
Plus One by ASnakenamedToast



Series: Plus [1]


Category: Avatar: Legend of Korra


Genre: Alternate Universe - Modern Setting, Alternate Universe - No Bending (Avatar TV), Angst, Asami is also kind of an Ass, Domestic Fluff, Enemies to Friends to Lovers, Eventual Smut, F/F, Fluff, Fluff and Angst, G!P Korra, I gave Korra a dick, I'm Sorry, I'm in my villain era, Korra is an Ass, Mild Smut, Original Character(s), Single Mom Asami, Slow Burn, This Is Not Going to Go the Way You Think, Trust me I think I know what I'm doing, because why not, they break up your honor, they love each other your honor, very brief Asami/Kuvira


Language: English


Characters: Asami Sato, Bolin (Avatar), Korra (Avatar), Other Character Tags to Be Added


Relationships: Korra/Asami Sato, Kuvira/Asami Sato


Status: Completed


Published: 2021-07-05


Updated: 2024-11-17


Packaged: 2026-10-27 20:48:54


Rating: Mature


Warnings: Creator Chose Not To Use Archive Warnings


Chapters: 10


Words: 55,114


Publisher: archiveofourown.org


Summary: 
            “I’m sorry, I never caught your name. Are you one of his coaches?” Asami slightly tilted her head to the side in amusement as the other woman laughed heartily.
“Hahah, no.” She deadpanned, any sort of friendly conversation Asami thought they were going to have was clearly mistaken for something else. “I’m a friend of Coach Bolin. I just volunteer whenever I have free time to help him out with the little gremlins. But you would’ve known that if you actually paid attention at practices.”
“Excuse me?” Asami froze like a deer in headlights.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Single mom Asami just doing her best raising her son.

          







1. Chapter 1

Author's Note:
      Hey guys! I'm back on my bullshit with another AU!

I love the idea of single mom Asami so this has been plaguing my mind for awhile now. Don't worry I'm still working on my other pieces I'm just sitting at a block right now so enjoy this.

The chapters won't be nearly as long so I might be able to upload faster.

As always thanks for reading

    


    
    Asami checked her watch for the umpteenth time in the last 10 minutes since her meeting went over. She was late for the second time this week and he was going to be so mad at her, especially after she promised that she would definitely be  on time  today. She was half tempted to just get up and leave, the old man at the other end of the table just seemed to just be babbling on anyway, but what kind of impression would she really be making if she left her own board meeting. Sadly, the rational part of her brain decided against marching out of the door right that second. 

Asami looked at her watch  again  and not even 30 seconds had gone by since she had last looked at the device and she had to hold back a heavy sigh from escaping her lips. Her legs began to fidget underneath the table and her nails drummed against the hardwood surface. Maybe if she floored it down the free state, she could catch the second half, maybe he didn’t realize that she was running late to begin with. She was never that lucky, she had to put an end to this now. 

The sound of a chair abruptly scrapping against the ceramic tiles got everyone’s attention, seizing the old timers rambling from the other side of the room instantly. 

“I hate to cut this meeting short, but we’re already ran over on time and I do have a previous engagement I have to attend to right away.” Asami spoke with confidence that left the board no room for argument. “If there’s anything else that you feel will actually contribute to this meeting, please feel free to email me, I'll be working all weekend from home.”  

With that Asami dismissed her fellow members with a thank you while she quickly gathered the small stack of papers in front of her and made her way to her office to gather the rest of her things. 

Her stride was strong and with purpose and she was in and out in less than 5 minutes, not stopping once to make small conversation with anyone unless they were committed to keeping up with her harsh pace. One more check to her watch told her that she had 20 minutes to get to her destination and if all the holy spirits were in her favor tonight, she could actually make it. 

But alas, the holy spirits were not in her favor tonight, as she hit every single red light and got caught up in the early evening traffic on her way. She knew she was very much in deep shit once she arrived. 

Heels clanked against the asphalt as Asami made her way through the parking lot of the park and grumbled how she should’ve left them in the car once they started to dig into her feet from the ground switching to a grassy field. There sitting on the bench on the far end of the field was her son, grass stains littering his knees presumably from the soccer game he had just finished. 

Asami couldn’t stop the smile from spreading on her face as she watched her son interact with who she assumed to be one of his coaches. He was a very animated kid as he flailed his arms in the air wildly, his dark wavy hair hanging loosely around his bright green eyes. There was no way Asami could ever deny that that wasn’t her son and luckily for him, he got all of her good looks and brains, and none from his father.  

And if someone 10 years ago were to tell her that her life would’ve completely flip upside down; she would’ve just brushed them off. No one could ever prepare her for the drastic turn her life took as soon as she graduated college.  

Having Hiro at 21, her falling out with her ex 2 years after he was born, and then the scandal her father had in the family business just 2 years after that that caused him to step away from the company, only for her to step up was no easy feat, to think she named her son after that man.  

Now at 29 years old, raising a very enthusiastic 8-year-old and successfully turning out the family business turning it into a multi-million-dollar company, she wouldn’t change a damn thing about how things happened in her life. Even though she loved Hiro with everything in her, she definitely couldn’t see herself wanting to have another, one kid was hard enough to disappoint, she didn’t need to disappoint two. 

“You missed my game mom!” Hiroshi called out to Asami as soon as he saw her cross the field to get to him. His eyes were bright and hopeful but he couldn’t hide the disappointment in his voice that absolutely broke her heart. 

“I’m sorry Hiro, I came as soon as I could. I got caught up in a meeting. I promise I’ll be at the next one.” 

Before he could open up his mouth to protest, the striking young woman who was standing with Hiro when she walked up, stood behind him and raffled the hair around on his head.  

And man was she  striking . She stood as tall as Asami with extraordinary bright blue eyes, beautiful dark skin, her hair was short and choppy and she had this rough exterior about her that seemed to intrigue Asami.  

Then she spoke and Asami was definitely interested into learning more about this woman. “Did you tell your mom how many goals you scored today?” The woman spoke in a tone that could match her son’s exuberance and they finally caught Asami’s attention. 

“Two!” He shouted as he held up two fingers up to the two of them.  

“Atta boy Hiro!” The woman ruffled his hair again, tossing it wildly against his head. “Now go get your bag.”  

Hiro gave them a silly salute before running off to a group of kids that were huddled around the bags of their things. Asami realized he wasn’t coming back any time soon when she saw him start tackling one of the boys and she was completely okay with that while she tried to pry into this person's life. 

“I’m sorry, I never caught your name. Are you one of his coaches?” Asami slightly tilted her head to the side in amusement as the other woman laughed heartily. 

“Hahah, no.” She deadpanned, any sort of friendly conversation Asami thought they were going to have was clearly mistaken for something else. “I’m a friend of Coach Bolin. I just volunteer whenever I have free time to help him out with the little gremlins. But you would’ve known that if you actually paid attention at practices.” 

“Excuse me?” Asami froze like a deer in headlights. Surely, she was going deaf because who did this absolute stranger think she was telling her what she could and could not do at her sons practice. “What gives you the right to monitor what I’m doing? Are you even a parent yourself?” 

“You got me there, I’m not.” The woman spoke smugly that irritated Asami to her wits. She wanted to slap off that sly grin that littered her face. It showed off too many white teeth in contrast to the woman’s dark caramel skin and she couldn’t stand to look at it any longer. “But it doesn’t take a parent to see the disappointment in a child’s face whenever they look up to find their parent in the crowd only to see them either on their phone or just simply not there. But who am I right?” 

The arrogance that radiated off this person made Asami’s blood boil and being a CEO of a mostly male prominent field that made it their mission to belittle her, it made for her to grow a thick skin as some would say. Maybe because it was her parenting that was being scrutinized and not her actual work ethic that made her hot. Sure, she wouldn’t be in the running for mother of the year, but she was doing the best she could raising Hiro basically by herself and running her company.  

“Look I don’t need to explain myself to you. Hiro and I have an arrangement, he knows how things are, he understands.” Asami shifted her weight on to the balls of her feet and crossed her arms across her chest.  

“You have an arrangement with an 8-year-old?” The woman copied Asami’s stance with a raised eyebrow. She was mocking her now. “That seems like great managing advice especially coming from someone like you.” 

There it was again, that same sly grin and Asami couldn’t stand to look at it for one more fucking second longer. Shoulders squared; she dug her heel into the turf after she took one long step closer to this nuisance that was taking up her time, coming face to face with her. Never mind what the headlines in the paper were going to write about her in the morning for getting into a fight at her son's soccer game, let them have their field day. She wasn’t going to stand here and take this any longer. 

“Listen here you little shi-” 

“Mom I’m ready! Can we stop and get food on the way home?”  

“ What impeccable timing, that kid.”  Asami thought as Hiro came running up to the two of them. Completely unaware that his mother was 30 seconds away from committing murder right before his very eyes. 

“Hmm, I suppose so since you scored 2 goals today.” Hiro fist pumped into the air excitedly at Asami’s answer and it left a warm smile on her face, almost enough to forget the near fight she was about to partake in. “Did you tell coach bye?” 

“Yeah, and Coach B told me to tell you that he was going to come by later this weekend.”  

Asami rolled her eyes. She hated the fact that Bolin let Hiro call him that, even when he wasn’t coaching. 

Just when they had turn around to leave, a voice called out to Asami, one in particular she didn’t feel like listening to anymore. 

“It’s Korra by the way.”  

Asami turned her head to look over her shoulder to meet those bright blue eyes again, all powerful and commanding of her attention with just a simple look. How Bolin found someone like her to help him around the kids was beyond her, but she was done entertaining this Korra person any further and chose to completely ignore her and continue to lead Hiro to the car.  

 


 

After they had ate dinner Asami was sitting on the couch while Hiro worked on his homework on the coffee table at her feet. She offered to help him with the math problems he was working on, but coming from a line of engineers, he denied it respectfully. It was nice to have a little growing genius around the house but not so much when he also tried to help her with her own projects. 

“Hey Hiro?” Asami called from behind him, a wine glass swirling in her hand as she stared absentmindedly at the evening news. Something had been eating away at her thoughts since they had gotten home. 

“Yeah mom?” He didn’t bother even looking up from his homework, obviously it was much more important than anything she had to say. 

“What do think about Korra? Do you like her?” 

“Yeah, I think she’s really cool! She’s always really nice to us and helps us with new moves.” He finally turned his head to look at Asami, eyes glimmering bright with excitement. “She’s really strong too! Sometimes when Coach B is being annoying, she’ll put him in a headlock until he taps out.” 

“ Oh, he really likes her.”  Asami tried to not roll he eyes at her son’s excitement when he was describing Korra. 

“Why? Do you like her mom?” He asked as he raised an eyebrow at her. Was her 8-year-old really about to try to set her up with this person, my god had she really raised a monster. He was too smart for his own good. 

“Pfft, no.” Asami shot back offended, but that didn’t seem to deter the look on Hiro’s face. She was really having this conversation. “Not even close, I just wanted to make sure she was being nice to you guys or I would have to take care of some things.” 

Hiroshi laughed his cute little hearty laugh and got up from the floor to sit next to Asami, his back laid out on the couch with his feet resting on her lap, kicking aimlessly at her thighs. 

“You always threaten that, but I think you’re secretly a softy.” 

“Hmm possibly, but don’t tell my employees that or they’ll never listen to me again.” She plucked at his toes individually until he squirmed out of her lap, sitting up now with his head on her shoulder. 

“I think you would think Korra is cool too. Maybe I can invite her over to dinner when Coach B comes over too.”  

“Ah ah ah. We don’t need to do all that. I am not going to be taking dating advice from an 8-year-old who is also my son at that. Besides, what do you know about any of this?” 

“Just what dad says, that you need to stop being such a stick in the mud and find yourself a new friend. But what do I know I’m just an 8-year-old?” Hiroshi shrugged and jumped off the coach and started to pack his homework into his backpack. 

“Hey Mr. Sassy Pants!” Asami swatted at his butt that caused him to jump away from her laughing. Yeah, she definitely did not want any more kids after him. “Seems like I need to have another talk with your father. Now go shower before you make me blow a blood vessel.” 

“Aye aye mother.” Hiro gave a salute and reached up to give her kiss on the cheek and ran away giggling when she tried to swat at his butt again.  

She let out a heavy sigh once she heard the pitter patter of his feet go up the stairs. What was the world coming to where her actual son was trying to set her up with someone, and the last person in this world at that.  

Another conversation to add to the list of things to talk about for when her ex picks Hiro up next week,  fantastic . 

  



2. Chapter 2

Notes for the Chapter:This chapter is A LOT longer than what I initially wanted to write for this project, but I hope you guys like it and think it was worth the wait! 

Thank you for all your comments on the first chapter! I really appreciate it and even though I never got around to replying to any this round, I did read them all. I went in a different direction than I thought I was originally going to go for this story so enjoy!




    
    The next week at practice was not any easier for Asami. Between juggling her busy schedule and Hiro’s schedule she was absolutely wiped, and having to deal with Korra on top of all of that was just straight up exhausting on her mental wellbeing. The back-and-forth bickering during practice was enough for her to want to pull Hiro from that soccer club all together, screw her deposit, but she promised him  and  Bolin that she would stick it out to the end of the season.  

  Monday    .  

 “It’s weird you’re actually paying attention instead of being on your phone today.” Korra said next to Asami as she was sitting on the bench watching Hiro run drills.  

 “Aren’t you supposed to be down there on the field and not up here harassing me?” Asami grumbled, not even bothering to look towards Korra who sat down next to her. Out of all the places this woman could sit, it had to be right next to her.  

 “Mondays I watch practice and I tell Bolin what each kid needs to improve on from my prospective. Sometimes he listens to me, sometimes he doesn’t.” Korra shrugged, unfazed by Asami’s disgust in her arrival.  

 “Good to know we have an expert for a kid’s soccer team.” Asami said dryly, but she wasn’t sure if Korra picked up on the sarcasm, she seemed pretty ignorant.   

 It showed that Korra either didn’t care for Asami’s attitude or it simply went right over her head as she seemed to continue rambling on whether or not Asami was listening to her, which she very much wasn’t. She focused on watching Hiro dribble the ball through and around obstacles like a pro, she’d have to admit, she was definitely impressed with his moves. I guess it makes up for him breaking vases and knocking paintings off her walls from kicking the ball around inside the house.  

 Asami crossed one leg over the other as she continued to ignore Korra’s rambling. Something about the way they practice or whatever else spewed from her mouth, but it didn’t matter to her. She’ll figure it out eventually when Hiro tells her about it on the way home. Everything Korra was saying to her right this moment was going in one ear and right out the other, she was being too causal like Asami wasn’t ready to rip her throat out just 3 days beforehand.  

 “Am I boring you or something?” Korra asked leaning her body forward so she was now resting her elbows onto her knees, just getting into Asami’s view enough where she could be seen in her peripherals.   

 She only clicked her tongue in her mouth in annoyance. Maybe Korra wasn’t smart enough to pick up the hints she had been putting out, was their little encounter last week not a big enough hint that she wanted absolutely nothing to do with her?  

 “Not necessarily boring, more like I couldn’t give a damn about what you have to say honestly. I’m here for my son, not to entertain you.” She practically spat out laced with venom, but it didn’t seem to stop that shit eating grin on Korra’s face from making its appearance. Again, with that fucking grin, she couldn’t stand it anymore.  

 Asami gathered her things and got up from her spot without saying another word to Korra, moving her way to the sidelines to stand with Bolin, making small conversation with him while he directed the kids. A sound of amusement leaving Korra’s lips, it was the last thing Asami heard leave that cocky little shits mouth, haunting her for the rest of the night.  

  Wednesday    .   

 Asami stood in the far corner of the field this time, trying to blend in with the trees around her. Apparently sitting in the blenchers was no longer an option since the past 2 days Korra had sought her out to try to have small talk with her.  

 Hiro would wave at her occasionally whenever he caught a glimpse of her in between his running around. He seemed more cheerful now that she was more present in his afternoon activities, she made it her mission this week to make it to all of his sessions on time. She didn’t know how long she would be able to keep up with this tight schedule, especially with some upcoming long meetings and deadlines she’s going to have to meet soon. So, she was going to take full advantage of this little bit of peace she has with her son before her life gets hectic again.  

 “Trying to hide from me now?” A voice came from behind her.   

 “  Of course.” Asami thought. She should’ve known she couldn’t get away from Korra that easily, it was like she had a radar on Asami and could find her as soon as she stepped foot on the field.  

 “You really don’t stop do you?” Asami side eyed Korra who was leaning on the tree next to her. Her bright blue eyes watched eagerly as the kids were running about carelessly, laughing under her breath as none of them were listening to anything Bolin was trying to tell them.  

 “I’m still trying to figure out what it is you want me to stop. I make conversation with all the parents, you’re not a special case. Relax.” Korra waved her hand dismissively at Asami, clearly unfazed with this whole ordeal.  

 “For some reason I highly doubt that, but whatever you say.” Asami pushed off the tree and started to put some space between her and Korra. Something about just her presence didn’t sit right with her and she couldn’t stand to be around it any longer than what she had to tolerate.  

 “Narcissistic, aren’t we? Are all you rich people the same? Do you always think everything is about you? Or is that just you Ms. Sato?”   

 “My god they were right, what they say about you.” Asami turned back around to face Korra. Her eyebrows lifted in curiosity waiting for whatever Asami had to say next. “You really are so arrogant.”  

 “Who do these people think they are going around calling me arrogant?” Korra huffed out. Her whole demeanor changed so fast it almost made Asami laugh out loud. Finally, she had found a way to push Korra’s buttons back the same way she had pushed hers, all it took was to hit her in the ego, go figure.   

 “My my egotistical, aren’t we? Always thinking someone is talking about your pretty little head huh?” Asami said slyly with her own grin to throw back at Korra and my god did she love the look Korra gave her. If she could feed off looks, she would have a whole meal in front of her from the strained look on Korra’s face and Asami absolutely loved it.   

 “If that’s the best you’ve got, you’ve gotta do better than that. I’ve heard so much worse at the water coolers at the office.”  

 For the second time that week, before Korra could get one more word in, Asami turned to head onto the field to Hiro where he was waving her down to get her attention, but not without throwing Korra a wave over her shoulder. If Korra thought she was going to push Asami around than she had another thing coming, she didn’t get to the top for playing the nice guy.  

Which lead Asami currently, sitting alone at the bar on a Friday night, drinking her week away. She was relieved when Hiro’s father met her at his game to stand watch with her before he took him for the weekend. Hiro was ecstatic to see both of his parents at his game together and that made tolerating her ex for those 2 hours doable.  

Somewhat. 

Between her ex and Korra, Asami was absolutely  miserable. She was forever grateful to the heavens that the two never officially met each other, or she was sure someone would’ve died tonight. It seemed like whenever she got away from one headache, she ran into another one. So as soon as Hiro’s soccer game ended you could imagine Asami was quick to get to the nearest bar, which just happened to be a couple blocks away from the field, conveniently.  

It was a little hole in the wall bar, kind of tucked away from the main street. Out of all the times Asami had drove pass this area, it always seemed to fly right under her radar, but that didn’t stop the locals from occupying almost every inch of square foot the bar had to offer. 

A young couple leaving gave Asami the opportunity to get a seat right at the bar so she quickly pushed her way through the crowded floor to snag a seat before anyone else could. She couldn’t stop the smile from creeping onto her face at the sight of all the young college students around her, just a small reminder of much time really has gone by. 

“Anything I can get started for you tonight?” A deep smooth voice called out to her from the other side of the bar. 

“Something strong enough for me to drown in.” Asami replied staring back into deep forest green eyes, that immediately captivated her. The bartender didn’t look any older than she was, she had an alluring mole under her eye and a very sharp jaw line Asami wouldn’t mind stinking her teeth in. Something about the way the bartender carried herself with such confidence that seemed oddly familiar, but Asami brushed it off as her being overly attractive. 

The bartender said something Asami couldn’t quite comprehend over the loud atmosphere from the people around her, but she took it as her starting to make her drink when she gave Asami a dazzling smile and a thumbs up. 

Despite the crowd it didn’t take long before Asami received her drink and she was thankful for the speedy service so she could finally start her weekend.  

She didn’t realize how long she had been there until she was on her 4th drink and she was very much intoxicated, but at least the view was nice. The bartender was quick on her feet while trying to keep up with the crowd and it seemed the more Asami had to drink the more amusing it was to watch the young woman work. She was light on her feet and her movements were fluent, almost like she was dancing and they were hypnotizing to say the least.  

She had to give her credit where it was due though, every time she brought Asami a new drink she did try  to make conversation with her for as long as she could before she was pulled to help someone else and for that, Asami admired her effort. So far Asami was only able to grasp that the young woman’s name was Kuvira and she was undeniably charming. 

The crowd didn’t seem to last too much longer into the evening as most of the college kids were rambling about bar hopping through the city and slowly started to filter out. Asami was disappointed when the small crowd of guys that were buying her shots left, but not without trying to convince her to come with them. She was drunk, but not that drunk, she enjoyed the attention but that was as far as it was going. 

“How you holding up there tiger?” Kuvira called out to her from the other side of the bar. She had just finished serving a small group of suits that just walked through the door, they were probably no older than what Asami was.  

“W-Well, I feel pretty close to drowning, so that’s a good start.” Asami tried not to slur out her words that much as she rested her forehead against the counter. The cool laminated bar top felt amazing against her heated forehead, and she started to wonder when had she become such a light weight. 

“Rough week?” 

“More like this is the week from hell, but yeah something like that.” Asami’s voice was muffled by the counter top but Kuvira heard her loud and clear. The blouse she was wearing started feeling way more constricting than she remembered it fitting this morning. She gasped when she felt something cold against her cheek and looked up in time to see Kuvira putting the glass of water that was just against her cheek down on the bar. 

“If you want to talk about it, you’ll need some of this to sober you up first.” Kuvira rested her elbows on the counter and leaned forward into Asami’s space and watched with utmost interest as she took baby sips of the non-alcoholic beverage. 

“God where do I even start though?” Asami slowly sipped on the glass of water as she looked at her watch resting on her wrist, 10:23. It wasn’t even  that   late in the evening and she was already   this  trashed, motherhood has definitely taken a turn on her life style. 

“Well, you can start with your name.” The statement was so smooth rolling off of Kuvira’s tongue and Asami was ravishing in the fact that everything Kuvira said and did had her absolutely swooning. 

“Asami.” She replied and offered Kuvira a wobbly hand to shake and had to swallow the giggle that tried to escape her lips once Kuvira made contact with her skin. A thumb brushing along the back side of her hand almost had her reeling and she knew at that point she had  way  too much to drink, but she was having too much fun to cut herself off. 

Asami had to admit, she was a little bit of an attention whore, but could you really blame her to not be? She was absolutely gorgeous and had the brain and money to back it up, she knew how to talk the talk so sue her for walking the walk. This wasn’t the first time she had gotten drunk on someone else’s dollar and it probably wouldn’t be the last either. 

“Asami hmm? As in Asami Sato from Future Industries?” Kuvira inquired with amusement laced in her voice. Kuvira quirked her eyebrow up in curiosity and Asami couldn’t resist the pull to lean forward on her elbows as well to get a closer look at the bartender. 

“Guilty.” Asami whispered out in a low sultry voice. This person has caught her interest and she was turning her charm all the way up. It’s been a long time since she’s let anyone take her home and it looks like she found the perfect candidate to break that streak. “So smart and handsome? Noted.”  

The way that Kuvira returned with her own smirk had Asami ready to jump over the bar right then and there, but sadly, it didn’t last long when Kuvira was called by another customer to refill their drinks. That alone was enough to bring Asami back to reality that they were still very much at a bar and this woman’s workplace at that, charming can wait a bit longer.  

