Asami swallowed, her throat feeling dry. She needed to calm herself down, fast. “M-me,” she said, raising her hand. “B-but I, uh, I need a minute.”

“For what?” The referee asked.

“Um…” she wiped her sweaty hands on her jersey, doing her best not to look at the judge as her heart rate began picking up. “I… I just…” Five things I can feel. “I-I need to count… something.”

“Yeah, okay, I don’t know what you’re talking about but we don’t have time for that,” the referee impatiently said. “Either take the kick or, if you can’t, someone else do it-”

“Hey!” She heard her girlfriend exclaim angrily and suddenly Korra was standing up and limping their way despite the protest of her medical team. “She can do this.” She harshly said to the referee. “She just needs to count something, okay? Can you give her some goddamn space and let her do her thing?!”

The ref, stunned, did nothing but stare at Korra as she shuffled towards Asami. “You need five things?” She asked her softly.

Asami nodded, bringing her shaking hand to her jersey. “Sh-shirt,” she mumbled. One. “Hair,” she said as she combed her ponytail with her fingers. Two. She kneeled, touching the grass on the playing field. “Grass,” three. She then moved her hand to touch the soccer ball. “Ball,” four. “And…”

She didn’t even have to search for a fourth object, because as she raised her gaze off the ground, she noticed Korra offering her hand with a soft smile.

“Hand?” She asked.

Asami took her up on the offer, taking her partner’s hand. As she did, she immediately felt a calm sensation spreading through her, and she mirrored Korra’s smile.

“Warmth,” she corrected. Five.

Smiling widely, Korra stroked Asami's knuckles with her thumbs. “You got this,” she urged.

“I got this,” she repeated.

With new determination, Asami stood up, nodding at the annoyed referee to indicate that she was ready to take the shot. She was still nervous, still anxious, but her own words now echoed through her brain. Nervous means you care. Use it to your advantage. Let it fuel you. She inhaled deeply, positioning herself to take the penalty kick.

The sound of the whistle blowing tore through the air, indicating that it was time to strike. Asami let out a breath, allowing her instincts to take over. Her mind blanked for a few seconds, and next thing she knew, she saw the soccer ball hitting the net.

The last couple of minutes of the game were meaningless, no one was playing anymore. The other team seemed to have admitted defeat, while her own team was busy celebrating their victory. A well deserved, hard earned victory. All the hard work, all the effort she and her teammates put in had paid off. It felt like a dream, literally, Asami felt like she was in a bit of a haze, like it wasn’t even real. Getting to lift the trophy, finally, after all this time… she couldn’t think of anything that would make that moment any better.

No, actually, she could. She wanted to celebrate properly and openly, with her girlfriend.

The distance between them felt loud, violently loud. High fiving and hugging anyone but her was not only frustrating, it was stupid. God, was it stupid. It was her day, their victory, and she couldn't even share it with the person she wanted to? All for the sake of their idiot parents?

Eventually, the cheers faded, the adrenaline dulled, and the stadium emptied. The vast majority of the crowd had left, only a handful of people remained - players still coming down from the high of victory and, of course, her teammate’s families and loved ones, waiting near the sidelines with patient smiles.

Asami let out a slow breath, realizing that soon enough her father will come to congratulate her, and as much as she appreciated the effort on his part - she also dreaded it. A part of her wished he wasn’t present, that she could drop the act. Not that it was that it was that simple, but still.

She watched as Korra’s parents walked over to her, and saw the way Korra tensed up. She undoubtedly felt that too.

She didn’t have much time to dwell on it though, since a few moments later her father approached her as well with a wide, proud grin, one that Asami did her best to match.

“There she is!” Her father beamed upon arrival, pulling her into a big bear hug. “There's my winner!”

“Dad-” she choked out. “I can't breathe.”

“Sorry, sorry,” he let her go with a laugh. “I'm just delighted. You absolutely killed it today!” 

“Thanks, dad,” she said sheepishly. “But it was a team effort, really. I couldn't have done it without them.”

“Yes! Team effort. Your team!” He continued to boast. “This is all you!” He said with a huge grin. “My little girl - the undeniable soccer star!”

Before she could thank him, or even mirror his smile, a loud, dismissive snort was heard by the two of them making them turn around, speechless, to face none other than Korra's dad. Both Korra and her mother's expressions seemed to reflect Asami's shock as well. This couldn't be good.

“Something you want to say, Waters?” Her father asked, looking both shocked and appalled.

“No, no nothing,” Tonraq said, throwing his hands up in surrender. “It just slipped out.”

“Dad,” Korra warned nervously, signaling their teammates to stay away.