It took Kuvira awhile to get back to Asami. Not necessarily because they were starting to get busy again, but because she had neglected her customers for so long their drink orders were piling up, along with her own. While Kuvira was busy making drinks again, Asami was able to pull a different bartender aside to make her another drink. She was starting to feel her thoughts to become clearer again and that was not going to fly with her tonight. 

The time it took for Kuvira to finally make it back to Asami, she had already had another 2 drinks and 3 more shots that she took with the people sitting a couple chairs down at the bar from her and she was starting to feeling completely under the influence again. She wouldn’t complain though, she was trying to hit on this woman while she was working so there was bound to be interruptions. Besides she got to drink and her view wasn’t too bad on the eyes either. 

Asami took a moment to study Kuvira while she worked. That strong jawline, those broad shoulders, she could clearly see the woman was fit from whenever her back muscles would flex from underneath her black shirt from lifting up the glasses and Asami had to fight the urge to bite her lip. She gave off this dominating aura that seemed so familiar to her, but she couldn’t find herself to place that feeling anywhere in her clouded mind. 

“Did you sneak those behind my back?” Kuvira nodded her head towards the drink Asami was currently finishing. She looked like she was a kid caught in a candy store as she quickly slurped the remaining of the beverage down. 

“Technically it’s not snea-....” Asami burped out. “It’s not sneaking if someone else got it for me. And I wasn’t hiding it from you.” Her words came out slurred and her mind was barely comprehending what was coming out of her mouth, but she was determined to keep the conversation moving. 

“Well then you must be feeling better than before since you’ve had all that to drink. Your week must’ve been real shit.” Kuvira placed her left hand on top of the bar and leaned her weight on her arm. 

“Oh god, you want to know about my week?” Asami said louder than she anticipated but no one around her seemed to be really paying attention anyway. “Where do I begin? Work has been an absolute nightmare since we’re getting ready to launch a new prototype and then there’s my son.” She released a deep sigh as her head rolled around on her neck. 

“I love my son, but fuck I feel like he’s playing the devil’s advocate right now. He keeps trying to set me up with this stupid egotistical asshole at his soccer practice. I mean what kind of 8-year-old tries to set their parent up with anybody?   Who raised this kid?"Asami shook her head thinking about how Hiro asked almost every day before leaving practice if we could invite Korra over for dinner.  

“He acts like I can’t find my own dates.” Asami mumbled as she crossed her arms across her chest, sitting at the bar almost pouting. 

“Your son sounds like quite the charmer. I’m sure this stupid egotistical asshole couldn’t be that bad.” The grin that found its resting place on Kuvira’s face was contiguous because even though she was talking about that ill-mannered Korra, Asami couldn’t help the smirk that mirrored the bartenders in front of her. 

“You have no idea.” Asami swirled the glass of water Kuvira just put down for her, spilling some on the counter. She only threw Kuvira a smile when the other woman frowned at her as she started to dry the counter with a rag. “I feel like if Hiro mentions how funny and cool she is one more fucking time I might actu-” 

“Man this place is a fucking dump!” 

Asami’s eyes widen in horror as she recognized that voice from anywhere and of course that voice would follow her right here, because why should she be allowed to have any peace.  

Korra was loud coming through the door and walked right up to the bar a couple seats away from Asami, she leaned over the bar as Kuvira excused herself from Asami and headed towards Korra. She must’ve not seen her sitting at the bar as well or surely she would’ve come over immediately to disrupt Asami’s night out. Asami watched closely while Kuvira and Korra exchanged in what seemed to be friendly banter before they gave each other a fist bump and Kuvira then laid a beer out on the counter for Korra. 

“Oh god they’re friends.”  Asami thought to herself while she tried to figure what the best plan of action would be in getting out of the bar unseen by Korra without running out on Kuvira. 

Asami figured now was her chance to leave some cash for her tab and slip out before Korra did indeed recognize her. She dug in her wallet to pull a wad of cash that would be enough to cover her drinks and leave Kuvira a generous tip, she’ll have to put her endeavor in getting Kuvira home for another time. There were too many distractions in the way and with the bar being so close to Hiro’s soccer field, it definitely won’t be the last time Asami stops in. 

Only one hiccup in her getaway plan and that was how she was supposed to get home from here. There was no way she was going to be able to drive in this condition, but she didn’t live too far and she could catch a ride home if she needed to, she’ll come back in the morning to receive her car. 

With a plan somewhat in mind, Asami was just about to lay the cash along the bar top when she felt a heavy arm come across her shoulders. Her breath was caught in her throat when she looked up to meet bright blue eyes that stared at her mockingly, already pissing her off. 

“Well, well, well. Look who we have here. What a coincidence.” Korra spoke as soon as they made eye contact. Her voice was heavy with amusement and it drove Asami mad with how much it seemed like Korra was enjoying running into her. 

“I’m convinced you’re stalking me now.” Asami spat out as much as she could in her current state, shrugging Korra’s arm roughly off her shoulder.  

“I wouldn’t count on it. You’re hot but not that hot.” Korra snorted. 

Asami rolled her eyes as she put down a couple bills on the counter in front of Kuvira that were more than enough to cover her tab and then some and smiled sweetly towards her. “Here’s to cover my tab. I’ll be back another time and we can pick up where we left off.” 

Asami winked at Kuvira who in turn wore a light blush on her face once Korra eyed the bartender suspiciously. “I hope you don’t plan on driving home right now. You really did have a lot to drink, if you wait another hour, I might be able to sneak out to take you home.”  

“Don’t count on it.” Korra growled out, but Asami and Kuvira were so far deep in their own bubble it went unheard. 

Asami also missed the cold glare Korra sent Kuvira’s way as she focused on standing up on wobbly legs and waved a dismissive hand towards her. “Despite how tempting that offer is, I really should head out.” Asami glared at Korra menacingly before looking back at Kuvira who wore a deep frown at Asami’s departure. “I only live a few blocks away; I'll catch a cab home. Don’t worry about me.”  

“Come back and see me?” Kuvira asked and it was the first time that evening Asami heard her sound nervous all night. 

“I will.” Asami assured her and she wasn’t lying.  

A loud scoff was heard from next to her and she turned her head to catch Korra rolling her eyes. She took one last look at Korra before she scoffed and turned on her heel to head for the door. 

It took Asami awhile to actually get out of the bar, it wasn’t even that big of a bar but she was really just that drunk to navigate through the small crowd. She wasn’t sure how exactly she was going to get home, maybe she should just wait around for Kuvira to get off and then she hit two birds with one stone. One thing was for sure though and that was the evening breeze was an absolute blessing on her heated skin. 

“I’m not stalking you, you know.” Korra spoke from behind Asami. 

“Following. Stalking. They're all the same however way you want to put it.” Asami wasn’t surprised by Korra’s presence, she was almost expecting it, but by no means was it wanted. She pulled out her phone and started scrolling through her rideshare apps to find a suitable ride, completely ignoring the scoff that left Korra’s mouth at her statement. 

“If you really don’t live that far away. I could give you a ride.” 

“I’m good. I’d rather get abducted at this point than go anywhere with you.” Asami started walking towards her apartment, screw waiting for a ride, she didn’t want to stand here and be anywhere near Korra any longer.  

A firm hand wrapped itself around her bicep and pulled her back towards Korra. Asami tried to free her arm from Korra’s grasp, but she found it harder done than said in her drunken state. If she was sober, she might’ve stood a chance but now Korra had full advantage in overpowering her. 

“Why are you being so fucking stubborn? Just let me drive you home.” Korra snapped back immediately and her change of tone caused Asami’s blood to boil. Drunk or not, she was not going to let Korra talk to her any way she wanted. 

“Get off me!” She whipped her arm around so hard to free herself from Korra’s grip that she stumbled with the momentum. “Don’t act like you give a damn about me now!” Asami shouted. Not caring about whether or not she was making a scene to any onlookers for her outburst. 

“I couldn’t give a shit if something happened to you Asami.” Korra placed her hands on Asami’s shoulders to keep her from turning away from her again while she was talking to her. “But what would happen to Hiro if something happened to you tonight?” 

She froze at the mention of her son. Of course, Korra would bring him up, but she did have a point, Asami was being reckless and wasn’t thinking straight in her heighten state of rage to even be rational. She stopped struggling against Korra’s ironclad grip and finally relaxed since Korra arrived.  

“Fine. Just take me home then and don’t try anything weird.” 

“Trust me, I wouldn’t even dream of it.” Korra smiled when Asami rolled her eyes. She draped an arm around her shoulders again and started walking towards a private parking lot behind the bar. “I hope you’re conscious enough to hold on.” 

“Please don’t tell me...” 

“That I own a motorcycle?” Korra cut Asami off before she could even finish as they approached the motorcycle parked in the far corner of the alley. Korra handed the sole helmet that was resting on the seat to Asami for her to put on as well as the leather jacket she had been wearing. “Here put these on.” 

“What about you?” Asami asked as she shrugged on Korra’s jacket. The clothing was a little bit bigger than her as it hung off her shoulders, to be expected though since Korra was much wider than her even though this was the first time she noticed it. 

“Well don’t act like you give a damn about me now.” Korra replied in a mocking tone, copying Asami’s earlier statement. She straddled her bike, turned it on and held out a hand for Asami to take to help her get on the bike without tripping over her own feet. She couldn’t help but roll her eyes when Asami just stared down at her hand in disgust.  

“Can you stop acting like a brat? I’m just going to take you home.”  

Asami looked down at the hand again and clicked her tongue in her mouth before she took it and let Korra guide her up onto the bike. Despite being completely unstable, she refused to hold onto anything but Korra’s shoulders, she been damned if she was caught wrapping herself around this woman. 

After they were settled and Asami gave Korra the directions to her apartment, they took off down the road. It wasn’t a long drive since the streets were pretty much cleared out and even though Asami told Korra to take it easy so she wouldn’t get sick, she still started to feel her stomach turning itself inside out. Despite Korra doing her best, the little turns and bumps in the road were much more noticeable on the two-wheel vehicle so that and all the mixed drinks she had just wasn’t something her stomach was agreeing with. 

As soon as Korra pulled up to the front of her building, Asami basically jumped off the back of the bike, eager to get her feet on solid ground again. Korra managed to squeeze her way in between two cars paralleled parked at the entrance, it was a bit of an asshole move but she would be gone before any of the owners of the cars even noticed anyway. 

“Do you need me to walk you up? You still seem pretty out of it.” Korra asked after finally dismounting the bike. A loud ‘oof’ came from her lips after taking the helmet Asami shoved into her chest.  

“No I've got it fr-”  

Before Asami could even finish her sentence, the words were quite literally falling out of her mouth. For a brief moment the only thing she felt was the burning sensation of hot liquid coming back up her throat and it took Asami a second to process the fact that she was indeed vomiting. The whole ordeal only lasted about 30 seconds but the sound of vomit hitting the sidewalk only lasted about 10. 

She didn’t want to look up but from Korra’s endless ‘oh god’ chanting, she really didn’t have a choice. She looked up to make eye contact with the vomit-stained shirt and jeans Korra was now wearing and let the embarrassment wash completely over her. 

Korra must’ve picked up on Asami’s panic immediately. Her reaction changed drastically as she wrapped an arm around Asami’s shoulders and started ushering her into the lobby of her apartment building towards the elevator without further instructions from the former besides her floor and door number. 

“I know you hate me, but I didn’t think it was enough to throw up on me.” Korra put on her best smile to try to comfort the unwell CEO as best as she could. 

“I - I’m sorry. I told you to go easy on the ride.” Asami grumbled leaning most of her body into Korra’s clean side of the shirt. The bile stench caused her stomach to churn all over again and she wasn’t sure she was actually going to make through the door. Thankfully the elevator dinged saving her from her own nauseous thoughts, sating them for the time being and that was good enough for her.  

“I thought I was going easy. How much did you drink anyway?” Korra all but carried Asami through the threshold of her apartment once the latter got the door open. Asami was practically dragging her feet at this point, but she wasn’t too heavy so it wasn’t hard on Korra. 

“I don’t know. M-maybe 6 or 7 drinks and 6 shots.” Asami slurred her words out, her consciousness was starting to slip when her eyelids started droop. She was pretty grateful when she asked Korra to carry her to her room without so much as another word besides the occasional grumble Korra let out about the overwhelming smell of vomit. 

“There’s some clothes in the spare room down the hall. They’re from my ex but they should fit you fine, you guys look to be around the same size.” She mumbled out her words as Korra laid her down in her bed. Ever since she had made it inside, Asami started losing her fight to sleep so once Korra laid her on the bed, she was basically out.  

“How old are you?” 

“Is my age really that important right now?”  

Even though her eyes were closed, she could still here the smirk in Korra’s tone, but now it didn’t seem to piss her off so much. She nodded her head once in response and was relieved when Korra didn’t put up her usual fight. Maybe it was really all the alcohol in her system, I mean could she really get upset in this condition. 

“I’m 28.” Korra replied. She figured the CEO was too far intoxicated to really even process anything else. Korra was already surprised Asami made it this far, she was sure after she threw up on her she was going to pass out. She really was full of surprises. 

“28 years old and still such a big pain in my ass.” 

“Says the one who threw up all over me and I had to carry you inside. Yet I’m the pain in the ass...” 

She wasn’t sure if Korra responded any further than that and if she had it went completely unheard as she finally lost consciousness. 
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3. Me and You isn't the Answer


    
    The smell of bacon and coffee brewing gently roused Asami out of her peaceful slumber. She instantly regretted opening her eyes when her senses were swarmed with last night's experience. Her head immediately started throbbing behind her eyes from the morning rays and bile greeted her throat from the utter onslaught her nose was receiving from any type of smell of food this early in the morning.  

One look around her room had her believing that her night really went as bad as she felt. Clothes were thrown about the room leaving her in just her bra and underwear, her hair was plastered to her sweat covered face and she didn’t need to find a mirror to know her make-up was probably smeared all over her face. The room smelled faintly of stale alcohol and vomit, the memory from the latter quickly rearing its ugly head in her mind, her face flushed with embarrassment with realization. 

“Shit! I can’t believe I threw up on her.” Asami winced when she palmed her forehead. Out of all the things that could’ve happened last night, running into Korra at the bar while completely intoxicated only to have her drive her home and throw up on the younger woman was not how she was expecting her night to go. She couldn’t even remember the last time she had gotten so drunk like that, probably months, so she couldn’t place where her need act like that came from. 

'Yes Asami, how very responsible of you to get completely shit faced and then have a stranger bring you home.' She sighed as she closed her eyes again, forgetting whatever was lurking about in her kitchen.  

Sleep and peace did not come back to Asami when Hiro’s laugh filtered through her bedroom making her decision to get out of bed a little easier. It wasn’t uncommon for his father to bring him back after only one night, even though he would usually let her know in advance if he wasn’t going to be able to keep their son through the whole weekend. Her dead cell phone on the bed side table would explain the lack of communication, even though she was sure she wouldn’t have woken up for anything anyway.  

After a quick shower to clear her head, Asami finally had enough wits to make her way to the kitchen. She immediately spotted her son sitting at his usual spot at the kitchen table, rambling about a new computer game his father apparently got for him, a usual distraction from when he didn’t or couldn’t get to spend time with him. What really threw her off was who Hiro was talking to. 

Korra stood in her kitchen in a tank top and shorts that were clearly a size too small for her own frame. Asami narrowed her eyes as she studied the younger woman who busied herself over the stove, completely unaware of her presence, taking in the detail of the tattoos that littered her body from both arms and what she could make out on her back behind the tank top. From her distance across the room and the pressure behind her eyes, it all just really looked like a bunch of lines scribbled along her skin.  

'Interesting.'  Intrigued as she was, she’ll file that away to look into another time. 

“Good morning mom!” Hiro called enthusiastically. His grin infectious and threatened to split his precious little face.   

“Good morning handsome.” Asami laid a soft hand on top of his head and placed a kiss on his forehead as she walked pass him to plug her phone in at a nearby outlet. “Where’s your father?” 

Hiro shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. He said something about a crisis at work and he was going to be out of town for a little bit. He said he tried calling and texted you.”  

On cue, Asami’s phone chimed multiple times as text messages started flowing through once the device turned back on. 

“Go get cleaned up buddy, breakfast is almost ready.” Korra called from the kitchen. 

Hiro quickly hopped off his chair and started his way toward his bedroom, carrying his overnight backpack over his shoulder. Asami was jealous at how easily he listened to Korra without so much of lip back from the 8-year-old, but she’d never admit that out loud. 

“How are you feeling?” Korra called over her shoulder, not even bothering to look at the woman whose kitchen she was cooking in like it was hers. 

“What are you doing in my apartment?” Asami curtly asked, completely ignoring that Korra even asked her a question first.  

“Well, that’s one way to thank someone for taking you home.” Korra deadpanned as she turned around to meet Asami’s glare with her own. Asami found it comical how serious Korra tried to come off with the spatula in hand and clothes that she realized were indeed her own. 

“If I remember correctly, I didn’t ask anyone to take me home.  Somebody was very insistent on driving me home.” She raised a perfectly manicured eye brow in amusement towards the younger woman glaring at her. 

“Then I guess you also remember emptying the contents of your stomach out on me too. Since you’re so good at keeping track of everything.” Korra narrowed her eyes at Asami with an unreadable face. She couldn’t tell if the younger woman was genuinely upset about it or amused that she actually had something over her. 

Asami grumbled a half ass apology under her breath before turning her attention toward her phone to read the absolute  wonderful messages Hiro’s father had left her when she didn’t answer the phone. A smirk formed on her face when she read the next set of messages asking who that was answering her door, she’s assuming Korra didn’t say anything about the nature of their actual ‘relationship’ to him since he was blowing up her phone.  

'So interested in my life now, are we?' Asami thought as she sent back a very vague response about who exactly Korra was and to get in contact when he was in town again. There was no need to tell him that she got shit face the night prior and she that actually couldn’t stand Korra. Which reminded her. 

“You never answered my question though, why are you still here? God please don’t tell me we slept together.” Asami face palmed herself again as she sat down at the table. A look of disgust flashed on her face when Korra looked back at her with a big grin on her face. 

“Pump your brakes there, hot shot. Despite what you think, I actually have standards, you couldn’t pay me to sleep with you.” Korra turned to place plates full of food out on the table and Asami wondered if she really had this much food in her own kitchen.  

She wasn’t big on cooking food herself. Hiro made it very clear that she wasn’t the best in the kitchen and that he much appreciated it when she had chef come twice a week to cook meals for them for the week. The spread that Korra laid out before her looked delicious and put some of the stuff she’s seen her hired chef make to shame. 

Asami’s eyes trailed down Korra’s body in amusement, not forgetting the younger woman's earlier remark, she wouldn’t lie to herself and say Korra wasn’t her type.  

Quite the opposite seeing how that was what drew in her attention to the young woman to begin with, it was that cocky attitude that immediately turned Asami off from pursuing anything more. But that wouldn’t stop the CEO from admiring from afar, the sight of a gentle bulge in the overly tight shorts piqued her curiosity and made it almost too easy for her next retort. 

“I don’t think you’d have to worry about that,  sweetheart. You don’t quite live up to my  standards  anyway.” Asami smugly said as she watched Korra follow her eyes down to her own crotch. Her face heating up in embarrassment instantly as she fumbled with the plate of bacon she just placed on the table trying to cover the front of her shorts with the too short apron. 

“Y-you keep this place freezing fucking cold!” Korra squeaked out, her voice a rising a couple octaves higher under Asami’s scrutinizing gaze. 

'Very interesting indeed.' Asami let out a noise of amusement when Hiro came rushing back into the room like a hurricane, throwing a new pair of shorts and shirt directly at Korra, nearly missing the food laid out on the table. 

“Korra! I moved your clothes into the dryer and I found you some clothes out from Dad’s old stuff, I don’t think Mom’s clothes suit you very well.” Hiro said just as fast as he entered the room. He truly was a force to reckon with as he started piling food onto his own plate without permission from either of the adults. 

“These were your clothes and you weren’t going to say anything?!” Korra held out both of her hands in front of her to exaggerate how ridiculous she looked in the outfit towards Asami. 

“Look I told you they were in a spare room.” Asami waved her hand dismissively at Korra’s outburst while Hiro also started piling food onto her own plate, eventually having to stop him before her plate soon looked like his own. “I think you look extremely  handsome.” 

“You have like 3 spare rooms. Was I supposed to just snoop through all your things?” Korra huffed when Asami actively dismissed her. 

“You look the type to do so.” Asami shrugged her shoulders and smiled at Korra’s scoff when she turned to leave.  

By the time Korra returned to the table she looked much more reasonable than she did before.  

The three of them ate in a comfortable silence like this was something they did frequently. Even though the sight of Korra stuffing her cheeks childishly left a disapproving scowl on her face, Asami was still pretty thankful that it deterred all Hiro’s attention away from her while she nursed her pounding headache away.  

The food was a double edge sword though. It felt amazing to actually get something in her system seeing she hadn’t eaten anything since she left the office for Hiro’s game, a lesson she should’ve learn back in her college days to never drink on an empty stomach, but it didn’t seem to stop the bubbling nauseating feeling in her gut. Her discomfort must’ve been evident on her face because Korra was on her feet disappearing into the kitchen mid bite and sentence, shortly returning with two mugs in her hands. 

“Here.” A mug was placed in front of her and the smell of freshly brewed coffee was absolutely perfect. “Coffee usually helps me with the hangover. I almost didn’t know how to work the machine, but Hiro here came in clutch and helped out this morning.” Korra ruffled his wavy black hair wildly against his head as she made her way back to her seat. 

“Oh? Is that so?” Asami raised a questioning eyebrow towards her son. He was beaming looking between herself and Korra, who was still messing with his hair. She couldn’t stop her own smile settling on her face while she cautiously sipped the coffee, his laugh was absolutely contagious and she wondered how many mornings like these she missed.  

She didn’t get to spend many mornings with him, in fact, most of the time she was already in the office before dawn broke. On the rare occasion she was able to actually able to give Hiro’s driver a break from taking him to school, she never seemed to time their routine right and would end up being late and having to rush Hiro out the door.  

“Can Korra come over every weekend?” Hiro asked after he finally pinned Korra’s offending limbs to the table from attacking his head any longer.  

Asami was glad she hadn’t completely removed her lips from her mug as she spit her coffee right back into the cup. Her eyes met Korra’s wide glaciers from across the table and was surprised to see the younger woman was just as shocked as her by his question. There was a long pause as she watched as Korra’s head slightly tilted from side to side like she was contemplating answering the question but ultimately leaving it up for Asami to handle. 

'Rip the band aid off slow and steady, Asami.'  She thought as her tongue moved around in her mouth thickly, trying to find the best words to not completely upset her son. It seemed like her and Korra were finally on the same page about planning not let this become a regular thing. 

“I’m sure Korra is really busy. This was just a one-time thing Hiro.” Her voice came out soft but it didn’t stop Hiro becoming instantly deflated from her answer. She knew it would be hard for him, this was the closest they had come to a ‘family’ meal since her ex separated and Korra was practically a stranger, at least her, an annoying stranger who seemed to live to get under her skin, but a stranger none the less.  

“But I’m not busy right now buddy so we can hang out today, as long as your mom is okay with it.” Korra spoke slow and carefully, clearly in uncharted territory, careful not to over step her boundaries. “We can go pick your mom’s car up and maybe get ice cream later?” 

Apparently, the tanned woman didn’t respect her, but she respected her son and that was enough for Asami, she’d put up with Korra’s childish behavior and banter if it gave Hiro a sliver of happiness. She nodded her head as she slowly sipped from her mug, not trusting her mouth to not come back with a reply. 

That was enough to perk Hiro right back up and the two adults both released a sigh of relief when he returned to his cheerful self almost instantly. 

The rest of their breakfast went by without another hitch. Not much was said between Asami and Korra, it was mostly just Hiro telling Korra about everything he’s learning in school and all the games he has.  

Seeing them interact was like having another kid. Even though Korra was only a year younger than herself, she matched Hiro’s enthusiasm ten-fold, Asami found herself envious of the boundless energy she was harboring. Hiro and Korra were busy entertaining themselves while Asami finished another cup of coffee and catching up with her work emails, she could see why Bolin entrusted Korra with helping him with the kids.  

It didn’t take them long to get ready and with Korra calling them a driver from a rideshare app and helping wrangle up Hiro, before Asami knew it, they were in the driver's car on their way back to the bar. The little sedan had them sandwiched in the back seat with Hiro basically sitting on Korra’s lap but she didn’t seem to mind too much. She had forked her phone over to him and was showing him some game on her phone and was busy giving him tips on how to defeat the opposite player. 

Despite the strangely weird situations she kept finding herself in with Korra, Asami was in a fit of giggles from a certain bartender texting her and she was grateful the short hair woman was there to distract Hiro for a little bit.  

She must’ve slipped her number to Kuvira when she paid her tab the night before, not like she really remembered anything though, she’ll have to thank her drunk self for having her brain work for at least a second to make the initiation.  

“You’re not seriously thinking about going on a date with her, are you?” 

Asami turned her head towards Korra, who was looking between her and her phone, reading the text thread between her and Kuvira. 

She clicked her tongue in annoyance and tilted the device so Korra wouldn’t be able to see what was being said between the two anymore. 

“And if I was, were you going to stop me?” Asami’s tone was amusing like she was going to entertain the soccer coach for a brief moment, but the sour look on her face let Korra know that she, indeed, wasn’t.  

“I just think you can do so much better than  that  .” Korra said, simply ignoring the glares the older woman was still sending her way. It was much funnier to frustrate the CEO more than actually following her very  subtle  hints when she’s not in the mood. 

“Are you also going to tell me that you’re the ‘ so much better ’ option?” Asami could barely hold in her scoff when Korra just gave her a crooked grin. 

“Well, if you already know, then that saves me from telling you.” 

“How very considerate and self-centered of you, Korra. I'll keep that in mind.” Asami sent one last text to the bartender before she dropped her phone into her purse and brought an arm around her son’s shoulder, pulling him closer to drop a kiss on the crown of his hair. She had actually been enjoying Korra’s company until now where she was reminded how much she really despised the younger woman. 

'Just get through this one afternoon for Hiro, Asami. This is nothing compared to what you deal with on a daily basis.'  

The rest of the car ride was relatively quiet, soft music from the radio playing in the background along with the occasional grunt or huff from her son still playing on Korra’s phone.  

Thankfully the younger woman dropped the subject pressing her dating life from going any further and stared aimlessly out the window as they approached the bar again. She looked like she was almost pouting but Asami decided that it wasn’t her job to care about how she felt and chose to ignore Korra. 

The rest of the weekend flew by and before Asami even realized it, she was sitting behind her desk at work Monday morning. After the trio retrieved her car, they got lunch and ice cream like Korra promised before they parted their way back outside her apartment. It nearly blew Hiro’s mind when he found out Korra rode a motorcycle and was even more excited when he found out his mom got to ride it the night before, skipping the part where she also expelled on the sidewalk where they were standing.  

Korra slipped Asami her phone number saying ‘if she ever wanted a real good time or an actual home cook meal’ to know how to get a hold of her in the midst of Hiro excitement. Asami only rolled her eyes before discarding the piece of paper to Hiro before they departed, she spent the rest of the weekend listening to Hiro absolutely  gush over Korra. 

'What’s his fascination with that woman?'
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4. And I lose my mind tonight over You

Summary for the Chapter:
            She hated how she looked for Korra at practice, and sometimes she would visit the bar Kuvira worked at and hoped Korra would walk in again. She hated how she was looking for Korra’s sapphire blue eyes every time she looked at Kuvira’s emeralds. And she hated how Kuvira treated her like she was queen of her world. Call her crazy but she missed Korra’s absolutely disrespectful charm and her overly confident aura that almost always made her sick to her stomach if she was around for too long, but what she hated the most was the thought that someone else was getting it was making her physically ill.
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    Hiro did  not like Kuvira. That much seemed like an understatement. 

Asami wasn’t sure if it was because she wasn’t Korra or if there was a genuine reason why he didn’t like her. She didn’t pay it too much mind though, he was 8, it wasn’t like he knew exactly what was going on between them. And poor Kuvira, she was doing everything in her power to get him to like her, even if it was just a little, Asami appreciated the effort she tried to put in for her son.  

It was all casual though, Asami made it clear from the start that she really wasn’t interested in anything serious, her sole focus was raising her son and running her company. It was hard enough for her to focus on those two things alone without a relationship, so they settled for casual dating and Kuvira seemed fine with that. 

Hiro had only met her twice, but apparently that was enough to leave an impression on the young boy on his mother’s date. He made it very clear that Kuvira was no Korra and he was visibly upset at Asami with this fact. Both times Kuvira came to pick Asami up, Hiro took full advantage of making Kuvira as uncomfortable as possible, even going as far as throwing full blown tantrums.  

Asami always felt terrible leaving him with the baby sitter after that, so they agreed to stop meeting at her place. 

Despite Hiro’s disapproval, things were going relatively smoothly. It had been a long time since she was able to just simply enjoy someone else’s company without there being a hidden agenda. Kuvira was every bit charming as she was handsome. She constantly doted on Asami and she wouldn’t lie and say the attraction wasn’t there, but she couldn’t help feeling that something was always missing whenever they were together. 

Asami hadn’t really seen much of Korra since she started actively talking to Kuvira, their interactions when she picked Hiro up from soccer was scarce. The younger woman was hardly around by the end of practice and Asami found herself looking for the motorcycle that use to park in the far section of the parking lot.  

Now that they had finished the fall section of the soccer season, she really wasn’t sure if or even when she’d be able to see the younger woman again. That fact alone left a scowl on Asami’s face. The thought of Korra always left Asami in a shamble of mixed feelings, she could never figure out if she wanted to rip Korra’s throat out or thank the woman for actually treating her like she wasn’t made of glass. Either way there was always some sort of satisfaction in any altercation they shared. 

She hated that she actually missed the push pull dynamic the two seemed to always have and she would be lying to herself if she said that she didn’t look for those oceanic blue eyes in Kuvira’s forest greens.  

What was it they said about opposites attract?  

Which led her where she was now, currently getting ready for another date while Hiro laid in her bed watching tv. 

“Which shirt do you like best?” Asami held up a black lace long sleeve blouse and a red one of almost the same design except this one was sleeveless in front of her body to show Hiro the difference. 

“Does it even matter?” Hiro grunted as he turned his attention back to the tv.  

Asami was getting a lot of that from her son lately, his lovely sass. His scowls and grumbles were more directed towards her nowadays than his father. He even asked to go spend last weekend with him, something he never does.  

She tossed the shirts on the end of the bed before she went over to sit next to him, only to have him immediately turn away from her.  

“Hiro look at me.” She started gently, but was met with silence. She was always met with silence; how could an 8-year-old be so damn stubborn.  

Was this what her life was coming to? Having to fight with her son over her dating life, just because he didn’t like who she chose to be with. Of course, she wanted Kuvira and Hiro to get along but at the end of the day it wasn’t his choice and if the only reason why he didn’t like her was because she wasn’t Korra then he would have to make due and get over that fact. 

“Hiroshi.” Asami called again firmly. The use of his full name snapped his attention back towards her instantly, his face not softening in the slightest, she hated having to go full CEO mode on her own son, but she was done feeding into his little games to let it go on any longer. 

“What.” Hiro snarled back. Asami was taken aback by his tone but quickly recovered with a scowl of her own. 

“Okay I’ve had enough of this, Hiro. What is going on with you?”  

“Why are you going on another date? I hate Kuvira! She’s so annoying and she doesn’t even like me! She just fakes it when you’re around because she wants to get you in bed!” 

“Hiro!” Asami nearly choked on her own spit from his outburst. “Where did you learn to talk like that?! Is your father saying things in your ear again?”  

“No, it’s not dad.” He mumbled under his breath and started averting his eyes again, a habit he picked up from his father. 

“From  who Hiro.”  

“Korra.”  

A trait Asami was very proud of was her poker face. Her assistant told her time and time again how amazing it was that she could hold such a stoic face in the heat of a business deal. ‘ Years of practice.’  She always said, her façade never breaking, nobody was ever going to see her weak in the office, her father molded her to be the perfect corporate machine.  

That same façade was applied currently, because Asami was absolutely seething. Here she was actually worried about the young woman because she hadn’t seen her since that weekend she drove her home from the bar, just to come to find out Korra had been spewing absolute shit in her son's ear.  

“Mom? Are you okay? Are you mad?” Hiro softly called to her. Dropping his tough boy act when she went weirdly quiet on him.  

“Yes baby. I’m not mad at you. You haven’t done anything wrong.” She leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to his forehead and brushed his bangs out of his face. God he really needed a haircut. 

“Well technically, I overheard her talking to Coach B the other day.” Hiro wrung the front of his shirt out, another nervous tick he picked up from his father whenever he got caught, something Asami was also all too familiar with.  

She let out an exhausted sigh. Somehow, she was no longer in the mood to even go out anymore. It wasn’t fair to leave Hiro with a sitter when he was so visibly upset and on the verge of another tantrum about her going out this evening and she was clearly in no mood to entertain anyone now. 

“How about I go call Kuvira and we can go out another night. We can stay in and order pizza, yeah?” 

That seemed to do the trick for now, Hiro’s face lit up instantly and she missed the way his smile lifted her spirits too. Asami made her way to her phone across the room, shooting Kuvira a text that Hiro wasn’t feeling good and she was going to stay home for the night.  

Her fingers hesitated across the screen when Kuvira asked if they needed anything and she had no problem if she could just come over and hang out. There was really no better way for the two of them to bond if they don’t hang out, maybe Hiro would come around if he actually got around to know her. 

One look at Hiro’s defeated face made her decision easy, besides what he said about Kuvira still didn’t quite sit right with Asami. Had she been so blind by Kuvira’s charm that she ignored the signs because she wanted to get off?  

 ‘Why is dating so hard?’  She laid face down into the mattress next to Hiro, a headache starting to make its presence known. Granted, she hasn’t dated since the separation, having one-night stands don’t nearly come close to being anything significant. Add in a very opinionated 8-year-old and a high demanding company to run into the mix and you can basically say good bye to having any suitors bold enough to even try. If Hiro didn’t drive them away, surely her over bearing schedule would. 

“I know you told me it was rude to eavesdrop on adults, but I couldn’t help it. I heard Korra talking about how she was seeing someone, that’s why she was leaving practice early. That’s when she started talking about Kuvira, I didn’t mean it.” Hiro was rambling at this point, now there was something he picked up from her.  

“What do you mean Korra is seeing someone?” She rolled onto her back to look her son in his eyes, Asami would be lying if that piece of information didn’t pique her interest. 

 ‘So, you’re a coward, Korra? You start dating someone and then all of a sudden you can’t even face me, but you have no problem talking about my dating life behind my back.’  

Hiro laid across her stomach while positioning himself to still be able to watch whatever cartoon show he had on, apparently, he was completely oblivious to the inner turmoil going on inside his mother's head.  

“I don’t know I was just listening.” 

Asami hummed in response, she didn’t trust her mouth to not say anything reasonable around a child right now, and what made her mad the most was that she was genuinely upset about this.  

She hated how she looked for Korra at practice, and sometimes she would visit the bar Kuvira worked at and hoped Korra would walk in again. She hated how she was looking for Korra’s sapphire blue eyes every time she looked at Kuvira’s emeralds. And she  hated how Kuvira treated her like she was queen of her world. Call her crazy but she missed Korra’s absolutely disrespectful charm and her overly confident aura that almost always made her sick to her stomach if she was around for too long, but what she hated the most was the thought that someone else was getting it was making her physically ill. 

Asami dropped one of her pillows on top her face and groaned into it loudly. When she finally removed it from her face, she noticed green eyes staring at her from her abdomen, she waved Hiro dismissively before he could ask any questions. Hiro was roped into this enough with his little nosy ass, she didn’t want to give him anymore ideas to go snooping some more.  

--- 

Things got awkward after that. 

It was another two weeks before Asami and Kuvira saw each other again. Communication between them had been becoming scarce, mostly on Asami’s part, it was easy to blame it on work and the upcoming holiday season on her avoidance and absolutely none of it on the fact that she couldn’t get a certain annoying someone out of her head.  

Which the former part wasn’t a complete lie on her part, even though work was no busier than it was any other time of the year, her and Hiro had to travel out of town to visit her father during his thanksgiving break. 

“How was your visit with your father?” Kuvira asked as she took a sip from her beer. 

They had just finished dinner at some hole in the wall restaurant of Kuvira’s choosing and were back at her place. Asami had some time before she had to make it back home to release Hiro’s sitter for the night so she figured she would indulge in Kuvira for a little while longer. She owed the woman that much after avoiding her for the last couple of weeks. 

“You know how it is with men like him. He cared more about the state of the company than actually seeing us. Hiro enjoyed every second of it though, father always spoils him rotten when we visit.” Asami shrugged. It was all a joke, the weekend with her father is just a publicity act, a point to make that the Sato family was still in good standing when they very well weren’t. For once she actually welcomed the family drama, it was the perfect distraction from her impending disaster she called her dating life. 

Dealing with her father was easy, it was habitual behavior at this point. Ever since she had taken over the company all those years ago, they never saw eye to eye, all his ‘wasted years training me’ for nothing. Nothing she did ever did made sense to him and he was too traditional to see anything else worked, but that was fine because he was easy to deal with.  

These feelings and emotions that had been swirling inside her head for the last couple of weeks were not though. She spent more time wondering if Korra was even thinking about her than responding to Kuvira’s text. A true testament of how childish she really was being. 

 ‘God I’m pathetic.’  Asami sighed into her drink to muffle the sound. Kuvira was smart, it wouldn’t take her long to realize that something was going on with her. Asami was convinced that she might have already figured it out and that she was just being too nice to say anything or she really was reading too much into it and maybe Kuvira didn’t care at all about it and she really was just an easy fuck.  

“Is everything alright? Things have been kind of weird between us.”  

There it was. 

What Asami wanted to avoid at all cost. The air between them was thick and the scowl on her face was inevitable, despite being a CEO, conflict was something that she’d try to avoid always.  

Kuvira was always conflicting with how she felt, her voice was soft and concerned, but her eyes were telling a different story, they were hungry and full of desire. Days turned into weeks of unspoken lust between them and it was all being thrown in her face right now, like Kuvira wanted her to stay, no  needed her to stay.  

And maybe she  did need to stay. 

‘That’s something I can work with. I can give you that.’ Asami thought, her face softening the slightest. There was a sickly feeling in her gut that made her feel guilty, like everything she was building was a lie.  

This was all a lie. 

“Everything is fine, Vira. Holidays are just weird ever since my mom died, don’t think too much into it, dear.” 

‘Liar.’  

She needed a distraction.  

She was good at distractions.  

In one swift motion she pulled Kuvira by the jacket towards her that she was wearing in a bruising kiss, the beer she was holding long forgotten as it splashed between them by the force. This was definitely something she could handle, Kuvira falling on top of her, the gentle pressure of her hips pressing in between her legs, their lips swiping against one another like an erotic dance.  

Kuvira’s couch was hardly comfortable. That was always the first thought invading Asami’s head whenever she found herself pinned between the cushion and Kuvira’s firm body. The taste of pine needles and cheap beer invaded her mouth once Kuvira slipped her tongue in between her lips and happily swallowed the moan Asami released.  

Everything happened so fast and before Asami knew it, she was sliding Kuvira’s jacket off her shoulders, hands trailing down flexing shoulders blades. Rough, calloused fingers guided their way against familiar skin under Asami’s shirt. It felt so good to have this woman on top of her, grinding her hips into Asami’s center, grazing her teeth into her neck.  

“God Vira.” Asami moaned, tossing her head back. Her fingers tangled in the messy bun the black hair woman was sporting that evening, guiding her back to her lips.  

“I missed you.” Kuvira whispered against Asami’s lips. Warms hands gently squeezing her bare hips and Kuvira’s forehead leaning against her own brought Asami’s attention back to her lover in front of her. Her glazed eyes opening to meet blues. 

“Blue.” Asami gasped barely above a whisper. Her own eyes widen at the sudden slip of the tongue and her hands reach to grab Kuvira’s face to study her eyes again. Green. 

 ‘Fuck.’  

“Are you okay?” Kuvira turned her head to kiss Asami’s palm. 

“Y-yeah. I guess I’m just tired.” She gently pushed against Kuvira’s collarbone so she could sit back up against the couch. She ran her fingers through her long hair trying to smooth out the tangles from their light tussle.  

Before Kuvira could say anymore, Asami’s phone started buzzing. It was Hiro’s sitter stating she had a family emergency and needed her to come home right away so she could leave. Asami sighed in relief at another welcomed distraction, though it was one sided if Kuvira’s pinched expression was anything to go off of.  

“I’m sorry I have to go. Hiro’s sitter has an emergency and needs to leave.” She quickly gathered her things and started making her way towards the door with Kuvira hot on her trail.  

“Will you text me?” Kuvira asked. Her voice was needy and desperate all the same, it almost broke Asami down right there, but there were other pressing matters that she had to deal with. She had to get home to her son and find a way to deal with this inner turmoil she’s been having about Korra. 

“Yes, of course.” Asami gave Kuvira one last kiss before she was out the door. She didn’t look back, how could she? She knew Kuvira was watching her to her car, she always made sure she got in it safe, but she couldn’t take the risk of possibly seeing those blues eyes again.  

“Fuck!” Asami said as soon as she closed her car door, her forehead was against the steering wheel as she rewound what happened this evening. 

‘ Everything was great! ’  

They went out to dinner, had a few drinks, caught up about her break with her father and Kuvira was attentive as ever as she unloaded her work stress on the table. She was even the one who suggested they should go back to Kuvira’s in the first place.  

“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!” She whispered quietly to no one but herself before she started her drive back home. Her headache was back tenfold along with her guilty conscience, it wasn’t fair to Kuvira. She had been nothing but amazing to Asami and even though Hiro said she was claiming to only want to get in bed with her, Kuvira never let that show to be her true intention with her.  

It was always like this now, those blue eyes, that stupid fucking grin, she wanted it out of her head. Everything always led back to Korra. It was frustrating, infuriating even, this nuisance was constantly invading her thoughts, distracting her from even the most mundane tasks. She just wanted to forget. 

Then again, she was a  Sato , so when was anything ever easy for them. 

--- 

She never did text Kuvira back. 

Well, she did technically, but not on terms that she agreed with. The universe seemed to love messing with all aspects of Asami’s life and she always seemed to let things get away from her. Kuvira being one of those things. 

Things never seemed to go in their favor. Either Kuvira was busy at the bar, setting up for holiday events or working overtime, to Asami juggling Hiro and his father’s schedule with her own just didn’t leave any room for them to work.  

Asami couldn’t tell if she was relieved or regretful for how things ended with Kuvira. It was her first  anything  in a while and as bright as their flame was, the quicker it unfortunately burned out. She didn’t feel the need to say anything to Hiro, there was nothing to tell him honestly. They agreed they were never an item and it was all just for a quick fuck in their busy schedules, but still Asami couldn’t help the guilty feeling she held deep in her gut. 

Besides that, Hiro probably already figured it out since she stopped talking about the black-haired bartender and was home more often than not other than going to work. Even if he did know, he kept it to himself for once and they never spoke about Kuvira again, or Korra at that, but that was a discussion for another time.  

“Ms. Sato?” Asami’s assistant popped his head through the small crack of her office door, shattering any and all thoughts of Korra from going any further.  

“Yes Daniel?” Asami said not breaking her concentration from the mountain of paperwork laid across her desk. End of the year projects needed signing off, new investors to deal with, pay the contractors, gather department heads to go over next year's goals. It never stopped. 

“Please just Danny ma’am.”  

“Not until you stop calling me Ms. Sato and Ma’am. You’ve been my assistant for 5 years, please drop the pleasantries.” She finally looked up from the paperwork to look at Daniel. “Besides, it makes me feel 10 years older than what I actually am.” 

He was a good kid that started out in the mailroom fresh when he turned 18 and showed potential right from the start. He was always organized and punctual whenever Asami had to deal with him and she knew then she could mold him to being the perfect subordinate for her and the company. 

“Well, if that’s how you feel than that’s how you look ma’am.” He was also every bit snarky and brash, but that came with the territory of working directly under Asami Sato. 

“Yes, yes, you little shit.” Asami tossed her reading glasses on her desk and beckoned Daniel further into her office with a flick of her wrist. “Tell me you have something else for me besides reminding me of the wrinkles forming on my face.”  

“Ah yes. Hiro’s father left you a message. He said thanks for getting him this week, he’ll make it up to Hiro next time.”  

At this Asami immediately straightened up, she hadn’t recalled him calling that he wasn’t going to be able to pick Hiro up this weekend in the first place, let alone rearranged a pick up for him. The sound of her chair scraping aggressively against the floor abruptly caused Daniel to jump back from the desk, her phone already to her ear. 

“What do you mean you aren’t picking him up?!” Asami spoke into the phone loud and fast. She had already shoved the papers she was going over into her bag and was halfway out her office, Daniel was right on her trail for further instruction. 

“I texted you my plans this weekend changed. I have to fly out of the city tonight. Why have a phone if you aren’t ever going to pick it up Asami?  ” 

“Why can’t you just call me when things come up? Who’s picking up  my son?” 

“What are you talking about? He told me you said it was fine that he got a ride from a friend! Did you not talk to him?  ”  

“No! I would not be talking to you right now if I had! God, I don’t know why I even bothered. You never know what’s going on and right before Christmas? You’ve got to be shitting me right now, I’ll call Hiro myself.” 

“Asami! Wait -  ”  

Asami hung up before he could get another word out as she approached the elevator. There was nothing he could say anyway that would make the sinking feeling in her stomach go away, he obviously had no concern for where their son could be at the moment. His work always came first and that was the many things that led to their downfall. Asami tried her best to stick it out, wanting Hiro to be raised in a two-parent home, but she realized they would’ve just been better off without him and turns out, they were. 

The elevator felt too small and the air entering her lungs was entirely too thin to get any blood flow back into her brain to start working again. Only one thought plagued her mind as she held a death grip on her phone waiting to get out of the descending steel prison before she could call her son. Her stomach was in a knot and disagreeing with everything that she consumed that morning and her throat was constricted tight that she felt like she couldn’t even pass air. She was worried if she even thought about opening her mouth, she would empty all the contents of her stomach on the steel floor. 

The other workers in the elevator seemed preoccupied in their own worlds to even take notice of their boss inches from them, who was mere moments from having a full-blown panic attack over the whereabouts of her son. The hand on her shoulder from her assistant did little to ease her worry as they continued their slow descend back down towards the ground floor, stopping every couple of floors to let people off. 

“I’m sure he’s fine boss! He’s probably at home waiting for you now, he’s a smart kid.” Daniel called behind her. He was basically in a short jog to keep up with her long strides throughout the building once she remarkably pried the doors open once they touchdown on the ground floor. 

“He’s too smart! That’s the problem with him.”  

Her phone ringing in her hand stopped her in her tracks promptly. A sigh of relief instantly ran through her when she saw it was Hiro calling her phone. 

“Where the hell are you?!” Asami all but shouted in the phone, her composure completely shattered, she was on the verge of tears and some people who were walking by took notice of it as they eyed her cautiously.  