“What? I didn't say anything!” Korra’s father protested. “I just thought his statement was funny, that’s it.”

“It’s funny that I support my daughter?” He asked, irritated.

“Okay, there’s no need for this,” Asami interjected. “Seriously, other people are present.”

“No, no. I want to know what’s so funny,” her dad insisted.

“It’s nothing,” Tonraq chuckled. “It’s just… the undeniable star? Really?”

“Dad, please shut up. She literally scored the winning goal,” Korra huffed, clearly getting upset.

“I think that’s enough,” Korra’s mother interjected, having recovered from the initial shock.

“All I’m saying is that our daughter is the only reason the team won,” Tonraq continued with a proud smile. “And she, quite literally, took one for the team. So I’d say that if anyone here is the star of the game… it's gotta be my daughter.”

“We both won,” Asami replied, getting irritated herself. “We’re a team, there’s no need for this-”

“Plus,” Korra’s dad continued, cutting her off. “Your daughter only became captain because Korra here was robbed of the role, so…”

“Dad!” Korra exclaimed angrily.

“Excuse me?” Hiroshi fumed.

“You heard me,” Tonraq replied, crossing his arms. 

“Tonraq, seriously,” Senna warned, making another attempt at stopping what seemed to be an unavoidable public conflict. “You need to listen to the girls-”

“You’ve got some nerve,” Asami’s dad huffed, cutting off Korra’s mother. “Disrespect me all you want, but my daughter? That’s unacceptable.”

Asami sighed. “Let it go, dad. I’m serious.” She tried, pinching the bridge of her nose to try and contain her annoyance.

“I’m not disrespecting anyone,” Tonraq replied, crossing his arms. “Just stating facts. If you're asking me, I don't think your daughter deserved to be the one receiving the trophy.”

“Oh, you little-”

“Oh my god! Can the two of you shut the fuck up?!” Asami exclaimed angrily, fists clenched at her sides.

“Yeah! Shut up already!” Korra called out in agreement, turning to her dad. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

 

“With me?” Tonraq asked, shocked. “I'm backing you up!”

“No, you're not. You're embarrassing both me and yourself,” she retorted. “And if that’s not bad enough, you're insulting my captain!”

“Exactly!” Asami huffed out. “If you two wanna hate each other go right ahead, but leave us out of it. Got it? Korra and I…” oh god, she's really gonna have to say it, right? Ew. “…are friends.”

The word tasted wrong coming out of her mouth, she almost felt nauseous, like her body was physically rejecting the term. She glanced over at Korra, who's reaction didn't seem all too different from hers. It wasn’t that Korra seemed offended per say, but it clearly felt wrong to her too. From her body language it was obvious to Asami that Korra hated it too.

So, fuck it, right?

“Actually, no.” Asami added, her eyes still fixated on Korra’s, who curiously gazed back at her. “We’re not friends, hell no. We’re…” without words, she asked her girlfriend for a silent confirmation, affirmation that this is alright with her.

Korra, catching on quickly, gave her a slight nod, taking her hand.

“We’re…” Asami breathed out, turning to look back at her father. This is it. No more secrets. “...seeing each other.”

Both Asami’s dad and Tonraq froze, time seemingly in a standstill. Any teammate of theirs who up until now had the decency to pretend not to eavesdrop now turned to them fully, dropping the act. For a few minutes, no one said anything, silence enveloping them as they awaited a reaction.

“What…” Korra’s father was the first to open his mouth, eyes wide in shock. “What do you mean?”

Korra snorted. “Let me make it very, very clear.” She confidently declared, before cupping Asami’s jaw and pulling her into the kiss she’s been craving all night.

And God, it was perfect.

Sure, the kiss was awkward, after all their parents were literally right there, but being able to openly kiss her girlfriend was an incredible feeling. The relief of not having anything to hide anymore nearly made her miss the cheers erupting from their teammates who, let’s face it, realized something was happening between them a long, long time ago. Even the distinct ‘I told you so!’s coming from their goalkeeper Jaragla weren’t enough to snap her back to reality, not with Korra, her partner, standing right next to her.

When they parted, Asami glanced back to see her father’s reaction. 

“Oh,” he lamely mumbled, stunned.

“Korra, are you- did you…” Tonraq mumbled, eyes iterating between the two of them. “Have you lost your mind?”

“Ouch,” Asami awkwardly laughed.

“Seriously, dad, shut up,” Korra sighed.

“Ignore him,” Senna said, glaring at her husband. “I’ll deal with him when we get home. I’m so happy for you two!”

“You are?” Both Korra and her father said at the same time, shocked.

“Of course!” Korra’s mother pulled her into a hug, ignoring her husband’s shock. “You girls are so cute together! Plus, I called it a long, long time ago.”