Daniel, ever fucking loving Daniel, was in front of her in a flash, his body blocking any unwanted attention towards his boss. Asami was sure this guy would take a bullet for her without any hesitation, her forehead instinctively resting on his back facing her. 

“I’m home. Why are you yelling?  ” 

“Who drove you home? Why would you tell your father you already cleared it with me when you hadn’t. Do you know how worried I was about you?” Her voice was softer now that she was able to hear her son’s voice safe. 

“I told dad a friend. He said it was fine!  ” 

“I’m on my way now Hiro. We’re talk about this when I get home, don’t think you’re getting away with this.”  

“Yes ma’am.  ” Hiro’s voice sounded defeated after she hung up the phone. He knew Asami was mad at him for not saying to her and for lying to his dad. 

“Is he alright?” Daniel asked turning around to face his boss again. She really was grateful to have such a reliable and quick-witted assistant, especially in times like this.  

‘He needs a raise.’  

 “ He’s fine, he’s home. I swear this child will be the death of me Daniel.” Her thumb and index finger came up to the bridge of her nose to try to relieve some of the tension from a developing headache. “I’m going home just call me if there is an emergency, I’m taking off for the rest of the weekend.” 

“You got it boss! I’ll be here if you need me, enjoy your weekend off and try not to be too harsh on Hiro. He means well.” 

“I know. He’s a good kid just trying to make things easier on our schedules. It shouldn’t have to be this way though. I shouldn’t be the only one always worried about what he’s doing or if he’s getting home safe from school or leaving work early to pick up the pieces from his father. I have a whole company to run, but I’m always expected to stop what I’m doing.” Asami sighed. She was rambling, she knew that, but she didn’t have it in her to not unload on anyone who would listen at this point. 

This isn’t the first time she’s had to drop anything and everything to pick up the slack from her ex, but after 8 years of doing it, there was really nothing else she could do other than to continue to pick up the slack. He had little involvement in Hiro’s life once they separated, especially as he got older, but it seemed that the little time he did make for Hiro, it always seemed to bring joy to him. For this was the only reason Asami let him stay in Hiro’s life, even with the disappointment that most of the time followed. 

Daniel wished Asami another farewell once he walked her out to her car and assured her again that everything was going to be fine once she took a couple days off.  

‘He really does deserve a raise or something.’  

The ride home was silent, she didn’t even remember turning on the radio for background noise. Just herself and her thoughts of what could’ve been, how quickly and easily wrong things could have gone in a blink of an eye and there wouldn’t have been anything she could’ve done if she was stuck in her office. The lack of concern from her ex also didn’t ease any tension she felt, he wasn’t reliable, that much he’s proven. If he continues to be careless with his actions, she’ll be force to make some of her own.  

‘Will I have to step down from CEO so I can be home more with Hiro? Or at the very least not have such a demanding schedule.’   

By the time she made it home Asami was mentally exhausted from running her mind rampant the entire time. Nothing brought her more relief than seeing Hiro’s shoes sitting neatly at the front door of her apartment.  

“Hiro I’m home.” She called out tossing her bag and jacket haphazardly onto the kitchen table, completely ignoring the leather jacket resting on the back of one of the chairs.  

“Hey mom!” Hiro came running from the hallway leading to the bedrooms. He immediately ran straight to her and she was grateful to wrap her hands around her boy. A figure also emerged from the same hallway Hiro just came from and Asami felt her heart pounding in her chest at the glimpse of another body in her home. 

‘Blue.’  

Asami felt her breath caught in her throat for the second time today as her eyes focused in on the lopsided grin she hadn’t seen in literally months. She didn’t know if she wanted to slap the tanned woman in the face for disappearing or slap herself for being so excited to see Korra again.  

“What are doing here?” Asami said before anything else. Just because she was happy to see Korra again doesn’t mean she has to know that. Even though she didn’t owe Asami anything, she did disappear off the face of the earth and she wasn’t going to let her slide under the radar for that. 

“Always an absolute pleasure doing business with you Sato. You’re welcome by the way.” Korra spats back almost instantly and Asami would be lying if she said she wasn’t absolutely ravishing in the potential quarrel ahead of her. This is  exactly what she needed, someone who could spit back just as much as her, and after the day she had, she was ready to take on whatever snarky comments Korra had stored for her and send back to her tenfold. 

“A thank you for what?” Her arms crossing against her chest. 

“For picking Hiro up? He said you asked him to ask me to pick him up, that you  needed me to drive him home because you were stuck in meetings all day.” Korra emphasized the order in which each person was involved by pointing between the three of them. 

“I never asked him to do that! Hiro why did you call Korra and why would you just blatantly lie to me and your father?” Asami was absolutely baffled. Her son was a mad genius who was far too smart for his own good. She knew exactly what he was doing, trying to set her up with Korra and getting the woman involved the only way he knew he could. She knew she should’ve threw out that paper with Korra’s phone number on it instead of handing it to him. 

‘Here I thought he had finally let that go and that little shit was plotting this the whole time?’  

 “ Well, when dad said he had a meeting he asked if I would be alright. I told him yes and I talked to you already, but I didn’t want to bother you again and I remember Korra saying she would always help out if we needed it. I’m sorry I didn’t want you to have to leave work early again when you’re so busy.” Hiro sounded so defeated, digging his feet into the carpet. Asami couldn’t help but not be mad at him when he really was just doing his best to make things easier on her. 

“I should take your phone away for doing this Hiro. I don’t think you understand how worried I was when I talked to your father and had no idea what was going on, I was ready to level the company building just to get out of there.” She leaned down to move the bangs to kiss his forehead. She was such a sucker for him, he really could do anything and then just bat his eye lashes at her and she would make everything go away for him.  

“But I won't. This time. Thank Korra for picking you up and go to your room until I call you for dinner.” 

“Thanks Korra!”  

Korra fist bumped Hiro as he ran off to his room and turned her attention back to Asami as smug as ever. 

“About that thank you?” Korra leaned into Asami’s space and was greeted with slender fingers in her face pushing her right back out of it.  

“Don’t get cheeky. You got your thanks already.” She huffed to hide the fact that she was fighting a smile threatening to appear on her face as she moved to the kitchen. She needed something to relieve this headache immediately especially since Korra seemed determined to pick her where they left off.  

“That’s harsh. You know if you missed me, you could just say so.” Korra said behind Asami. She had followed the business woman into the kitchen and was closely observing her movements. 

“Where have you been?” Asami turned around on the balls of her feet, facing the younger woman down. She decided as soon as she laid sights on those blue eyes again that she was going to get answers and not take anything else. She watched a transition of emotions flash across Korra’s face, Asami almost regretted being so blatantly honest about her being concerned about Korra’s whereabouts. 

“It seems like you have some questions, yeah? Let’s talk, shall we Sato?” Korra wrapped her arm across Asami’s shoulders and started walking her back towards her living room. She wasn’t sure if she should be excited that she’s getting what she wanted or nervous for what was coming next.  

One thing for sure was that she was going to get those answers she so badly needed, then maybe she could finally stop those blue eyes from haunting her. 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
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5. If you ever come back to me, I hope I'm still waiting for you

Summary for the Chapter:
            “Does she know?” 

“Does who know what?” Korra asked slightly tilting her head to the side. 

“Why are the handsome ones always the densest? The girl that you like idiot, have you told her you like her or do you like to just get sucked off by randoms out of denial? And don’t try to deny it, you have guilt written all over your face, but you don’t seem the type to cheat.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

          
Notes for the Chapter:This chapter is a Korra POV. It flips between past and present to show how Korra handles new developments.

 

Chapter title:

Let u in - DeVita




    
     “Oh fuck.” Korra growled out lowly.   

 If someone told Korra that random bar hook ups got easier as you got older, then she would have to punch them in the face because this shit sucked. Being shoved in a tiny stall that was barely wide enough to squeeze her broad shoulders in with her dick shoved down some random girl’s throat was not how she was expecting to spend her night.  

 It was supposed to be a quiet night out, her first day off after working 10-days in a row, Bolin and her were out to drinks at some bar since she hadn’t seen him since soccer season ended. Korra could barely find the free time for herself, let alone helping him out on the field. She was grateful for the daily updates he sent her, sometimes that was only good to come after a long shift.  

 That’s when green eyes caught her attention from across the bar and her night changed. Everything happened so fast when she heard the bathroom door shut behind her and before Korra knew it, she was pinned against the stall door with her pants around her knees. She couldn’t even recall the girl’s name or if they even exchanged pleasantries, maybe she said some stone or something, but that little bit of information didn’t matter as she got to use the woman’s throat as a cock sleeve.  

 As good as it was though, the worst part of it all was that she couldn’t even finish. This poor girl had been on her knees for 15 minutes on this filthy bar floor with her cock down her throat with no end in sight. This had nothing to do with the actual girl though on the contrary she was amazing, probably the best blow job she had gotten in a long time, but something was off. She was so close to finishing, it was right there, but something was holding her back.  

 The bright green eyes looking up at her from the floor was everything she wanted, and yet wasn’t right. This wasn’t the person she wanted on their knees in front of her, even though she was sure if it was the person she was thinking of, she would be the one on their knees on this dirty floor.  

 ‘Fuck these green eyes. What the fuck am I doing?’  

 Korra gently tugged on the woman’s hair until she got her attention and directed her back onto her feet. It was no use to continue this when she knew exactly why she couldn’t cum, even though Korra was drawn to the bubbly natured woman, those green eyes captivated her brought her mind to one person and one-person only.  

 How shamefully embarrassing that she couldn’t shake this woman from her mind.  

 The same person who called her a shit the first time they met, and then proceeded to try to shut Korra down every chance she got. The same asshole who threw up all over her after she drove her home, but the next day Korra had the most fun she had in a long time. Even if it was only hanging out with a snotty CEO brat to go retrieve her car, breakfast was fun, and Korra was absolutely enamored with her son so it made it that much more tolerant. Besides she was having fun, it’s not often you cross paths with a millionaire and Korra was taking full advantage of pisses this woman off.  

 “Are you sure you’re good? You never came.”  

 “Oh, it’s fine! I’m fine! This is fine, you were amazing.” Korra flashed the petite woman her best smile as she pulled her boxers and jeans back over her still harden cock. She hoped it didn’t leave too much of a bulge in her pants as she adjusted her jeans several times until it looked reasonably normal while she willed it to go away until at least she was home and could take of it herself. It was severally uncomfortable, but it’ll have to do for now.  

 “Thanks. No one’s ever said I’m amazing after giving head in a random bar's bathroom even though they don’t finish. I know bullshit when I see it, but I'll indulge you because you’re kind of cute.” She tucked a strand of black hair behind her ear, it was short in a bob cut and bounced lightly just above her tanned shoulders as she pushed passed Korra to move out the stall. Now that Korra had actually gotten a good look at her in the better lighting, she really was quite an attractive woman in a very innocent type of way.  

 ‘Cute.'  

 “So this is something that you do pretty often then? Very interesting choice of hobby, I would look into something easier on your throat.” Korra rubbed her throat as she joked playfully as she looked in the mirror and fixed her choppy hair with her other hand. There wasn’t much she could do about it, but tame the little chestnut strands that decided they looked better sticking out.  

 “Ha ha very funny, smartass. I meant I would rather have the compliment to come while we are in a more comfortable, sanitary place and you actually get off.” She grabbed at Korra’s jacket to help straighten it out and proceeded to wipe the smeared lipstick that was still covering Korra’s mouth. “Not in this shit hole.”  

 Korra couldn’t help but mumble out a thanks as a thumb dug into the corner of her mouth. Her silence and lack of enthusiasm to continue this someplace else was evident on her face or at least that’s what Korra assumed from the sad smile she was receiving from the woman in front of her.  

 “Does she know?”  

 “Does who know what?” Korra asked slightly tilting her head to the side.  

 “Why are the handsome ones always the densest? The girl that you like idiot, have you told her you like her or do you like to just get sucked off by randoms out of denial? And don’t try to deny it, you have guilt written all over your face, but you don’t seem the type to cheat.”  

 “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”  

 Korra clicked her tongue in her mouth as she grabbed a hold of the woman’s hands that were still on her face, lowering them back to her side before turning back to leave the bathroom. She spotted Bolin in the same spot she left him at the bar counter, giving her a thumbs up from her reappearance. She clearly left him for too long because he was clearly drunk, if him screaming her name from across the establishment was any indicator.  

 “Well good luck with this woman to which you have feelings for, but have no idea what I’m talking about.” The woman spoke in a sing song voice as she walked up to Korra’s side and kissed her on the cheek before dropping a card in her jacket’s pocket. She was clearly enjoying this. “If you change your mind, give me a call.”  

Korra was lucky enough to get her first weekend off in 2 months and she was going to take full advantage of the opportunity that was laid out in front of her. Well, at least try to take advantage of it, she wasn’t sure how much relaxation she was going to be able to get with both Kuvira and Bolin in her backyard while she tried to clean up her garden. Her K9 partner, Naga, definitely did not help with all the holes she left in her wake, apparently relaxing was not an option when they were off duty. 

“Korra did you ever call that girl back from the bar? It’s been a while since you’ve mentioned her and I figured you’d be the type to tie up a loose end by now.” Kuvira was laying in the middle of the yard on her back with her arms behind her head and sunglasses on to shield her eyes from the sun.  

“I thought I told you not to tell anyone.” Korra shot Bolin a glare from the corner of her eye. The only reason she even told him about her performance that night to begin with was because he was there and pointed out her very noticeable bulge after she returned to the bar. 

“Sorry, I couldn’t help myself.” Bolin scratched the back of his neck. Korra knew he was trying to find information to help her out, even if in no way giving Kuvira information like that would be helpful.  

His way was always being more straight-forward and brute, but wasn’t always supportive. That’s probably why he flunked out of the police academy. Mako always placed bets that she was going to be the first one out for her hot temper and irrational thinking, but boy was he wrong once Bolin saw a picture of his first dead body during a presentation. 

“Having performance issues, are we now Officer? That is indeed a shame.” The smugness in Kuvira’s voice made the hairs on the back of Korra’s neck rise. She didn’t need to look over at Kuvira to know she was grinning from ear to ear. 

‘Asshole.’ 

Korra clicked her tongue in her mouth as she pulled out a rather large weed from her garden, but chose not to push the conversation any further. Kuvira didn’t need to know that the reason why she couldn’t finish was because the girl sucking her off wasn’t her girlfriend, she was sure Kuvira would still find a way to somehow rub that in her face too. 

“It was an off night. I can perform just fine, thank you very much. Why are you guys even here if you aren’t going to help me?” Korra leaned back on to her knees while flinging clumps of dirt towards both of their directions. 

Bolin really was attempting to help, but he was really just making more of mess that she’ll have to clean up later. Kuvira on the other hand, she only came over to bitch and moan and then go on about her day as usual, today would most likely be no different. 

“Ah, don’t worry about me, I’m not staying long. Me and Asami have another date tonight.” 

“Oooo look at you hot shot! You guys have been going pretty steady now for a while. This is your like 3rd date this week.” Bolin gushed openly only further boasting Kuvira’s ego.  

‘Fuck, not this shit again.’  

“Yeah, you know, things are really looking up for us. Except that bratty little kid of hers. I can’t seem to get through to him, but the sex is good so I can’t complain that much. He goes to his dads a lot so I really don’t have to deal with him that much.” Kuvira jumped to her feet and stretched her arms high above her head, she missed the menacing look Korra was giving her friend from her side.  

That or she just didn’t care that she was murdering Kuvira with her eyes and mind, it wouldn’t be the first time they got in a scuffle and it most certainly be the last. They weren’t immune to trading blows every now and then, Korra has even put Kuvira in a holding cell overnight back at the station if she was feeling extra petty. 

“I’m sure he’ll come around eventually! It’s hard when parents are separated and start dating someone new.” Bolin reasoned unaware of the waters he was threading.  

“Or maybe he won’t because he’s a smart kid and he knows some dirt bag like you doesn’t deserve his mom.” Korra snapped back but her tone was playful and harmless, the scowl she was giving Kuvira wasn’t as inviting though. For once, it even seemed like Bolin could pick up the ominous vibes Korra was emanating.  

“Dude what’s been your problem lately? I thought you hated her.”  

“I do, I can’t stand her. And with that, you should leave, shouldn’t keep the princess waiting now.” Korra gave Kuvira a tight smile, her jaw locked in a stoic expression, her teeth grinding from the pressure. She was relieved that Kuvira was smart enough to take the out that was given to her as she walked between herself and Bolin across her yard, not once breaking eye contact with Korra as if she was trying to figure out what was the reason for her friend's outburst. 

 She barely had time to put Naga in her kennel in the basement after shift before Korra had someone knocking at her front door, they apparently had no common courtesy seeing that it was just shy of 2AM.  

 She was quick to let it slide once Asami barged into her house without so much of word as she pinned Korra onto her couch with her mouth on hers, silencing any questions Korra might’ve had. They weren’t nearly as important as how Asami tasted in that moment. The state of undress was hurried and frenzied, hands frantically pulling and tearing articles of clothing, Asami’s silk blouse didn’t stand chance against Korra. Her dry cleaner is going to have a field day for the buttons Asami tore off Korra’s uniform, to hell with them though.  

 This wasn’t how Korra imagined their first-time having sex would go, hell she didn’t even think she would have a chance, but this was so much better. The sounds Asami made when she grabbed her hips, the way the woman’s hips grinded against Korra’s cock. She was completely under Asami’s mercy.  

 “Please Asami, I need to be inside you.” Korra pleaded, begged even, once Asami freed her dick from the confinement of her underwear. It felt like she was on fire and her dick felt like she was about to explode at any moment and if Asami kept rocking against her like that then she really would. She could hold her own, but this was too much, just these small movements alone was enough to tip Korra over the edge and she wasn’t sure if she would be able to last long against Asami.  

 “Then it’s yours, Korra.” Asami finally spoke with determination, but it sounded distorted, it didn’t sound like her. Something was off, yet that thought quickly checked out once she lifted her hips and lowered herself on Korra’s shaft, taking it all the way to the hilt in one swoop.  

 It really was hers, there was no debate or question about it once Asami rolled her hips. Everything felt like an out of body experience, the way Asami clung around her or the sounds she made whenever their hips collided.   

 This was better than anything Korra could’ve hoped for even with her impending orgasm approaching faster than she anticipated. She couldn’t even comprehend the moment she actually came until everything was wet, it was uncharacteristically quick.  

 The first thing Korra noticed when she woke up was that she was hard and the second was that she was wet. The shorts she wore to bed were clinging tightly around her front in a very uncomfortable state, nothing screamed puberty more than a wet dream about your best friend’s girlfriend.  

 “Please don’t tell me this is what I think it is.”  

 She rubbed her eyes as she looked around her room to take in her surroundings. The ceiling fan was still on high, circulating cool air around, Naga, was right there by her side, still fast asleep, and her tv was still streaming some cooking series she started last night. There was nothing out of sight and absolutely no evidence that someone else had spent the night.  

 Just Korra, herself, with her dreams.  

 “Shit.”  

‘How did I end up here?’ 

Korra found herself standing off to the side of a very long bathroom line, crowds of families pushed pass her as she waited for what seemed like forever. There was a reason why she hated going to places like this, even though it was just after the holidays the amusement park still seemed just as packed as if they came when school was let out. Korra missed having an actual winter from her home country but after years of living out west she was somewhat grateful for the year-round warm weather 

‘These people are fucking filthy. Don’t they have fucking jobs to be at.’ 

She slung the backpack she was in charge of holding over her shoulder and studied the sweaty faces in the crowd until she caught familiar greens eyes coming towards her. Small hands tried to grab at her tank top and she had to dodge between bodies to avoid them from making contact on her. 

“Did you even wash your hands, you goblin?!”  

“Yes, I washed them! Do you want to check them yourself?” Hiro wiggled his fingers out in front of Korra, they were still indeed dripping with what she was hoping was with water, before she turned him around so he could focus on spotting his mom.  

“Look there’s your mom now, maybe you can have her check them instead.” Korra gave the young boy a very encouraging push towards Asami who had just spotted them after exiting the ladies’ room, running full speed with his arms held out in front of him.  

Asami was quicker though. As Hiro approached her, she used his own momentum to swing him around and send him right back into Korra’s stomach, wet hands and all.  

“Did he try to get you with the wet hands trick?” Asami pulled a water bottle out of the backpack’s drink pocket of the side and took a long swig. “Never trust an 8-year-old.”  

“Noted.” Korra flicked Hiro’s forehead when she heard him snicker and stick his tongue out towards her. He had just recently gotten a haircut so, for once his bangs weren’t hanging over his eyes, Korra took the time to notice how green his eyes really were.  

There were a lot of things she was starting to notice the more time she spent with the Sato’s. It didn’t take a genius to notice that Asami thrived off routine and order and Korra was neither of those things, but ever since their talk all those weeks ago, they seemed to clash less. They had a very dysfunctional operating system going on and it seemed to work out for them for the better.  

She learned that Asami liked her coffee black, and she’ll take it as hot as her human body will allow her to consume it, she wakes up at 4:30 sharp, even though she never really sleeps at night, but loves taking cats naps throughout the day when she’s off. She was a shit cook and she loved to read and apparently before she had Hiro, she loved the thrill of speed. She had a knack for the stars and recently she loved to accompany Korra to the shooting range. 

Asami dragged Korra onto every single ride the amusement park had to offered, sometimes even twice, despite her protest. The line of work Korra chose gave her plenty of adrenaline in her day-to-day life, she didn’t need the uncertainty of whether or not a ride was going to meet safety protocol. 

 “If there’s something you want to know, I suggest you ask now while I’m being generous.” Korra let out an annoyed scoff as she sat on the couch.   

 ‘Why is it so hard for this woman to just say thank you?’  

 “Why were you leaving practice early?” Asami asked quietly, her hands nervously fidgeting in her lap, eyes down casted to the carpeted floor. She seemed unsure and completely out of her comfort zone, Korra almost felt petty on the older woman.  

 “I do technically have an actual job, despite you probably think I don’t do anything all day besides think of ways I can bother you. It’s quite the opposite.” She said recalling all the times Asami had berated her during the practices about not doing something else with her time. “What is this even about, Asami? Since when do you care about what I’m doing, you should be ecstatic about seeing me around less?”  

 Korra wished she missed the way Asami turned her head and down casted her gaze, the way her cheeks tainted pink in a faint blush, and the way this woman who exuberated confidence and power seemed incredibly small in this moment. It made Korra’s stomach churn and she instantly regretted being so harsh with the woman, she just hoped Asami couldn’t hear the pounding in her chest.  

 “I just thought you were avoiding me. I never got to thank you properly for driving me home that night and taking care of Hiro the morning after. I don’t normally get that drunk so I appreciate the help. It was a nice change for once.” The last part of the sentence came out in a whisper, Asami’s voice soft without any of the bite it usually carries.  

 Korra took a moment to take in the woman’s unusual demeanor, she was being vulnerable to Korra and she wanted to sympathize with Asami so bad, but there was an unsettling feeling in her gut that just wasn’t sitting right.   

 There was bitterness bubbling in her throat as she remembered the nights she had to listen to Kuvira boast about their sex life. She hated listening about the explicit acts and she didn’t realize how much restraint it took for her to not punch her best friend right in the face those nights, Kuvira could never appreciate Asami like she could.   

 Stuff like that never really bothered Korra before, but sitting here, next to Asami herself after they haven’t seen each other for so long. Seeing the way her hair flowed down her back, the way those green eyes sparkled when the sun reflected off them just right, she knew exactly where this bitterness was stemming from.  

 Jealousy.  