“You… did?” Korra asked, stunned.

“Mhm,” her mom affirmed, pulling away with a smirk. “You two were not as good at sneaking out of galas as you thought you were being.”

“Um,” Asami blushed, eyes wide.

“Oh my God,” Korra mumbled.

“Why didn’t you say anything?” Tonraq asked, flabbergasted.

“Because I knew you’d act like an idiot,” she sternly said. “And I was right.”

“But-”

Getting tired of their endless squabble, Asami decided to turn to Korra, filtering out whatever their parents were saying. “How’s your ankle?” She asked, as her girlfriend still seemed to be favoring her other foot when standing up.

“A little better,” Korra smiled. “Still hurts a bit, though. Anyways, wanna go get ice-cream?”

“Um, shouldn’t we take you to a medical center?” Asami asked.

“Ice-cream first, medical attention later?” She sheepishly asked. “Please? Just help me limp there?”

“Limp there?” Asami raised her eyebrows, concerned.

“I’m kidding,” Korra chuckled. “...sort of. I’m fine though, I swear!”

“I don’t know…” Asami pursed her lips together.

“Don’t worry about me,” her girlfriend chuckled, starting to slowly walk over towards the exit. “If I were you, I’d be more worried about the ice-cream dude.”

“What? Why?” Asami asked, following her.

“Oh, he keeps getting the order wrong,” Korra shook her head, amused. “How hard is it to put strawberry first and then chocolate? I swear, he messes it up every time I get us ice-cream.”

Asami stopped dead in her tracks, staring at Korra. Her partner would occasionally get them ice-cream on her way to Asami’s apartment, and the order was always perfect. She hadn’t even realized that Korra not only remembered Asami’s preferred order, but that she was insistent about it being right for her. While Asami had accepted that she has OCD, it baffled her as to how easily and mindlessly Korra accepted certain traits that she herself struggled coming to terms with. Not only that, but her girlfriend made an effort to make sure she’s comfortable and well.

“‘Sami? Baby?” Korra asked, concerned. “Are you alright?”

No, she wasn’t alright, not at all. She’d never felt anything like it before. A warm feeling spread through her chest. It was something fuzzy and unknown, yet somehow, also familiar. Suddenly, it all made sense - like something within her cracked open, something she’s been holding back without realizing it.

It wasn’t just the ice-cream, no. It was everything. The way Korra always made her feel, even in time periods when they didn’t get along. The way her smile would give Asami butterflies, the way Korra’s lightest touch was enough to set her on fire, the way her voice could cut through any noise, everything.

It was about the effort she put in to make sure she’s accommodating Asami, even if it wasn’t easy. It was about how much she grew as a person in the passing year, how she made sure to do research about OCD so that she could be helpful and supportive.

She had no idea when she started feeling like this, but it was so… obvious. So familiar and unmistakable that she wasn't sure how she hadn’t realized this sooner.

“‘Sami?” Korra asked again, her eyebrows knitting together, worried. “Are you-”

“I love you,” Asami blurted out.


  Oops.


Korra’s breath hitched, her eyes wide in disbelief. “What?” She asked, shocked. “You… what?”

“I… uh…” Asami mumbled nervously, heart rate picking up. “I-I just…”

“You love me?” Her girlfriend repeated. 

“I-I…” she stammered.

“Well, that’s not fair!” Korra exclaimed. “I wanted to be the one to say it first! Jesus, I’ve been trying to muster up the courage for weeks!”

Huh? “Wait, you what? Asami shook herself, wanting to make sure she understood everything correctly. “Are you saying that-”

“I love you too, yes.” Korra cut her off, smiling brightly. “Of course I do, I mean, look at you!” She laughed. “How could I not be completely and utterly in love with you? You’re… perfect.”

“I… really?” Asami definitely wasn’t tearing up or anything, and Korra certainly did not step closer and wiped away a stray tear from her cheek. No way.

“Yes, really.” Her girlfriend softly said, cupping her face. “I love you, ‘Sami.”

“I love you too,” Asami barely whispered back as Korra started leaning in, closing the distance between them.

And nothing else mattered. Not their parents, not the trophy, nothing. All that mattered was Korra, the woman she loved, being right there and then, finally able to kiss her freely.

Everything was perfect.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Aaaand that's a wrap😎

Just wanna take a moment and thank y'all for reading, and hopefully enjoying the story as well:) I know the time intervals between updates were rough, so thanks for bearing with me.

I've got a more stories in the pipeline, so you're welcome to stick with me as I continue to post.

And of course, as always, big thanks to my spellchecker for this one esoterikier <3
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