 The harsh scoff that came out of Korra’s mouth was unintentional, but not regretted. Korra’s face twisted in a scowl at the realization and she ignored the puzzling glare Asami was giving her. It had been some time since she actually felt uncomfortable with her own feelings, being a K-9 officer in the city, there was little room to stop and evaluate one’s emotions when your life is on the line constantly.  

 “It shouldn’t matter if I was avoiding you or not, I’m sure your  girlfriend  is ecstatic with less people in your life. More time for her, am I right?” She knew she was sour about it, but she couldn’t help it. She couldn’t keep the scowl off her face even if she wanted to. This was frustrating, Korra felt angry for no reason other than the fact that she couldn’t get a hold of herself in this moment.  

 “I broke up with her.”  

"Oh.”  

When things went together so perfectly, were they supposed to make this much sense? Or better yet, was it supposed to be this easy?  

A thought that seemed to occupy Korra’s thoughts lately even sitting between a screaming 8-year-old and his as equally loud 29-year-old mother couldn’t quell the intrusive thoughts as they flew around the roller-coaster track.  

They spent their last half an hour wandering around the park as the sun went down, talking about their favorite rides and stopping by all the games for Hiro to try to win prizes. Said boy had given up walking long ago and was currently sitting on top of Korra’s shoulders, Asami in stride right by her side. 

“I can’t believe you bought that. You do know it doesn’t count if it wasn’t won.” Korra shifted her body to avoid the giant stuffed banana Asami swung towards her. She laughed openly when the movement jerked a cranky Hiro from dozing off. 

“Well, I can’t help it. I couldn’t just stand there and watch you keep spending money at the same stand if you weren’t going to win anything. It was really becoming pathetic. You’re welcome by the way.” Asami gave her the most innocent smile she knew the woman could fake as she leaned into her arm. 

“I knew Korra was going to win eventually Mom! I never doubted you for a second Korra.” Hiro patted the top of her head in praise and she could hear the beaming smile in his voice. One thing Korra never thought she needed in her life was the support and praise from a child, but she never wants to have to be without it now.  

“Thanks Hiro. I know I can always count on you for support unlike your mother. She just doesn’t understand the process of it all. I was warming that guy up for my big finish.” She held out her hand above her head and waited for the boy to slap his against hers in a high five before she dropped it again, all while sending Asami a playful glare.  

“You were making his wallet fat, but fine. Next time I’ll just leave you at that stall while you just waste your retirement there.” Asami waved a dismissive hand in front of Korra’s face before she took off in a brisk walk slightly ahead of the pair. 

“Korra do you have to work tonight?”  

“Unfortunately, I do buddy. I have the graveyard shift all week.”  

“That sucks. That means we can’t play games all night.” She felt Hiro quite literally deflate on top of her and she laughed to herself with the extra weight leaning on her head. 

“I believe so, but crime doesn’t rest so neither can I. Besides, it’s only one week a month, it gives you more time to brush up on your skills man. I need more of a challenge these days. I might have to start gaming with your mom.”  

Korra let out another laugh once Hiro started to wiggle off her shoulders. Once he had shimmied his way off her shoulders, he grabbed her hand firmly and walked in between herself and Asami while holding a stern look on his face.  

“Well that’s pretty crummy. I’m definitely still better than her.” 

“Oh, you’ll live Hiroshi.” Asami swatted the stuffed banana towards the young boy causing his steps to falter a bit. “I’m sorry to have kept you out all day when you have to work all night too. You could’ve said no to coming today.” 

The soft look Asami gave her over her shoulder might as well have sent Korra to the moon. What was it about this fucking woman that she couldn’t shake and why was her fucking stomach in her throat like it belonged there. Things were so much easier when Asami was cussing her out on the soccer turf. 

“It’s no problem, I wouldn’t miss it for the world. I had fun today and it definitely beats going to the gym or hanging around that stuffy house.” Korra smiled back so hard she felt her cheeks hurt.  

Her cheeks hurt often, but it was wanted pain. The kind that she hoped would never fade, at least not anytime soon. If Asami knew that she had feelings for her, but chose to ignore her then she was an absolute saint for sticking around and still giving her the time of day. Korra made a silent vow to herself that she would do anything for Asami and Hiro even if that meant keeping her feelings to herself just to be in their life. 

 Korra had just walked through her front door a little after 10:00 am after she finished another 14-hour graveyard shift, her 2   nd   one this week. She should’ve known better than to take the domestic disturbance call from dispatch 30 minutes before her shifted ended. Turns out the suspect had an active warrant out for his arrest, violation of a restraining order, and possession of firearms which then led them into an hour-long foot chase as soon as she arrived on scene. Thank God Naga and her were the ones to respond to the call or the guy would’ve gotten away and so far, no one could out run or hide Naga.  

 She barely had time to take the police vest off Naga and hang it up by her front door before her personal phone started ringing. After what felt like an eternity of searching through all her vest pockets, she found it only to be faced with an unknown number on the screen.  

 ‘I swear if it’s another spam caller.’  

 “Look I’m not interested in-”  

 The voice on the other side of the phone was not someone who she was expecting to hear from so soon after their talk, but Korra was glad it was her. After Asami had expressed that she broke up with Kuvira, Korra decided that she didn’t want to approach the subject at all, so she did the best thing she knew how to do and deflected the conversation along with her feelings attached with it.   

 “Korra?”   

 “Asami?”   

 “I’m sorry, are you busy?” The older woman's voice on the other end was hushed and hurried with panicked anxiety.  

 “No, I just got home from shift. What’s going on?”    

 “You’re the only one I could think of that would help. I just got a call from Hiro’s school, he’s sick and I’m crammed in meetings all day. I have absolutely no room to leave and I can’t get ahold of his dad. Can you please, please, please pick him up and take him home?”  

 Korra didn’t need to hear anymore once she said Hiro was sick. She had dropped her vest and utility belt at the door and was already back in her squad car before Asami could even finishing asking her request.   

 ‘What’s the point of having the father around if he’s never around, fucking shithead?’ Korra thought rolling her eyes, but she’ll never express her distain for the man to Asami or Hiro. What they do is their business and she wasn’t going to be the one to criticize their perfectly little imperfect family. Asami was smart enough, there had to been some reason for her to keep him around Hiro despite his reliability.  

 “Yes, I will get him Asami. Just relax and go back to your meetings.”  

 “Thank you, thank you, thank you, Korra! I’ll leave work as soon as I free up, I owe you!”   

 After that moment Asami began to rely on Korra a little more. Korra was pretty sure when it came to Hiro, she called her first before she even tried to call her ex, she was a little bit more reliable than the man. Even if she was on duty, if she wasn’t on a call, she would still pick Hiro up and depending how late Asami would be that night either drop him off at home or at her office. He’s even hung out at the station a couple times if it was close enough in her shift ending.   

 Soon it had just become habit of picking up Hiro, they just fell into this routine that worked and even sometimes Korra helping with the hand off to her ex. Despite his questioning with Korra’s involvement in Asami’s life, she merely ever stated that she was a friend helping out.   

 That was when Korra knew she was in way over her head.   

 She found it absolutely impossible to ever say no to the business woman and wanted to do anything and everything to be able to see the woman. It was becoming increasingly more dangerous the more the black-haired vixen of a woman was on Korra’s mind and clouded her thoughts, but there was little to nothing she could do to fight the desire she had to please the woman. Korra was helpless in Asami’s hands and the worst part was Asami had no idea the effect she had on the officer.  

“So, how was your date today? You even look like you got a little sun there rookie.” 

‘Fucking Mako.’  

“I’ve been on the force for 10 years. You can drop the rookie act asshole.” 

Her and Naga had spent the first off of their shift patrolling her normal route, once midnight rolled around, she knew it was going to be a slow evening and decided to head back to the station to try to get some reports done before her sergeant came down on her again.  

Korra clicked her tongue in her mouth in annoyance from the fellow detective. She had just finished putting Naga away in the kennels in the basement when she stopped for coffee on her way to her desk. It’s not like she hated the detective, quite the opposite since she grew up with Bolin and him, but that also meant he knew how to get right under her skin as well. Something he very much enjoyed doing. 

“It was great, a lot more fun than I remember it being when we were kids. There’s a shit ton of new rides there, we should take Bo next time.” Korra brushed passed him to get back to her desk, completely ignoring his earlier comment about the date. He had been pushing the agenda since she started being more involved in Asami and Hiro’s life, but there was nothing wrong with a friend helping out someone in need. Asami has never once showed in any interest in her so she wasn’t going to push her attraction on the woman now. They really did have a good thing going and Korra was just happy for the genuine fun she was having as of late. 

“Ah, I’ll have to tell him then the next time I see him.” He spoke casually but distant as he sipped his coffee. Hopefully it was cold and bitter, like him.  

She knew that he knew she was avoiding the conversation and he was letting her slide, something Bolin definitely wouldn’t let her get away with. Mako would always let her slide under the radar at any rate to not have to deal with whatever it was she was actually dealing with, traits that made him a great detective somehow, their captain always said. 

She was about to ask him about the latest case he was working on when she felt her phone vibrating in her vest pocket. If Mako was good for one thing, it was being nosy as hell. Korra tilted her phone away from his view as he tried to casually lean over to see what was on her screen. 

“Must be Asami if you’re hiding your phone like that and also the fact that the only person who ever text you anymore is most likely sleeping since you stopped talking to Vira. I would say that’s a pretty good guess too.” Mako stood back to lean against the counter top in their small weird breakroom. The way he sipped his coffee was obnoxiously loud like he was so proud of himself for figuring her out so easily.  

“Whatever, Kuvira can get over herself, thinking I was the one talking in Asami’s ear telling her to break up with her. That’s a grown ass woman right there, who we all know I can’t tell shit to.” Korra dismissed Mako’s comment as she replied back to the text.  

She’ll admit, it was just a weird coincidence that Asami and herself started hanging out  right after Asami broke up with Kuvira, but who was she to convince Kuvira otherwise. Korra was enjoying holding the fact that her friend thinks she stole her ex-girlfriend away, anything that will put Kuvira back on her ass is fine by her.  

He was right about who was texting her though, apparently Asami was hosting a company birthday party for herself and was wondering if Korra would be her plus one. She wasn’t one for big events, she hated when she was forced to do security for outdoor events, and knowing Asami, this was going to be a big event. But how could she say no when her stomach instantly twisted in knots and her cheeks were already hurting from smiling at her screen from just one text.  

“I’ll take that as a yes then. Another hot date coming up? Man, Kuvira is going to love this.”  

Mako chuckled as she pushed his outreached hand for her phone. She apparently took too long to respond to him as he was using his skills as a ‘great’ detective to jump to conclusions. 

“Let Kuvira be mad then. There’s nothing wrong having an adult friend.” 

“Who you undoubtedly find extremely attractive.” Mako chimed back without a beat, his shark-like eyebrows perking up with inquisition. 

“Oh, fuck off. It’s Asami Sato, everyone finds her extremely attractive. That’s nothing new.” Korra made her way to her desk with the coffee in her hand and Mako hot on her heels with a smug on his face. She was right when she assumed that it was bitter and cold when she finally made it back to her desk. 

“Besides she only asked for me to go with her to her birthday party. Apparently, the company is hosting something extravagant for her 30th and she wanted me to tag along. Honestly, no big deal detective, stop reading into everything. She just doesn’t want to deal with stuffy suits all night.” 

“So you are going with her then?” Mako sat back in the chair across from her, his leg crossing over the other. His tie was loosened around his neck and he looked worn out. Whatever case he was working on must be a real headache to have Mako in a shamble. Korra was honorable enough to give credit, where credit was due. Mako really was a good detective despite him being a pain in her ass for literally quite everything, but she was grateful to work the same division. It was nice knowing she always had someone who had her back. 

“Well yeah why wouldn’t I? If she wants me there, I’ll be there. I thought we’ve already established this.” Korra didn’t like the way he was grilling her as she unconsciously fidgeted with her gun sitting at her side, when was the last time she had used it or cleaned it at that. She was due to head to the range soon to let off some steam. 

“You’re in love with her, aren’t you?” 

Korra didn’t have an answer for him.  

Not because he was wrong, but it was the fact that he wasn’t wrong that got her. Day in and day out she pondered on how she felt about Asami. The way her heart rate sped up with just a simple text from the woman, the goosebumps that are left in Asami’s wake whenever she brushes a hand along her arm, or the way she has put calls on other officers to pick Hiro up from school and nearly getting overnights for a month straight just to do anything for Asami.  

Korra knew she was in trouble the moment they sat on that couch and Asami told her she broke up with Kuvira, but she couldn’t help herself. She couldn’t stay away from temptation and now she found herself tangled up in the CEO’s web with no way out but to go further in. She didn’t know when she realized it, but she knew the truth behind it all and apparently so did Mako.  

But none of that mattered for the risk she was willing to take for her Hiro, for Asami.  

‘Shit.’ 
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6. Keep daydreaming of us dancing on the Moon

Summary for the Chapter:
            “You better be on your best behavior tonight, Officer.” Asami said sternly before she looked over at Korra still fumbling with the satin black tie that was provided with the suit.  

“Rules were made to be broken.”
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  Asami’s leg bounced against the desk of the board meeting table, listening to some old-timer rip and rave about the old way promoting worked, how her father was amazing at marketing through new networks that really needed it. It wasn’t the first time they got sidetracked after a meeting to listening to this man gloat about how amazing of a job her father used to do, key word 
  
    used 
  
  to do, and she was sure it wasn’t going to be the last time.  
  



  For some of these lifers, they haven’t entirely processed that she’s the one calling the shots, she wasn’t the little girl running through her dad's lab anymore, she was their boss. Hiroshi was no longer involved, he wasn’t giving her advice in her ear and telling her what to do, everything done was coming straight from her and her alone. Unfortunately, these old hags were traditional and didn’t see it that way.
  



  And to think she has to spend a whole night faking yet another smile to these fools.
  



  “Are you ready for tonight, ma’am?” Daniel leaned over from behind her shoulder and whispered in her ear. He must’ve noticed her fidgeting because let’s face it, it wasn’t something that she was in the habit of doing. His recently dyed shady blonde hair swayed lazily in front of his face, covering almost his whole forehead. She didn’t entirely hate it, but very much wasn’t use to it yet and still found needing a slight adjustment whenever she looked at him.
  



  “No.” Asami said curtly giving him a side glance while trying her best to retain any information that could be relatively important being said in the room. 
  



  He opted to stand back at her side silently, as he did most meetings. His hands neatly folded behind his back as he studied the room and mentally took notes that Asami might forget. 
  



  “Do you have anything else you would like to add before we end this meeting, Ms. Sato?” An older gentleman questioned from her right. She could hardly remember his name, Mr. Cho she thinks, he’s also another one who’s been working for the company for as old as time. Unlike the other workers, he was loyal to the Sato name, whether it was her father or her behind the desk.
  



  “You are all dismissed. I’ll see everyone later tonight.” Asami waved them off as she started packing up her papers, handing a small messy pile to Daniel’s already awaiting outstretched hand. Some of the older workers bowed their leave to her in respect, while others just carried on about their business. 
  



  “It’s just like every other event we’ve ever hosted. This one isn’t any different just because it’s my birthday.” Asami’s voiced bounced off the walls in the stairwell. Her office was only a floor up from their meeting room so it wasn’t uncommon to find her and Daniel taking the stairs back up. 
  



  “I get that, but it’s your birthday and this will be your first time bringing a date since you’ve been single and you’ve been single for 
  
    a while 
  
  now.” Daniel exclaimed as he held the stairwell door open for her. He returned the glare she gave him as she walked pass him with a smile so bright, she could see her reflection. 
  



  “I have not been single for a while. I literally just broke up with Kuvira, mind you.”
  



  “She doesn’t count, I’m not counting her. It wasn’t long enough to even qualify as anything.” Again, he was quick to get the door for her office as well and this time she muttered a thanks to him as she sat at her desk. The papers he was carrying immediately landing in front of her like clockwork.
  



  “We were together for 3 months, I’m pretty sure that qualifies as not being single. You can’t just make up the rules just because you didn’t like her.” Asami sighed as she rubbed her temple. It was like this sometimes, arguing with Daniel was like talking to Hiro, they were extremely opinionated and stubborn or maybe that was just a men thing.
  



  “Did she have a key to your place?” Daniel countered. He appeared to want to make an argument out of this discussion and luckily for him, she was in the mood to indulge in him today. She leaned back in her chair and crossed her leg over the other under her desk as she nodded to a chair for him to take across from her.
  



  “No. No one has a key to my place.” Asami countered instantly.
  



  “Well, I have a key to your place.” He said proudly patting his pants pocket to where she could hear a slight jingle.
  



  “Yes, because you are my assistant, Daniel. To which, doesn’t count. Unless you’re suggesting that we should date? Although I don’t think that’ll go over too well with HR.” Asami responded coolly, as she tapped her index finger against her chin, waiting for his next move. 
  



  “Old and a single mother is definitely not my type.” He teased.
  



  “Oh, fuck off. I’m everyone’s type, you brat.” Asami scoffed out as she flipped her hair over her shoulder and out of her face.
  



  “Especially when you’re saying someone else’s name in bed.” Daniel mumbled out under his breath, but unfortunately for him, his boss still caught it.
  



  Asami opened her mouth, but then immediately closed it. She wanted to laugh because frankly, that was funny. Even if he didn’t mean to, he always found a way to make a joke out of a situation. She remembered troubling him with the problem that she 
  
    almost
  
   said Korra’s name while with Kuvira, to which he responded, that he didn’t get paid enough to deal with his boss's sex life.
  



  Asami should be surprised but in reality, in the comfort of her own office, she wouldn’t expect him to say anything else. She told him that little bit of information and more during a fit of frustration while her and Kuvira were still together, his solution being to end it all and she did eventually. 
  



  She wasn’t sure when her feelings for Kuvira lessened and her feelings for Korra deepened, but Daniel was there for all of it and kept very close tabs on her. He showed his enthusiasm for wanting to meet Korra ever since Asami mentioned she was bringing her. Though, Korra had physically been at the office several times, thankfully, he was always busy doing something, probably running his mouth somewhere and seemed to miss her. 
  



  “Don’t you have some dry cleaning to pick up and deliver? Make sure Korra gets her suit delivered to the station before the end of her shift and do not try to wait around and meet her, Daniel. And I expect mine on my desk before I go home today.” Asami said sternly, they were on a time crunch and she didn’t need him lollygagging around waiting to meet Korra to possibly embarrass her. She could imagine the things he would slip to the officer, unsupervised, and she needed to make sure she was at least there for their initial meeting to make sure he could keep his big mouth shut.
  



  “On it, boss.” Daniel saluted before he stepped out of her office.
  



  



 


  Korra had promptly sent over her suit measurements as soon as Asami asked for them the night prior and she sent it over to her tailor just as quickly. She had already had her dressed picked out months before the event was even planned so she wanted to make sure they were able to get a matching suit for Korra in so little time. She had full faith in her design team, they haven’t let her down yet despite the time line being less than 20 hours away.
  



  Asami sat in the back of the limo the company provided outside Korra’s house, the driver standing by just outside the back door waiting for Korra to emerge. The sun had just set behind the trees so the night was just starting. She tapped her fingers against her thigh as she mentally checked off what was supposed to happen throughout the night. 
  



  Hiro and his father were to meet her there for the evening, even though they were separated and practically couldn’t stand each other, they agreed that both of them being big names in the public eye, they would portray as civil as they could. The news would eat it up if any more drama would come out of the Sato name.
  



  Then there was the guest she had to manage. The investors, partners, celebrities, her staff, and the worst out of all of them, her father. Hiroshi wasn’t good for much these days since forced ‘retirement’, but if there was a chance he could watch his daughter slip up in the public eye, by all means, he would be sure to be there. Asami groaned into the air of the empty cabin of the extended vehicle while she dropped her head into her hands. All of that and having to try not to make a fool of herself in front of Korra.
  



  “This is going to be terrible.” Asami mumbled into her hands.
  



  “Look you were the one who invited me, you should be prepared for minimum disaster at the very least.” Korra spoke as she slid into the seat next to Asami, the driver shutting the door behind her arrival, startling Asami from her sulking. 
  



  “You better be on your best behavior tonight, Officer.” Asami said sternly before she looked over at Korra still fumbling with the satin black tie that was provided with the suit. 
  



  “Rules were made to be broken.”
  



  Even with the black elbow high gloves, she was able to easily tie a knot for Korra. She smoothed out the material covering Korra’s shoulders restlessly. She was used to seeing Korra in her uniform, her casual attire, and sometimes if she was lucky in passing, a sports bra and training pants from the gym. But the suit, this suit, left Asami feeling uneasy and anxious. The suit was crisp without a wrinkle in sight and looked absolutely dashing against Korra’s hardy frame. 
  



  “Does it fit okay?” Asami spoke softly, her throat was increasingly becoming drier the more her eyes traced the fabric lines. Her hands kept finding an excuse to touch the younger woman, fixing the collar of her button down, adjusting the sleeves, ‘dusting’ the shoulders.
  



  Maybe her tailor went a little above and beyond this time. When he approached her initially about an all-red suit, she immediately turned him down. The thought of an all-red suit made her cringe, only red accents to compliment her red dress, but seeing it in the flesh and on Korra none the less, Asami would have to thank the heavens for her tailor disregarding her demands as usual. 
  



  The blazer, pants, and vest a bright crimson color with a black dress shirt and tie accenting it all, her hair was slightly tussled and damp on the ends went with her rough around the edges look. Asami’s eyes moved a mile a minute as she took in every possible inch of Korra as fast as she could, engraving this moment for all it was worth. Just when she thought the woman couldn’t look any hotter in her uniform, Asami throws her in a suit.
  



  ‘Very smart move Sato.’
  



  “It’s a little tight in the shoulders. I just based my measurement on the last time I’ve had to go to a fancy shindig, guess I’ve gotten a little bulkier since the last time I bought a suit.” Korra stated nonchalantly as she rolled her shoulders around to demonstrate the stiffness in the fabric. 
  



  ‘Oh fuck. Get a hold of yourself, dammit.’ Asami bit the inside of her cheek to try to hide the whimper that slipped out. 
  



  “Well then let’s not do that again, hmm? I don’t need you putting a tear in it before we even get there.” Asami patted a gloved hand on her date’s knee before it retired in her own lap taking not of the way Korra’s thigh stiffened under her touch didn’t go unnoticed.
  



  She was well aware of the feelings she was harboring for the officer and she was not immune to the lingering looks and soft touches Korra gave her in passing to know she also felt the same. There was also so much uncertainty between them, many unsaid words, and so much more she would have to put on the line that she didn’t have to before with Kuvira. 
  



  She also didn’t want to just jump into another relationship, not after last time, she wanted to take things slow this time. Things don’t always go her way when she rushes things, she’s learned with the art of her success that she makes the best decision when there isn’t someone pressuring her to move forward.
  



  But that’s just assuming that Korra even wanted the same thing. She learned very quickly that Korra was naturally a flirt, when Asami caught her flirting with another woman when they were at the gym together. That day it took everything Asami had in her to not yank Korra away from the woman, but that left her wondering if this was just how Korra was or if there were intentions behind her stares.
  



  “We’re here, ma’am.” Her driver spoke over the rear speaker behind their head.
  



  “Are you ready?” 
  



  Green eyes met blue for the first time since Korra got in the car. 
  



  “As ready as I’ll ever be.” Korra reassured her. She radiated confidence and any of that nervousness she was feeling when she first entered the car had dissipated. 
  



  The door opened to the right of Korra and she immediately stepped out, holding out her hand for Asami to take as she stepped two heeled feet on the concrete. Surrounding them as they exited the vehicle were news reporters and paparazzi alike, flashing camera lights and bombarding the couple with questions, people yelling louder over the other to try to get Asami’s attention. To the common eye, you would think this was an award show or movie premiere, not some birthday party.
  



  “Just smile and wave.” Asami instructed as she hooked her arm with Korra’s and led them towards the entrance of the building. 
  



  “Asami who are you wearing?”
  



  “Any plans for the big 30
  th
  ?”
  



  “Who is this new eye candy on your arm?”
  



  “Asami do you have any plans to collaborate with any new partners anytime soon?”
  



  Reporters came from all around the city just to get a glimpse of what Asami was doing. They would do anything to get any kind of scoop on her, whether it was from her personal life or her next business move. It was nearly impossible for her life to be private, but she was grateful that she could at least go to the grocery store un harassed. 
  



  She never made time for them though, those vultures were never worth it, but she did stop every so often to greet someone she recognized in the crowd or have their picture taken. Korra played the perfect part of a silent gentleman. 
  



  Never speaking a word and letting Asami deal with the pressing questions and whenever they stopped for a picture, her hand naturally wrapping around her waist or lower back like they had been doing this for months. If she didn’t know better, she would almost think Korra was enjoying the spotlight, but she could tell the officer wasn’t use to this kind of flashing lights, the stiff shoulders and tight jaw was a nice indication. 
  



  “See now was that so terrible?” Asami spoke as she dropped her arm from Korra’s as they walked through the opened doors, granting them access to the ball room that was already filled with people. 
  



  “Says you, you were born into this. This is probably the same for you as a Tuesday afternoon. I’m used to being on the side where I’m watching, not the one being watched.” Korra picked at the fibers on the bottom of the blazer anxiously as she scanned the room on habit.
  



  “Oh stop. You’re doing just fine.” She immediately grabbed Korra’s hand and interlaced their fingers together to stop the fidgeting before she could tear the suit apart. 
  



  In the distance, she could hear a very distinctive yelling coming from a group and knew it was her very own creation’s voice that was ripping and raving through the ballroom. At first glance, she noticed a number of unfamiliar faces that were gathered around the foghorn she calls her son, but at closer inspection Asami realized, the crowd was for her father. 
  



  The older man was dressed in a simple black suit that could’ve easily costed him the price of her monthly mortage on her penthouse. It was completely unnecessary, but Hiroshi Sato couldn’t go anywhere without making a statement for himself, even if it was giving his own daughter a subtle reminder of his importance. She wasn’t an idiot like her colleagues that were basically licking the dirt off the bottom of his shoes like he was God. She was well aware that they were all just merely a pawn on Hiroshi Sato’s chess board.
  



  On the contrary, the degree he could’ve shown out tonight, her father clearly held back to an extent and at least had the decency to wear a red tie to stay within the theme of the Sato’s. It was a tradition, or a social statement, that anyone directly associated with the family had to wear some sort of red in their attire. Hiro and her ex could be seen by her father’s side, also in simple black suits and red ties, theirs not costing as foolishly as much as her over the top father, but still showcased her ex’s own money and status apart the Sato name.
  



  “Happy birthday Mom!” Hiro broke free from his father’s grip and collided with her knees with more blinding force than a child should have, causing her to stumble in her heels.
  



  “Thank you, my sweet boy. Have you been good for your father?” She ran her free hand through his combed hair, refusing to let Korra’s hand go, she was surprised that the gel held out for this long.
  



  “He has been a hellion all weekend.” Her ex interrupted as he emerged from the crowded bodies and stepped up to the three. He was a taller man, towering over both Asami and Korra who both stood over 6 feet, with dark, wavy hair combed back. 
  



  Asami wouldn’t lie and say he wasn’t an attractive man, there was a reason why she dedicated many years of her life to try and make it work with him and it wasn’t just because they had a son together. Fair skin, bright green eyes to mirror her own, a chiseled jaw and his wide stature was enough to swoon ng Asami. Despite all that, seeing him standing in front of Korra in her new crisp red suit, he looked subpar to say the least.
  



  There was something no one could ever compare against when it came to Korra. Asami couldn’t tell if it was because Korra was slightly taller than her or the piercing blue eyes on her whenever she caught the officer staring when she thought she wasn’t paying attention. The way this behemoth of a woman could one arm throw a fully grown man over her shoulder, but pout like a toddler who was just said no for the first time in their like when she loses in Mario Kart to Hiro.
  



  “I feel like we’ve met before. Haven’t I seen you somewhere?” He spoke to Korra unexpectedly, ripping Asami right out of her daydreaming, disrespectfully so. She could tell he was studying her date by the way his eyes squint like he was going to find something that wasn’t there.
  



  “She was there when you dropped Hiro off early that one weekend. She answered the door. You also have seen her several times in passing.” Asami spoke before Korra could get a single word in. Her hand leaving Korra’s grip to immediately move in between the officer’s wide shoulder blades. Keeping her hands to herself has already proven to be an impossible feat and the evening was just started, Korra’s willingness for Asami to have her way was not helping the least bit.
  



  “No. I swear there was another time in between all that, but it’s escaping me. Anyway, I’m going to grace the room one more time with little Hiro’s presence and then we’re going to head home. I have to drop him off early in the morning for my flight, don’t be foolish tonight.” He flattened his hands along Hiro’s shoulders where it has started to bunch up from his erratic movements from greeting his mother. 
  



  There was a brief silent exchange between the two parents, leaving both Korra and Hiro in the dark from the conversation. Asami was first to break the eye contact with a scoff before her ex quickly gave her a kiss on the cheek and stepped away without uttering another word. Asami could feel those blue eyes burning into her side as she watched her bouncing son disappear into the crowd for the last time of the night.
  



  “What was that about?” Korra spoke with so much softness Asami could barely register it over the voices in the crowd talking over each other. She was extremely grateful for her designer picking out this dress when she felt Korra’s fingertips ghost along the bare skin against the exposed skin from her hip windows. 
  



  What would her dad think if she left her own party early to get some alone time to have Korra brush her fingertips across other parts of her body?
  



  “Oh, you know just weird ex stuff. Why are you jealous or something?” Asami asked smugly as she quickly looped her arm around Korra’s and pulled her amongst the crowd to where her father was gathered. 
  



  She wasn’t in a rush to see the man as she smiled to everyone who greeted or wished her a happy birthday during their walk. In turn, Asami also introduced Korra to a few close colleagues and also pointed out the ones she couldn’t stand.
  



  “I pulled him over.”
  



  “Excuse me?” Asami smiled back at an older couple right before she made it to her father’s group, stopping Korra in her tracks. She could see Hiroshi looking at them from the corner of his eye and it wouldn’t be long before their little bit of peace was over. 
  



  “Your ex. The reason why he said he recognized me from somewhere else.” Korra clarified leaning slightly closer. Asami instinctually gripped tighter along her bicep in anticipation for her closeness, barely adhering to Korra’s words. “I pulled him over before. Caught him speeding on his way picking up Hiro from your house and slapped him with some hefty citations.” Korra ended the statement with a light laugh and Asami couldn’t help but mirror her reaction.
  



  “I remember that day, he was so late picking him up. I was late to my meeting that day thanks to you.” Asami could barely feigned anger as she swatted at Korra’s shoulder. “God he was so pissed picking up Hiro, he almost knocked a picture off the wall when he slammed the door shut. You really hurt his perfect driving record and his pride that day. There’s something to brag to your Sargeant about, I bet making detective would be pretty sweet.” Asami praised as they walked through the last crowd of older gentleman, a silent reminder of her destination. 
  



  “Oh please, I don’t need to kiss up to Beifong to make detective. Who do I look like Mako? Besides I like working patrol, that’s why I chose to do K9 instead.” 
  



  “Speaking of ass-kissers.”
  



  Asami stopped them right before they could approach her father and his group of entourages, his dark eyes narrowing in their direction. She couldn’t help the shiver that ran down her spine from her father’s scrutinizing gaze, even if she was quick to move out from under his rule as soon as soon as she turned 18. 12 years on her own could never break her away from his shadow. Asami Sato, daughter of 
  
    the
  
   Hiroshi Sato, she scoffed out loud at her own ridiculously egotistical thoughts of her father. 
  



  “Is that your father over there?” Korra spoke quietly, not wanting to startle Asami from her own thoughts. She must have picked up her tense stature, there was hardly anything that could get pass Korra’s perception, or maybe the grip that threatened to tear the crisp sleeve was a dead giveaway.
  



  “So everyone keeps telling me, but I’ve yet to see the confirming documentation.” Asami mumbled under her breath, hoping to keep her snide comment to herself. Korra’s chuckle next to her tells her that it indeed did not go completely unnoticed. 
  



  “He looks pissed. Do you think he hates me?” 
  



  “Oh he definitely does.” She smiled at the feeling of Korra physically deflating next to her. It was cute that Korra wanted approval from Hiroshi, but this was a road she’s been down plenty of times herself to know that no one will ever earn her father’s approval. 
  



  “Don’t worry he doesn’t like anyone unless they also were born with a gold spoon in their mouth. He thinks my standards are way too low apparently. You should have seen how happy he was when me and Hiro’s father broke up, he basically threw me a party because I was back on the market again. His greatest achievement right here.” Her sarcasm left Korra laughing and she wondered briefly if she had missed something when Korra started willingly walking towards him again, closing the last little gap between them.
  



  When they finally approached Hiroshi, the first thing he noticed was Asami’s arm wrapped tightly around Korra’s. His dark eyes quick to study their approach before dismissing his posse.
  



  “Gentleman, it seems like my darling daughter has finally graced me with her presence. Let us continue this conversation another time, perhaps back at the office sometime next week.” And with a single flick of his wrist, he waved them off as if they meant absolutely nothing to him. Asami wondered what kind of power her father had over these men to still be loyal subjects to him. He treated the valet drivers at his estate better than the people he partnered with.
  



  “Father.” Her voice was sharp, she wouldn’t let known what his actual presence did to her. She worked too hard to get to where she was without him and she won’t let her need for daddy’s approval for everything break down her own empire.
  



  “Asami please, you don’t have to be so hateful towards your own father now, do you?” Hiroshi leaned forward and kissed Asami on the cheek, still completely ignoring Korra’s presence like she wasn’t there herself. 
  



  “It has never been a problem before, father, and it will not be a problem now.” 
  



  “Ah I see that’s how things are going to be. Very well then.” He pushed his glasses back up his face and finally took in the woman standing next to her. His most smile insincere like it was his first-time seeing Korra. “I see you have someone new on your arm this time. Do you not like the last suitor I sent you? Or are you just bored at this point?” 
  



  “They don’t even make it pass the security guard at the gate. This is Korra, she’s a really good friend of mine and has really helped me out with Hiro when I’m in a pinch.” She squeezed Korra’s arm affectionately as a way of encouragement. 
  



  “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you sir, I’ve heard a lot about you.” Korra dropped Asami’s arm to shake her father’s hand. She could tell her father was impressed with the way his eyebrows shot up at the firm hand shake, but the grin following his expression made Asami feel uneasy the most.
  



  “And here she is, having telling me nothing about you, Korra.” He released Korra’s hand and immediately wiped his hand along his pant legs, an action Korra mirrored instantly in response with a grin of all teeth. Her cocky attitude will either help or hinder any progress with her father and Asami was fine with the show as long as it put Hiroshi on his ass. “What is it that you do Korra?” 
  



  “Don’t you think that’s a bit intrusive Father?” Asami spoke up, but the hand Hiroshi held up, silenced her almost instantly.
  



  “It’s fine ‘Sami.” The grin Korra gave her only eased her mind momentarily despite the pointed look she received from her father at Korra’s nickname for her. She knew firsthand how degrading and crushing her father could be if he really wanted to be, she just hoped he wasn’t in the giving mood tonight. “I work for the police department. I’ve been an officer for 10 years now and half of that as a K9 unit.” 
  



  
    Oh god, here it comes.
  
  



  Asami watched as the gears started turning in her father's head. He would look back and forth between the two of them, his gaze demeaning and ready to send Korra out the building with barely the suit on her back. 
  



  “Very interesting. How did you two meet?” 
  



  “I help coach soccer with a friend in my free time. That’s where I met Hiro and Asami, that kid’s a spitfire, but I see where he gets it from now.” Korra chuckled and nudged Asami’s arm playfully. She tried her hardest to play along with her but the waiting for the inevitable from her father left her feeling nauseated. 
  



  “Interesting indeed.” 
  



  “Yes, very interesting indeed. I think it’s time for Korra and I to make our rounds around the room again. It’s always a pleasure father.” Asami looped her arm quickly back around Korra’s and started to make a hastily retreat into a nearby crowd to get away from the ominous feeling hovering over them.
  



  “Leaving so soon sweetheart, very well. I’ll be by your office Monday morning to discuss your latest proposition and 
  
    involvement.
  
   Oh, and happiest birthday dear.” Almost instantly once they had left Hiroshi, a group of investors seemed to swarm him, like they couldn’t wait for Asami to get out of the picture to fight for his attention once again. 
  



  Even if it was less than friendly, still, can’t a daughter have 
  
    some 
  
  time with her father. 
  



  “I feel like that went better than expected.” Korra finally spoke once they stopped walking. They approached a large open area that people were using as a make shift dance floor. Korra was the first person to make a move, bringing Asami’s right hand into her left as the other hand went on her waist bringing their bodies close to each other.
  



  “Easy for you to say. He won't be waiting at your desk Monday morning.”
  



  “Then call out.” Korra answered so easily like it was something she could actually do. Asami laughed as Korra led them into a gentle sway across the floor around other couples, slowly rocking them back and forth from one foot to the other.
  



  “It doesn’t work that way, Korra. You don’t know how incompetent these people can be without me.” It was Korra’s turn to laugh and Asami took a moment to bask in the sound, to take in the feeling that the officer brought her. It was comforting for her to forget about the problem she’ll have to deal with come Monday morning, even if that problem, in her father’s eyes, would be Korra herself.
  



  As she laid her head on Korra’s shoulder, her cheek resting against the soft fibers of Korra’s suit jacket as they danced in their small bubble, Asami took notice of the crowd around the room. She greeted most of everyone on the floor and could probably pinpoint everyone who was present and how she knew them, she knew that most of the guest were indeed only here for her dad. Granted, this was a work thrown party, but in reality, it was an excuse for her father to be in town and they could dump all their mediocre ideas on him in the hopes of getting recognize. 
  


“You hate it, don’t you?” Came Korra’s voice in a low whisper in her ear. She could feel the deep rumble in the woman’s chest as she spoke, it was soothing, it was grounding her to this moment. “You know, the spotlight, the big extravagant, and over the top events. Always someone watching your next move. Always waiting for your next slip up to watch you fail. That’s a lot of pressure.” 


  Asami hummed agreeing. All the points Korra was saying were correct, her childhood consisted of living in Hiroshi Sato’s limelight, an unrealistic expectation for a 10-year-old to say the least. If her mother was still around, she would’ve never let that happen, put such high standards on her own child’s shoulders. She might’ve been able to have a normal childhood if that were to happen. 
  



  Her mood shifted almost immediately at the intrusive thoughts of her mother finding their way back into her mind. It had been a while since the last time she pondered on the past and here and now was not the ideal place to start. Not in front of the prying eyes all around as Korra, unknowingly, continued to lead their slow swaying across the dance floor. 
  



  “Do you want to get out of here? I know of a really good diner not too far from here that me and Naga frequent on patrol. They have really good fries and beer.” Korra’s voice broke through Asami’s trance like a kid throwing rocks at a glass house, the most comforting shattering feeling she’s felt all week.
  



  “You want me to leave my own party for french fries and cheap beer?” Asami hid her despair and pulled away from Korra’s chest to look up at the woman, tall and goofy with that stupid grin on her face. Her shoulders just wide enough blocking Asami’s view to her father, still keeping a watchful eye on them from the distance from time to time. 
  



  “But they’re really, really good fries and the beer is barely ever warm.” Korra almost pouted.
  



  Asami took one last look over Korra’s shoulder to find her father still watching them intently, sending a shiver down her spine. There was never a good night when she wanted to deal with him or the flooding memories from back when her mother was still around, but especially not with the two entities combined or on her birthday. Asami would take whatever pleasantly unpleasant distraction she could get her hands on tonight. Screw her party and the stupid speech, even if it was for greasy fries, warm beer and Korra’s goofy smile.
  



  “Fine we go to this diner, but you have to pay.” Asami spoke sternly with a hint of sarcasm just barely hitting the surface as she flattened her hands against the suit’s lapels, lingering just long enough to be mesmerized with what was underneath. She had seen Korra in workout clothes a number of times to know 
  
    exactly 
  
  what laid underneath.
  



  
    Shit, this suit looks so good on her.
  
  



  
    “
  
  Of course, do I look like someone who would make the birthday girl pay for her fries?” Korra flashed a very pointed crooked smile towards Asami before she shifted her body out of the woman’s arms and quickly started guiding her out of the lavishly decorated room, Asami right on her trail.
  



  “Actually yes, you do look like someone who would make the birthday girl pay for her own meal.” Asami hissed out swatting at her shoulder when Korra only looked back to smirk at her. 
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     She moaned at the feeling of teeth grazing against her neck, a warm breath in her ear, panting her name. A gentle pressure starting to build in between her legs, slowly, a painful reminder of how bad she needed this. Asami’s dress was long forgotten at the door, probably torn to pieces if she remembers correctly. They had barely made it through the threshold of her apartment before Asami couldn’t take anymore, yanking Korra in behind her by the tie.   

 After they left the party, they found themselves at that small diner Korra mentioned and Asami would admit, they did have some good fries and the beer was just barely warm. She was more of a whiskey girl herself, but the beer was good and the company that came with it was even better.  

 And that’s how they found themselves in their current situation. They called a ride home from an app, Asami sent her driver home for the night after he dropped them off at the diner, and once they were alone in the back seat of the vehicle of the ride share, Asami couldn’t keep her hands off Korra.  

 Barely making it to the couch in the living room, with Korra’s full weight resting on top of her, there wasn’t anything else in the world she craved more. The blazer she wore was torn off her broad shoulders and the buttons on the dress shirt had been ripped off by Asami’s sheer force.  

 Asami arched her back in Korra’s grip as the officer left open mouth kisses against her pale skin, leaving tiny bite marks in her wake. The gentle rocking of Korra’s hips against her still clothed center sent her mind buzzing. She had shoved Korra’s pants down to her knees before they had found their way to the couch, her cock freed between them grinding against Asami’s bare stomach.  

 “Shit.” Asami moaned out when Korra jerked her hips forward, the tip of her cock catching on the fabric of her underwear, gliding against her toned stomach, leaving a trace of precum along the way. “Korra.” Her slim fingers finding their way under the shirt still left on Korra’s shoulders, down a muscular back, nails burying themselves deep in the skin in her lower back earning a throaty groan from the woman on top of her.   

 “Inside. Now.” Korra whimpered against her lips, her thumbs hooking into the waistband of her underwear silently waiting for Asami’s approval. Her pussy clenched with anticipation around nothing just from hearing Korra beg for her. She wanted to hear more of how bad Korra wanted her, to show her how much Korra needed her. With an eager nod, the flimsy material was off in a flash, tossed over Korra’s shoulder.   

 Asami reclaimed Korra’s lips in a bruising kiss while the tanned woman grabbed her cock and tried to line herself up with Asami’s entrance. She couldn’t get enough of the way Korra’s mouth moved so perfectly against her own, their tongues in a push-pull of their own dance. She could feel the tip of the head right at her core, the gentle movement of a strong-arm pumping in rhythm as Korra slowly pushed the head right through her tight entrance.  

 “Fuck Asami.”  

“Asami.” 

 “Asami your father is here.” Daniel was standing in front of her desk with his arms promptly behind his back, waiting for his boss to finally acknowledge his presence.  

“Shit!” Asami lifted her head from her desk in a speed that even shocked herself. She hadn’t heard her assistant enter her office, let alone realized when she fell asleep. Her face felt flushed and she gently rubbed her eyes, careful to not smudge the makeup she was wearing, in a last-ditch effort to try to make herself look more put together than she felt.  

She could see her father’s silhouette standing on the other side of the frosted glass she had installed outside her office, so she could always tell beforehand who she had to deal with and how much that person was going to ruin the rest of her day.  

“I'm sorry I didn’t realize I fell asleep. Give me a moment before you send him in.”  

“Long weekend I see.” Daniel said in a snarky tone she was all too familiar with. His eyebrows raised in a curious manner, his eyes narrowing knowingly at her.  

“Hardly. She had to leave before I could even think about peeling that suit off her.” Asami released a sigh as she tried to organize the papers she had fallen asleep on. She could barely keep her left from her right as she tried to focus on the task in front of her. Her eyes were unfocused while her mind was still reeling from the dream with the certain brown skinned officer.  

“So you were trying?”  

“Daniel, the only thing I wasn’t doing was sitting on a platter for her.” Asami groaned and proceeded to pull a brush out of the top drawer in her desk to help tame some of the hair that had previously fallen out of its place. She dropped it back into its place with a loud clank, startling Daniel out of his aimless pacing around her office. 

“That bad huh?” Daniel questioned as he helped her shuffle some of the papers she needed for the meeting with her father, putting the ones that he didn’t need to see off to the side, face down. Hiroshi had a tendency to snoop around the office whenever he was given the opportunity. Daniel and herself were quite familiar with the earful they would receive when her father saw something he didn’t agree with, not like he had any control, but that would never stop him from voicing his opinion. 

“I don’t know if she’s just being a straight up gentleman or just not interested at this point.” Asami stood and made her way to the front of her desk, flattening her hands down her black slacks to straighten out the wrinkles. “Then she was called in and you know duty calls and all that good stuff. who knows though, I may never know.” She said shrugging her shoulders as she waved a dismissive hand to Daniel so he could go let her father in.  

Her cheeks still felt exceptionally flushed, but she’ll dismiss it as the warm beige turtleneck she chose to wear and not on a certain tanned officer who continued to plague her dreams, if her father ever mentions it. 

“If she’s not interested in you than there’s something definitely wrong with her. You’re like the hottest mom I’ve ever met.” Daniel said as he opened the door for Hiroshi to step in, taking everything in Asami to hold back her snicker as her father walked into her space. 

“Good morning Asami.” Hiroshi chided as he strutted right into her office, his former office, right pass Daniel without even a thank you for holding the door open for him. Asami watched Daniel roll his eyes towards the older man as he closed the door behind him when he left them and had to restrain herself from letting out her own chuckle at his reaction to the older man.  

“Morning father.” Asami mumbled, twisting her body as she gathered her papers on her desk and tapped them three times on the hard surface to align them together before setting them back down, off to the side from his prying eyes. “What can I do for you on this fine Monday morning?”  

“You don’t sound pleased.” He paused to study her face, his brown amber like eyes moving rapidly as the older man scanned her features. Her mouth was drawn in a thin hard line, unamused with his presence all together. “I figured since I was already in town, I could come by and see what projects you have coming up.” He continued, walking around her office, looking at all her awards and accomplishments she had displayed on shelves around the room. Touching them, reading them over, probably mulling over how it could’ve been him.  

‘Could’ve been, you bitter old man.’ Asami scoffed to herself and Hiroshi snapped his head toward her direction. She found herself quickly walking back around to the other side of her desk to sit back in her chair, he followed suit after he finished his tour around the room, taking the seat on the other side of her. 

“I can assure you. It’s all under control, we don’t have much that would pique your interest right now anyway.” She leaned back in her chair and folded one of her legs over the other, her hands clasped together in her lap, thumbs habitually tapping against her thighs. His eyes wandered along her desk, looking for any files he could snoop on, she was glad Daniel flipped and covered the documents Hiroshi would take an interest in. The sooner she could get him out of her sight, the better it would be for the both of them. 

“What is the real reason you’re here father?” She bounced the leg that was resting on top of the other under the desk, the toe of her high heel tapping the wood of her desk in time with the mindless tapping of her digits. “Certainly not just for work.” 

“You’re not really dating that officer now, are you? Surely, you can do so much better than that.” He came right out with it. Never one to pull punches. 

‘Ah there it is.’ 

“I don’t think that really concerns you and it hasn’t for quite some time now. Nothing is happening.” 

“Last time you said nothing was happening, I was a grandfather nine months later, Asami.”   

Asami clicked her tongue in mouth and exhaled loudly at his quick remark. 

Her father had the audacity to sit there with a smug look on his face like he knew what was exactly going on in her mind, it was way too early in the morning to deal with him right now. She flicked her wrist towards her face so she could check her watch for the time.  

It was only 9:36am and she had a jammed pack day full of meetings back-to-back starting in just under 15 minutes. There was already a headache waiting to rear its ugly head up from the back of her neck, and she has had barely enough time to finish her first cup of morning coffee all while her father accuses her of expecting another grandchild.  

“Please spare me.” Asami exhaled sharply, starting to rub her temples. The headache coming in faster than she anticipated. “As if I hardly have enough time to even  think about having another child right now.” 

“So, you’re not denying this, no?”  

“Father-” 

“I’m just concerned for you and Hiro. You seem to have a terrible time judging one's character.”  

‘Okay it’s definitely too early for this.’ Asami groaned internally. It was taking everything in her at the very moment not to roll her eyes. 

“I appreciate the concern, but I’m sure there’s an alternative motive to all this.” Hiroshi’s mouth formed a tight line, but she pushed on. “Hiro and I are managing just fine and if anything  were to even happen, we will continue to manage just fine, father.”  

“Very well then. You are much like your mother. Stubborn as always.” Hiroshi stood up from his chair and dusted his suit off. His face still wore a tight scowl and it briefly reminded Asami back to a time a long time ago to when he would come home after a long day in the office. Whether he was frustrated after a deal gone bad or contractors not meeting deadlines, Mom always got the worst of his quick temper.  

‘We are more alike than you’d probably like to admit.’  

“I have meetings while I’m still in town. Try not to act so cold in passing. You know as much as I do that these walls have eyes and ears at every corner.”  

“Yes father. I understand.” Asami grumbled as she watched him leave in haste, again pushing pass Daniel as he tried to hold the door for him. Her leg dropped to the floor with a click of her heel and she leaned forward on her desk with her head in her hands.  

“Jeez, that guy is the worst.” Daniel exhaled once Hiroshi was out of earshot. He ran a hand through his dyed hair with his free hand and dropped more documents on her desk. 

“Tell me about it.” Asami’s muffled voice filtered through her hands.  

After a few more minutes like that, she ran her fingers through her dark wavy locks and looked over the papers Daniel just brought her. He was standing at the left corner of her desk on his phone while she collected herself. He was probably playing another one of those social media idle games, she had caught him on a couple times in between her breaks hooked into those games.  

“What does the day look like today?”  

“Well, it looks like you’re skipping lunch today because one of your meetings just got bumped up. That’s what the papers are for, they need to be reviewed before noon.” Asami let out a loud groan and threw her head back against her chair.  

“Sorry. It seems your investors from overseas landed early and they’re very eager to meet with you right away. Your first meeting starts in 10 minutes and your father has requested to sit in on this one.” Daniel’s eyebrows bunched up on his father as he sympathized with her when she groaned again.  

“This man.” Asami mumbled under her breath. “Okay let’s just get this day over with. Maybe if we’re lucky, we can wrap this day up early.”  

 “Godspeed boss.” 

 


 

Asami’s eyebrows pinched as she swung the door open to her apartment with more force than she anticipated on doing, the door banging against the stopper. The apartment was dark besides a small lamp and the tv on. She was greeted to the smell of warm herbs and spices still lingering in the air from dinner and the soft monotone of a news anchor playing quietly over her living rooms sound system. Heels clicked against the vinyl floor echoed as she made her way into her home, dropping her work bag onto an empty chair at the dining room table.  

She found Korra sleeping on her couch, her uniform still on, arms crossed over her chest like she was being buried there. Hiro was sitting on the floor, his back against the couch Korra was sleeping on, playing on his little handheld game with his homework spread out on the coffee table in front of him. At his first sight of her, he held up his index finger to his lips in a shushing motion.  

“She just fell asleep.” Hiro whispered to his mother going back to his game. 

She hummed in acknowledgement to her son and sat on the end of the couch that Korra hadn’t stretched fully out on, her legs crossing over the other as she watched over his shoulder while he played his game.  

“Did you finish your homework?” She asked her voice barely a whisper. Her face cringed as his game made a loud crashing noise from him dying and she wondered how it was fair that she had to be quiet while he played his game at full volume. 

Her eyes narrowed to the back of his head when he grunted loudly as well. ‘Asshole.’ 

“Yeah. Korra said she was going to check it but then she fell asleep so.” He shrugged his shoulders, but then handed his homework to Asami, knowing she would want to look it over whether Korra had or not. 

“Why don’t you go get ready for bed and I’ll meet you in there after Korra leaves.” She couldn’t help but flinch in time with the crashing noise again from him dying in his game. An obnoxiously loud sound from such a small device.  

“Yeah okay. I’m tired of this game anyway.” Hiro huffed out as he rose. Asami gave him a light tap on his behind as he walked pass her back towards his room.  

“Hmm I wonder why.” Korra barely mumbled out from the other side of the couch, stretching her body out, her feet just barely grazing Asami’s thighs. She stirred for a few more seconds before her eyes finally opened, immediately finding Asami’s on the other side, captivating her. The blue light from the tv in the darkened room reflecting perfectly off her eyes, making them glow the brightest blues Asami had ever seen them. 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to wake you.” Asami said softly, giving Korra the warmest smile she could muster up in her tired state. Her breath hitched in her throat when Korra sat up and stretched her arms above her head. Emerald green eyes tracing the flexing hard lines under the officer's uniform, the material pulling and straining from the muscles that laid underneath. 

“Please as if anyone could sleep listening to that boy dying every 5 minutes on that game.” Korra chuckled as she laid her back against the couch, their shoulders just a hair apart. “How was work?” 

“This is the first time I’ve sat down since I left my office for my first meeting this morning, besides the car.”  She said in the same breath. Her body visually melting into the cushions of the couch. “I’m sorry for asking you to get him after your shift, you didn’t have to stay though.”  

“I know I didn’t have to. He's fully capable of staying home by himself, but I like hanging out with him and I wanted to wait up for you. Did your dad really end up coming?” Korra quickly changed the subject back to work before the blush could even get the chance to creep up on Asami’s face.   

“Yeah,” she sighed. “There in all his glory. He even had the audacity to sit in on one of my meetings.”  

“Gotta keep tags on daddy’s little princess.” Korra chuckled when Asami elbowed her in the side causing a groan of air to escape her.  

“Oh god please stop. You’re insufferable.” 

“I’ve been called way worse for less.” Korra laughed. It was deep, hearty, and sounded like it came straight from her soul and Asami could feel her insides fall at ease to the sound alone.  

They fell into a comfortable silence after a moment of catching up. Korra shared some events that happened while she was on patrol during her overnight shift and Asami running some ideas from some of her employees during her meetings. Occasionally arguing over the news segment, whether it was about the sport games recap or Korra’s personal favorite, the current corruption in politics.  

At some point during their rambling, she found herself with a plate of food in her lap from the dinner that Korra had made before she came home. Oven roasted garlic herb chicken with a mix of fresh veggies to complete the dish tasted heavenly after having to go the whole day without a break. She couldn’t ignore the warmth she felt just from having the officer so close.  

Once her plate was cleared and forgotten about on the coffee table, she laid her head back into the cushions of the couch, closing her eyes as the furniture swallowed her body whole once again. This little domesticated routine that they found themselves in was blissful, but Asami craved more for them. She needed this every day. She wanted to wake up next to the tanned woman every day and come home to her sleeping on the couch or better yet, sleep in her bed. 

‘I wonder if our kid would have her eyes or mine.’ Asami’s mind wandered off on its own. 

“What the fuck?” Asami caught herself saying out loud. Her eyes shot opened and she looked over to Korra who was sitting next to her with just as a confused look on her face as she felt. She could already feel a blush creeping up her face in embarrassment from her outburst, they weren’t anything remotely more than good friends and her brain wanders to kids. Not to mention that Hiro was more than enough for her.  

‘I blame that damn dream from this morning.’  

“Are you okay?” Korra tilted her head slightly looking her way, hair swayed slightly against her sharp jawline. She pulled her hair out of the small ponytail she kept it in while she was on duty long ago. Asami couldn’t help but stare at the crisp ends, Korra had recently gotten a hair cut from the looks out it. 

“I’m sorry. I’m fine.” Asami slapped her hand over her eyes. Apparently, ogling her friend and imaging having babies with them was all she was able to focus on. Whatever kind of crush she was having on Korra was really influencing her mental consciousness to an unhealthy state.  

“If you need anything,  Asami, just let me know.” Korra leaned over until their shoulders were touching and placed her hand on Asami’s knee closest to her and squeezed it gently.  

Asami immediately felt the air in her lungs leave her body. It wasn’t like this was the first time Korra had ever touched her in such an intimate manner, but since this morning, she felt so charged that it was having such an effect on her. The way her name rolled around Korra’s tongue sent a shiver down her spine, a tight coil forming in the pit of her belly at the thought of hearing her name fall from those lips again.  

‘Okay I need to get her out of my house.’ Asami mentally noted just how easily her body was being affected by Korra.  

She bit the inside of cheek to hide the whimper that nearly slipped out. Korra’s presence was way too stimulating for her at that moment. 

“I promise you I’m fine, Korra.” Asami stretched her arms out above her head, creating some space between them and Korra rose from her spot on the couch seeming to get the message she was indirectly saying. 

“Alrighty then, I think I’m going to head home now. I have an early shift tomorrow and if I’m late again this month, Beifong is going to have my ass and I really don’t want to hear anymore shit from Mako.” Korra made her way back to her entryway and started to lace her boots back up. Asami was quick on her tail, anxiously biting her nails watching the wider woman's shoulders move as she was kneeling. 

“Mako still giving you shit?”  

“When isn’t he?” Korra sighed when she straightened her back out and stood at full height in front of Asami, standing just barely a few inches taller than her.  

“Trust me, he was like that back when we were teenagers too. He was basically my dad's personal little spy.” Asami couldn’t help herself, Korra standing in front of her in that uniform, her hands coming up to straighten out the collar. They stayed there even after she finished straightening out the material, resting near her collar bone, gently. She wanted to push the line they had been treading on so lightly for so long so badly. “Anytime Bolin and I ever did anything he didn’t agree with or thought was too reckless, he always snitched me out to my father.”  

“I still find it crazy that you guys grew up together. Out of all the years I’ve known them, never even thought about mentioning that they were best friends with this super-hot multimillion-dollar business owner.” Asami felt Korra step into her touch, her hands now pressing into the firm muscle there. Korra’s eyes wandered down her lips then back up to her eyes, her voice lowering in pitch the next time she spoke, sending Asami’s heart rate raising to alarming heights. “Making me have to find out myself.” 

“Technically,” Asami froze, her throat disgustingly dry, her bright emerald green eyes made their own path along Korra’s face. The officer’s strong, sharp features were even more prominent this close, she felt like she was seeing Korra’s face for the first time.  

Her chiseled jaw and sharp chin looked like they’d taken a hit or two over the last couple of years, and the little, tiny scars that littered across her face backed up Asami’s theory. Soft eyebrows arched menacingly, framing those crystal blue eyes. The waves in those eyes were clashing with her own, leaving her barely able to comprehend the conversation in front of them.  

“Technically what Asami?” Korra whispered as she took another step closer to her. Asami’s hands still resting on Korra’s collarbone were pressed against her own chest, forcing her to wrap her arms around the wide shoulders in risk of being crushed between their bodies. Her fingertips just barely drawing light lines along the muscle there. 

Barely a breath away from each other, Asami hardly held back her moan when firm hands found themselves gripping her hips, pulling her body completely against Korra's firm frame. There was a slight hesitation, Korra freezing with their lips barely a hair apart with a smirk on her face and Asami was praying to every entity she could possibly think of, that Korra would take her up against the wall right now.  

“Korra-” she barely whispered out, her voice not sounding like her own. She was already panting and nothing had even happened yet, desperate for Korra to do something,  anything, to help tame this fire she had inside.  

“I got you.”  

She never got the chance to ask Korra what she meant before lips captured her own, suffocating the words in her mouth before they could ever take a breath. Despite her rough appearance, Korra’s lips were soft gliding against her own. Their kiss was slow as they moved against each other languidly in the entryway of Asami’s apartment. She could feel the grin on Korra’s lips when her hand found its way in short choppy hair, gripping tight against the scalp when she suspected the officer might pull away anytime soon. 

Kissing Korra made her feel like she was 16 years old again sneaking off to go kiss her crush when she told her dad she was going to be studying for exams. It made her feel giddy and the bubbling feeling in her gut that threatened to rise at every swipe of her tongue against Korra’s bottom lip only furthered her desire for the taller woman.  

Asami gasped when the hands on her hips slid their way up her back, the turtleneck she was wearing slightly riding up with Korra’s hands. Korra taking advantage of the opening and slipping her tongue pass Asami’s lips, deepening their kiss. The slick muscles twirling in a dance of dominance, exploring each other’s mouths. 

“Shit.” Korra moaned against her mouth when Asami sucked on her tongue. Her hips jerking into Asami’s, a slight bulge started to form, just from their kissing alone.  

Asami moaned in response to Korra’s growing member rubbing against her, encouraging her to keep going. The grip she had on the back of Korra’s head tugging, guiding the woman away from her mouth to her neck. Korra immediately got the message, removing one of her hands from Asami’s back to pull the turtleneck off to the side and latched onto the fair skin that laid there. Trailing wet open mouth kisses along her pulse point, marking the flesh there with tiny red marks. 

Teeth sunk into the junction where her shoulder and neck met, Asami biting her bottom lip to hold back her moan from bouncing off the walls in her entry way. With Hiro in his room down the hall, she would hate for him to walk out to see her and Korra in such a compromising way.  

The slim hand still gripping Korra’s shoulder, wandered its way down the front of her body, above plains of muscle hidden under the disguise of her uniform. Korra released Asami’s shoulder in a gasp when she grabbed her dick over her pants, gripping her stiff shaft in a firm hold while her hand started a slow pumping motion over the material.  

Asami barely pulled back just so she could pull Korra back into another bruising kiss, colliding teeth and swirling tongues in an act of dominance had them stumbling until Asami’s back was pressed firmly into the door. Her strokes against Korra’s member faltering for only a moment when she started to jerk her hips in time with Asami’s hand. 

The perks of being a mother is the super hearing you acquire when you know your child is up to something they aren't supposed to be up to. She pushed Korra out of her grip the moment she heard the pitter patter of his bare feet slapping against the vinyl flooring.  

“Turn around, Hiro’s coming.” Asami panted out shoving Korra’s shoulder so she would face the corner while she tried to straighten out her own clothes. She was sure her red lipstick was smeared across Korra’s and her own face as she tried to thumb as much as she could off. She had barely 30 seconds from once she initially pushed away from Korra to try to look as composed as possible before Hiro rounded the corner into the living room. 

“Oh Korra’s still here! I thought you had fallen asleep again, I was coming to get you.” Hiro bounced over to them, looking back and forth between Korra facing the corner to his mother who maybe might’ve been still slightly out of breath. Korra’s shoulders rising and falling in time with her own chest. 

“She was just leaving Hiro. Why don’t you go back to the room, I’ll be there in 3 minutes. Tops.” Asami reassured him. His eyes still wandering to Korra’s form. 

“180 seconds. Got it!” The boy gave her a very enthusiastic salute before he teetered his way back to his room. Korra exhaled a breath that she was apparently holding in when she heard his footsteps disappear, turning around to face Asami, her pants in full tent mode. 

“He’s really good at that.” She gave her a light awkward smile while a hand flew through that choppy hair, a nervous habit Asami had noticed in their time spent together. 

“He’s definitely a nosy one.” Asami licked her thumb and rubbed it against the corner of Korra’s lips at the smeared lipstick she had left behind. 

“Couldn’t imagine where he got that from. Ow-” Korra flinched and grabbed her arm where Asami had slapped her. They laughed together before it died into an awkward silence after a few seconds. 

“So” Asami started, breaking the silence as she shifted on the balls of her feet. “He’s probably really counting.” 

“You’re probably right. I also have to really get going too.”  

“Sorry about that.” Asami eyes glanced down between them at the tent in Korra’s pant still very much present. Korra only hummed in response, her hand shifting to scratch at the back of her neck. 

“You going out of the country this week, right?” Korra deflected the subject almost immediately, something Asami would file for later on. 

“Oh right. I’ll be traveling around Europe meeting with different investors over the next 3 weeks, you and Naga have your annual training coming too.”  

“Gotta make sure we’re still in tip-top shape.”  

Both Korra and Asami winced when Hiro called for Asami from his room, their 3 minutes were up and she didn’t have much more time again before he would come back out there. “I should probably go get him ready for bed before he explodes. I’ll let you know when I’m back in town?” 

“Sure. Sure.” Korra nodded her head in agreement. The awkward tension between them getting heavier and heavier the longer they stood in the entry way. 

Asami wasn’t sure if she should’ve kissed Korra good bye or hug her or anything, they were basically about to fuck right by her front door, but the interruption left them in a weird state of uncertainty. So, she just settled on a hug, a very awkward side hug with Korra wrapping a heavy arm around her shoulders and pulled into her side. Actively avoiding the boner that didn’t seem like it was going away anytime soon by itself.  

Then, without another word to each other, Korra was through the door leaving Asami to deal with the heaviness of their actions by herself. When she finally made it back to Hiroshi’s room, he was sitting at the head of his bed cross legged, staring at the clock that was on his bedside table. 

“I know. I’m late.” Asami sighed as she sat at the edge of his bed. 

“147 seconds late to be exact.” 

“Always so punctual. You’ll make a great CEO once I retire.” She leaned over his bed to brush his bangs off his face. She wore a sad smile on her face as she studied her son’s face closely, knowing she was going to have to leave him for a few weeks. It had been a while since she had needed to go on a business trip out of the country, and this was the longest one she would be going on since he was still in diapers.  

“I don’t want to take over the business like you did for grandpa. You guys always look so stressed out and I don’t want to be like that. I want to be a police officer like Korra! She always has super cool stories to tell me.” He puffed out his chest and held out both his arms to flex them. 

“Ah you know last week you wanted to be like your dad and travel the country and the month before that you wanted to be a plastic surgeon. What kind of 8-year-old wants to be a plastic surgeon?”  

“I don’t make the rules mom, I just follow them.” He dropped his arms and laid back on his bed with a huff. “What was wrong with Korra? Why was she standing in the corner like that?”  

“Her stomach was hurting so she didn’t want to move too much.” Asami stated as she stood leaning over the boy as she kissed his forehead and brought his blanket up to his chin. “Stop asking questions and go to bed.”  

“Is that why you guys were kissing?” Hiro called out to her as she made her way to his door frame, her hand frozen right on the light switch. 

“You’re too nosy for your own good boy.” She flipped his light off and looked back at her son's grinning face from over her shoulder. “Good night, Hiroshi.”  
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8. Won't you come closer, Let me take over

Summary for the Chapter:
            “I think I’m in love with her.” Asami let slip out of her mouth. She thought she had mumbled it out quieter, but Daniel’s reaction said otherwise. He sprayed his beverage all over the countertop, covering her phone and everything else in the surrounding area. The bartender narrowed his eyes at the mess her assistant made while he frantically tried to clean it up with napkins he pulled from a nearby table.
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    She couldn’t remember how long it had been. Well, she could, she knew exactly how long it had been since Asami last felt Korra’s lips on hers, felt the way her hands molded the curves on her body, the way Korra’s shaft felt in her hand when she gripped it through layers of clothing between them. 

“This sucks.”  

She groaned as she laid in the bed of the hotel they had been staying at for like the last 4 days. They were at the tail end of their visit to Barcelona, a small detour Asami treated Daniel to after their extremely difficult dealing in Madrid went sour. They couldn’t come to an agreement and when their executive demanded Asami for 80/20 profits, she cut ties with them in a more than dramatic fashion.  

The detour was only a distraction and only extended their trip longer, but realistically, Daniel deserved it after having to put up with her whiplash of emotions. Between being away from Hiro, the weird phase she left with Korra, and now that fall out of a contract, Asami was flipping between hot and cold faster than her assistant could keep up. 

“Still haven’t heard from Korra yet?” Daniel questioned as he walked into their shared room from the bathroom and sat on his bed on the other side of the room. When Asami had first called ahead to reserve the rooms before their arrival, the receptionist assumed they were a couple and booked them one room and after the long day, Asami was fine to settle with a double queen room.  

It wasn’t the first-time hotels had got rooms mixed up on business trips and she and Daniel had to share, but this was the first time it truly sucked. Maybe it was because they were 2 weeks into the trip and she has barely had any contact with Korra. The one-word answers she got were hardly enough to classify as any type of conversation and it didn’t help that for the better part of her nights her dreams seemed hell bent on torturing her by replaying what should’ve happened back in her apartment.  

“I’ve gotten more out of Hiro’s father than I have from her.” Asami grabs her phone from where it was lying next to her on the bed and pulls up a picture her ex had sent her a few days prior to show Daniel. “Did you know that the 3 of them went out to dinner the other day?”  

“No shit!” Daniel leaned across the space between their beds and took Asami’s phone to examine the picture. Sure enough it was a picture of her ex, Hiro, and Korra sitting in a booth at what looked like a sports bar that also doubled as game arcade, surrounding a very greasy half eaten pizza while wearing goofy faces for the selfie. The caption read ‘I like this one.’ 

“Well it seems like he likes her at least. I didn’t know they were cool.”  

“Neither did I.” Asami took her phone back and stared at the picture for what felt like the millionth time since it was sent to her.  

Korra’s ungodly white teeth borderline blinding in contrast to her tanned skin, she was holding up a peace sign behind Hiro’s head across the table in the fashion of bunny ears while the young boy had both his index fingers hooked into the corners of his mouth while he pulled his mouth open and his tongue hanging wildly out of his mouth. If she could crop her ex out of the picture it would be perfect background material. 

“I get this, but she can’t text me back.” She huffed again, swiping out of the picture and tossing her phone back on the bed.  

“Are you always this clingy when you date people? That would explain why you’ve been single for so long. Maybe she needs some space to process what happened.” Daniel tried to reason, but she wasn’t having none of that.  

“Oh please. She can hang out with my son and his father, my ex at that, but she can’t text back said son’s mother she was about to fuck at her front door.”  

“You’re being a brat.” 

“I’m allowed to be a brat.”  

“Maybe we should go get some drinks. It’s our last night in Spain, so we should enjoy the city.”  

Asami could only grumble her response but agreed no less. She was being a little bratty, but for a good reason. Korra was back to being weird and distant like when she was dating Kuvira. They had come so far and she didn’t want Korra to revert when she was so close to finally getting to the officer.  

It took Asami an hour to get ready, the sun had already set behind the city before they found themselves in a cocktail bar in the heart of the city. The nightlife in the city was incredible. The bar was already packed to the brim even though it was still early in the night. Asami squeezed her way through the crowd with Daniel right on her heels. 

“Order what you want.” Asami called over her shoulder to Daniel who was practically buzzing at the idea of free drinks. “I’ll just put it on the company card.”  

“I will gladly spend your money.”  

 


 

There was something Asami Sato needed to remind herself of regularly.  

You cannot drink like you’re 21 anymore.  

She had spent the better half of her evening trying to keep up with Daniel and when she realized that wasn’t going to happen without needing a liver transplant, she tried to sabotage him to slow him down. Before she could even comprehend how much she had actually drank, the room around them was spinning rapidly and that highly intelligent brain she was known for was reduced to the same degree of rumble that lined the streets.  

But if there was some slim chance of her being able to hold on to  some degree of coherency, it was her pride in her ability to be able to speak fluently in many different languages. Even being plastered out of her mind, the Spanish language spoke around her still translated somewhat clearly, at least that she could understand the bartender enough to order another round.  

Daniel had left her long ago to disappear into the crowd, a pretty brunette at a table in a corner catching his eye, leaving his boss to fend for herself. Though it wasn’t all bad being by herself, until she was finally cut off after knocking over 2 other clients’ drinks, not including her own, and left strolling through her phone when Daniel was still nowhere in sight. 

That might’ve been the biggest mistake she had made.   

Asami couldn’t remember the last time she had yearned for someone, like truly craved to be by someone’s side constantly. She wasn’t sure if it was the insane amount of alcohol she had in her system that made her heart swell at the pictures she had taken of herself with Korra. Her gallery was filled with times they had spent together, the time she skipped work to take Hiro and Korra to the amusement park, the selfie of the 3 of them crammed into the small frame for the camera with Korra’s arm around her shoulder and Hiro sitting on top of Korra’s shoulders.  

Another picture was of them at the zoo, this time the picture just of Korra and Hiro’s back as they walked in front of Asami through a crowd of people. Completely engrossed in their own conversation, Korra wearing an almost scowl, Asami was almost positive they were having a very intense debate about Lego’s. 

The way Korra had treated Hiro like he was her own son was huge in her book, and the fact that she was extremely handsome was just a bonus. Asami couldn’t help but zoom in on the tank top Korra had been wearing, scanning over the biceps the officer had on display that day. Her full arm tattoo sleeves glistening from the sunshining down on them all afternoon left her own mouthwatering now.  

“That’s a good picture. Was that at the zoo?” Daniel spoke from her side. Startling Asami enough to drop her phone on the countertop, face flushed that she had probably been caught zooming in and drooling over an image. 

“What are you doing here?”  

“I figured you’d be ready to go back to the hotel, but I see you’ve found a way to keep yourself occupied.” He smirked and she immediately rolled her eyes in response. His grins reminded her too much of Korra’s snarky attitude.  

The way she always showed those sharp canines whenever she proved Asami wrong. She was so arrogant and condescending, but so intoxicating all in the same breath. She couldn’t get enough of it. Her every thought was filled with Korra and at this point she was sure that the thought of going home to the officer was what was fueling her through this trip. 

“I think I’m in love with her.” Asami let slip out of her mouth. She thought she had mumbled it out quieter, but Daniel’s reaction said otherwise. He sprayed his beverage all over the countertop, covering her phone and everything else in the surrounding area. The bartender narrowed his eyes at the mess her assistant made while he frantically tried to clean it up with napkins he pulled from a nearby table. 

“Now I know you’ve had too much to drink.” He wiped her arm where some overspray had made contact.  

“I should text her.”  

“No. You shouldn’t.” Daniel grabbed her phone and pocketed it before she could even react to the device being gone. “You’re plastered right now, you won’t even remember this conservation even happened on the plane tomorrow.”  

“And if I do?” Daniel guided her up off the stool. Her legs were stiff and wobbly at the same time, her body swaying in time with the soft music playing in the background.  

“Then I guess you really are screwed when you get home.”  

“What does that mean?”  

“Don’t think too hard about it.” He pulled her arm around his shoulders while he guided them back to their hotel. The hotel wasn’t too far, only a few blocks around the historic city, but in Asami’s current state, she made it extremely difficult for them to make it back in one piece. Stopping several times to readjust her heels, her red bottoms dragging along the pavement making her trip every few steps until Daniel made her take them off all together. Grumbling about how he will not be responsible if she breaks another heel in his presence.  

By the time they finally made it back up to their room, Daniel unceremoniously tossed Asami off his shoulder onto her bed. She groaned when her head hit the pillow, a headache quickly developing in her frontal lobe, her eyes burning from the lights making it nearly impossible for her to distinguish her assistant's figure from among the other objects in the room. 

“Why are you being so mean?” Asami mumbled as she pulled the blanket over her face. The last time she had probably drank this much was when she first met Kuvira at the bar she worked at, her stomach starting to churn just like that night she threw up all over Korra’s shoes. This time she was determined to keep it down. 

“You’ll thank me when you’re sober that I stopped you from making a fool of yourself.” Daniel only laughed at the lump in the bed Asami had transformed herself into before settling himself in for the night.  

 


 

“Yesterday was a mistake.” Asami grumbled as she sat hugging a trash can on the couch in her private jet. A massive hangover was waiting for her as soon as she opened her eyes and anything she had attempted to put inside herself didn’t stay long before coming right back up.  

“Which part?” Daniel sat across from her on the other couch, his leg crossed over the other as he flipped through the stack of papers he had in his lap. The flight would only take a couple hours and she had already pushed the meeting back once, it was highly unlikely that she’d be able to postpone it any later. 

“Take that stupid smile off your face.” She groaned into the trash can as the aircraft went through a small bit of turbulence, the oversized sunglasses she wore on her face slipping further down on the bridge of her nose.  

She had already vomited twice just being on the plane alone, not including the two times before that when she tried to eat breakfast back at the hotel. Any sway of the plane and her stomach was going with it, all while Daniel was at ease, working as usual as if nothing had even happened the night before. 

 “Nobody told you to drink that much.”   

“I’m going through things, leave me alone.”  

“You’re definitely going through something.” He mumbled hiding a grin behind the papers when Asami groaned from the plane rocking again, her head immediately dropping in the can.  

When Asami lifted her head again out of the trash can, she pushed the sunglasses back on top of her head, her eyes squinting while they adjusted to the brightness surrounding them. Her memory was a little foggy from the night before, somewhere between when Daniel leaves her at the bar to them stumbling back to the room is lost.  

What she did know was how weird he was acting around her. Ever since Asami had woken up, he was persistent in knowing whether she remembered anything. He was weirdly possessive over her phone when she asked for it back, though he wouldn’t tell her why he had to take it away from her in the first place. After going through any and every app that had access to communication to the outside world, only to see that she would indeed not be the trending topic when she gets back state side.  

“Are you going to tell me why you’ve been acting weird all morning?” 

“I think what you think is weird and what I think is normal are two of the same, no?” He shifted in his spot, passing his papers across the space between them to sit them next to Asami. “You’re hungover and overthinking everything. These are the key components that you’re going to want to focus on for the next meeting, if you want to form any type of partnership in Germany. Your executives will be there and will handle the negotiating, I’ve already let them know of your condition, all you must do is say yes or no.”  

“You told them I'm hungover?”  

“I told them you have vertigo.” 

“Daniel, I’ve been flying since I was in diapers, I don’t get vertigo. You were better off telling them I had food poisoning or something.” Asami set the trash can down, her stomach finally settling for the first time since she woke up. She took a moment to go over the highlighted sections on the paper to at least get an idea of what she was walking in to.  

“I went with the first thing that came to mind.” He shrugged as he laid back onto the couch. “Don’t be mad at me because you can’t handle your liquor.”  

“I can handle my liquor just fine.”  

Asami was going to scold Daniel further until her pilot came over the intercom that they would be landing in 20 minutes. She cursed under her breath and picked her trash can up again, to get ready for the bumpy landing, setting it on her lap and shooting a glare to Daniel when she heard him start to snicker at her.  

 


 

Their last meeting in Paris was probably the most promising one yet. Though it would take weeks, maybe even months for them to write up a contract and come to an agreement on things, they at least were positive they wanted to move forward with her.  

The cabin of the jet was dimly lit as Asami laid on the couch strolling on her phone, going through multiple articles on any events that took place in the last 4 weeks while she was overseas. She had to extend her trip out another week when she was requested to make a last-minute adjustment in her schedule to stop in Japan. Because of this, she wouldn’t make it home in time to see Hiro, her ex had his own trip overseas and he was left with no choice than to bring their son along. Luckily for her, they would only be gone for a week as opposed to her month long expedition and she very desperately missed her son.  

“Are you taking some time off as well when we get back?” Asami heard from across from her where Daniel had been laying on the other couch, his eyes barely lit up from his phone screen. She had promised him 2 weeks off when they got back plus an additional bonus for having to take care of her after the little incident back in Spain, though he claimed the ‘drunk Asami experience’ was more than enough amusement to last him this lifetime. 

“No. I have that report to the board on Monday and then Wednesday I’ll have Hiro back and I’ll be back to my chaotic schedule as usual.”  

Her eyes gazed over an article about a fatal shooting that happened at the local big box store that was only a couple blocks from where Daniel lived. The suspect fled the scene leaving 3 dead and 2 severely wounded and it took 36 hours and half the force to finally apprehend the suspect.  

Asami knew that that was in Korra’s district and wondered if the officer and Naga were assigned to the case and had anything to do with the arrest. She could feel her mood start to diminish almost instantly whenever she thought of Korra. She didn’t know what she expected to happen between them when she left, but silence for sure wasn’t the option she was expecting.  

Granted, they were both not big texters to begin with, hardly ever finding the time to text each other in their busy schedules unless it was for confirmation on plans to see each other. Even though her schedule was packed with meetings throughout the day during her trip, Asami also found that she had a lot of free time during her nights and traveling to message Korra. Most of them didn’t even earn a response. 

Asami was patient though, she knew this was also a busy time for Korra. Between her training and her regular insanely long shifts, her replies were sparce and that left Asami’s mind to wonder too much of what was becoming of them. The few times Korra was able to send her back a text, it was usually late, for Korra’s side of the world, and short and quick. Their conversations never lasted any more than a few back and forth replies before Korra would disappear again, but the little bit they were able to communicate, though it was mundane, it meant everything to Asami.  

“Are you going to see Korra?” Daniel spoke again, breaking her out of her trance. She had almost forgotten that he was there, the closer they got to home the more she found herself getting lost in her own thoughts. The anticipation of just being on the same side of the world of Korra again sent her stomach in a fluttering mess. 

“I would like to, but I’m not going to push it if she doesn’t.” Asami said casually even though the thought of not seeing her sent her mind into turmoil. She was content if she never got to feel Korra’s lips on hers again, but if she had to go one more week without laying her eyes on those broad shoulders or take in that fresh piney smell that Korra naturally gave off, she was sure her mental state would plummet.  

‘But there was no need for Daniel to know that.’ 

“You’re in love with her.”  

He had said it so quietly that Asami almost missed it. He said it with so much conviction, it wasn’t a question. He was telling her he knew.  

Memories from Barcelona came flooding back to her, the night at the bar crying over pictures on her phone about Korra and Hiro. The absolute wreck of emotions she was that night realizing she was in love with her best friend, sending her into a tailspin. Even in this moment, her sober mind felt like she was making that realization all over again as her heart sped up, overwhelmed with her feelings being brought to light. 

“You knew from that night.” She looked over to Daniel to see him staring intently at her.  

“You were drunk.” He countered quickly. “I had to be sure, you were sure.” 

Her mouth formed a tight line because he was right. She really was plastered off her ass that night and she was bound to say anything, including confessing her love to her assistant. It would explain why he was so weird with her the days after that. She couldn’t be mad at him for trying to protect her. 

“I’m going to sleep until we land.”  

They still had a good portion of their trip left and the sun was just starting to set behind the clouds. Daniel acknowledged her request with a quiet ‘very well’ before she closed her eyes. Hopefully she would be able to sleep off the headache that was ransacking her mind and the unnerving feeling that settled in her gut. 

It was just past 2am when they finally landed. Thanks to the time zone difference they were accustomed to, they were wide awake as they stepped off her jet.  

“Why did you order 2 cars to pick us up? We could’ve just ridden together.” Asami asked Daniel as they walked to the blacked-out SUVs waiting for them across the small runaway. Her airline crew had already loaded their respective vehicles of their luggage as soon as they arrived.  

Asami could smell the fresh rain in the air from a recent storm that came through hours before their landing, her heels sloshing in the small puddles getting the bottom of the pant legs of her black jumpsuit damp. A blazer was draped over her shoulders to help keep her warm from the chilly air, the open cleavage and mesh sides providing little cover.  

“I think we’ve spent enough time together.” Daniel smiled genuinely towards her as he grabbed the rear passenger door handle for her and opened it.  

“I think you’re just enjoying spending my money too much this trip.” Asami stepped into the back seat of the SUV and thanked Daniel for his hard work the past month. 

“You can thank me later.” Was the only response she got back from him before he shut the door on her, a grin stared back at her through the window until the driver took off almost immediately after the door clicked closed.  

The car barely made it 10 feet before the presence next to her made itself known. The smell was the first to give them away, that heady smell of a fresh rainforest and cider flooded the cabin causing Asami to whip her head to the side faster than her brain could register those blue eyes staring back at her. 

“Korra.” Asami whispered out, unable to determine if she missed the officer so much, she was imagining her or if Korra was really there.  

“Hi.” Korra matched her whisper, her body leaned over the middle. Her toothy grin was just as Asami remembered it, bright in the dark cabin. “I’m sorry I kind of went MIA on you. After you left, I threw myself into work and have been working nonstop doubles to keep myself busy.” Korra explained herself before Asami could even ask. She was still processing whether Korra was there for real or not. 

At a closer glance, she looked absolutely exhausted, the bags under her eyes were evident even in the dark, her back was hunched, and shoulders were slumped forward. Asami leaned closer to Korra, her hands coming to rest on the officer's face, her thumbs stroking the skin above her cheekbones. Korra wrapped her arm around Asami’s shoulders and pulled her across the back seat until their thighs and hips were pressed against one another’s. 

“I can’t believe you’re here.” Asami reveled in the way Korra held her close, the arm wrapped firmly around her shoulders and the other hand resting confidently on her thigh. 

“I think that’s what Daniel meant when he said you can thank him later.” Korra lowered her face and pressed her nose into Asami’s cheek, nuzzling it there. “I had to work my ass off to get this weekend off.” 

“Now why would you need the whole weekend off?” Asami wrapped her arms around Korra’s neck, pulling her against herself. A content sigh was released when she felt Korra’s lips against her jaw, peppering small kisses to her chin until their lips were a hair apart. Asami could taste Korra’s minty breath already, her throat going dry when their lips brush when Korra spoke again. 

“I’ve had too much time to think about what I’m going to do with you.” Without warning Korra closed the gap between them once again, pressing her lips against Asami’s painted ones, preventing any further conversation between them.  

The kiss was slow and sensual as they took their time to refamiliarize themselves with each other, tongues gliding together and hands gripping softly onto articles of clothing. Korra slipped her hand under the blazer Asami had wrapped around her shoulders and slipped it off her, dropping it on the seat beside the woman, exposing those bare porcelain shoulders. 

Korra swallowed Asami’s moan when the callused hand grasped her thigh, pulling her legs into the officer’s lap. Asami slipped her hands under Korra’s leather jacket, gripping the back of her shirt to get the larger woman closer to her. Her calves grazing against the junction where Korra’s thighs met, rubbing against the hardening bulge that laid there. At the first press of friction, Korra grunted in response, the hand around her shoulder tightening, the other on her thigh moving to grip her calves to pull them closer against her crouch.  

Asami had a hard time keeping up with Korra, she was being absolutely dominated by the larger woman as she moved her body for her own advantage. She was basically sitting in her lap, her legs held against the firm body while she could feel Korra’s hips start to shift upward, creating the friction she needed as she dry humps her legs.  

The driver cleared his throat a little louder than necessary when Asami out right moaned when Korra sunk her teeth in her neck. They were so caught up in each other, they had completely forgotten that they weren’t alone. 

“I’m so sorry, Eric.” Asami’s face flushed when she made eye contact with the driver in his rear-view mirror. She cradled Korra’s head when she started laughing as she buried her face in Asami’s neck. 

“If you can wait another 15 minutes, Ms. Sato, I’ll have you home. Or if you would prefer, I can pull over now and wait outside the vehicle.” He spoke in a neutral tone, seemingly unbothered like Asami and Korra weren’t going to fuck in the backseat of his car if he didn’t stop them, even if it was just a company car.  

“Oh god no. We can wait.” Asami waved a dismissive hand back towards him and leaned back into the seat. Korra released her legs so she could rest them back onto the floor, the tanned woman still leaning in her space. 

“Very well, ma’am.” 

“Speak for yourself.” Korra whispered as she dropped her head back into Asami’s neck.  

“You waited a month, you can wait a few more minutes.” Asami tilted her head to the side as teeth and tongue worked their way along her pulse again, she had to bite her bottom lip to keep the whimper from escaping her lips.  

“I’ve waited so much longer than a month. The number of times I had to jerk off while you were gone just to be a functioning adult is disgusting.”  

Asami shoved Korra’s shoulder when her driver asked one more time if she was sure she didn’t want him to pull over resulting in Korra throwing her head back against the seat as a laugh erupted from her. She promised to behave herself for the rest of the ride for both the driver and Asami’s own sanity.  

They made small talk for the remainder of the drive, Asami asked Korra about the recent shooting that she was indeed a part of the arrest party that time. The officer was very enthusiastic about telling the story about how it all went down, by the time she had finished Asami recognized the oversized high rise  she called home. 

“Do you need help carrying your bags up, ma’am?” Eric asked as he kept his eyes forward. Though they spent the last 10 minutes talking, he really didn’t want to catch his boss in another compromising situation.  

“No, most of my bags should’ve been shipped back days before my arrival.” Asami stepped out of the vehicle taking the hand that Korra held out for her. “And my troublemaker will carry the rest. Go home and get some rest, I'll wire you the overnight fee for coming out this late on Monday.”  

“Thank you, ma’am. Have a wonderful evening.” He bowed his head in his seat and waited for Korra to empty out the trunk of the last bit of her bags before he started his trek back home.  

When they finally made it through her front door Asami instructed Korra to just toss her bags with the rest of the pile that she would have to sort through, but first, she had to deal with Korra. 

Their lips collided with so much force that at first it was just teeth crashing against one another. Asami tore Korra’s jacket off her shoulders and dropped it on the floor, she wasted no time yanking the t-shirt over the officer’s head as well leaving the tanned woman still in her sports bra. 

Korra’s hands trailed themselves down Asami’s back, grabbing a hold of the back of thighs, lifting the smaller woman up to wrap her legs around her waist. Asami moaned as she grinded her center against the bulge that had reformed back in the front of Korra’s jeans almost instantly. 

“Bedroom.” Asami demanded, her lips barely parting from Korra’s mouth. Rough hands palmed her ass as Korra led them back to her bedroom, the brutal pace of a kiss they had set for themselves not letting up. Their tongues fought in each other's mouths for dominance as they explored the others' mouth, sucking on the thick muscle, teeth biting down on lips, and moans being drowned out.  

Asami pulled Korra down on top of her when the officer tried to lay her down on the bed, her legs instantly wrapping themselves around the surprisingly slim waist she had. They barely had time to separate to breathe. When Korra wasn’t shoving her tongue down Asami’s throat, she was assaulting the CEO’s neck, leaving her mark along the fair skin that laid there, claiming her for the world in this moment now.  

“Easy.” Asami moaned out when Korra bit down on the skin again, her hand going to the tan woman’s chest to push her back a little. She knew there were going to be marks on Monday she was going to have to cover up, but if she could help the amount Korra left behind, it would make the stares at the office less annoying. 

“Sorry.” Korra mumbled against Asami’s already reddening skin. The pink muscle dipping into the indentations that were left behind from her teeth marks, sending goosebumps down Asami’s spine.  

The jumper Asami was wearing bunching down at her hips leaving her exposed in just her black lace bra, Korra somehow managed to get it partially undone without tearing it off her body on their way to the bedroom. Those same rough hands fidgeting with the material before Asami unhooked her legs from around her waist just enough so Korra could pull the rest of the clothing off.  

“Shit.” Korra cursed under her breath once Asami was completely freed from the jumper. Sitting back on her heels, Korra took in the matching black lace underwear against her fair skin, blue eyes wondered wildly over every inch like Asami was an art canvas in one of those fancy galleries she occupied so frequently.  

“Don’t become modest now Korra.” Asami sat up to match Korra’s level, wrapping her arms behind her neck to pull her back into a slow languid kiss. 

“Fuck, you’re so gorgeous.” Korra mumbled against her mouth. 

Asami hummed in response, a smile on her face as she reclaimed Korra’s mouth selfishly for herself. Neither one of them parted when Asami’s hands started to trail their way down Korra’s body, her slender fingers helpless to the plains of hard muscle of Korra’s harden back and abdomen, only stopping until they found their destination at the hem of her jeans.  

The feeling building up inside her felt primal and she was slowly losing herself to falling deep in Korra’s grasp by every swipe of their tongues together. It had been a long time since she had felt so driven to someone’s presence, even during her time dating Kuvira, her panties were never this ruined just from anticipation only. 

Slim hands made quick work of Korra’s zipper with the help of Korra’s own hands shimming the denim material off her hips, freeing her shaft from the confides of the jeans that did little to hide the officer’s own arousal. Her cock twitching in her boxer briefs the moment the cool air contacted the tip where it had soaked through the cotton. 

Korra hissed in Asami’s mouth as a warm slender hand wrapped around her shaft underneath her underwear, pulling the thin material down just enough to free the appendage, setting an excruciating slow rate as the older woman pumped her length.  

Asami worked her way back onto Korra’s lap, her hand only faltering slightly while she readjusted her hips, wrapped her legs around the officer’s waist. Their lips only briefly separated for Korra to release a groan as Asami’s grip tightened and twisted right at the tip.  

“Asami -” Korra moaned and jerked her hips up into Asami’s hand. The tip just barely grazing against her clothed center making her drop her own head on Korra’s bare shoulder, her hips instinctually rocking against her dick. 

“I need you inside now Korra.” Asami panted against chapped lips, they were breathing just as hard as hers were in return. Korra’s only response was to nod her head frantically as she took a hold of her cock while Asami moved her underwear to the side. “Shit.” She swore to herself once she felt the tip probing at her entrance, their first skin to skin contact this whole time and Asami had to bite her lip to resist the temptation to slam her hips down to collide with Korra’s. 

The sound that came out of Asami the moment she lowered herself down Korra’s shaft was godly, the most undignified sound to filter pass her lips. The way Korra felt against her walls was beyond anything she had felt before, she would chastise herself for denying this moment for so long. 

The pace Asami started was slow, rolling her hips to a tempo she made up in her head, not like it seemed Korra mind at all. The way she gripped onto Asami’s hip as she was used to the CEO’s own pleasure, her hips bucking up into the woman whenever she bottomed out.  

“Fuck.” Asami moaned against Korra’s lips, her hips picking up pace when she felt the head of Korra’s cock rubbing against her sensitive front wall. The pleasure immediately shooting down her spine every time their hips collided.  

“You feel  so good , Asami.” Korra grunted at the snap of her hips, Asami’s pace quickening with a newfound haste and Korra was determined to keep up with the older woman. Her hands on Asami’s waist gripping tighter with her own grinding motion with every slam of her hips into the willingly woman.  

Green eyes darkened even more at the tilt of the officer’s hips, angling them just right so she would grind her clit against her. Weaving her hands through short choppy locks, Asami tosses her hair over her shoulder and pulls Korra in for another bruising kiss with no directive besides who’s tongue could go further down the other’s throat. The only thing that could be heard through their muffled moans was the sound of skin slapping together, the hypnotic rhythm of Asami’s bed frame creaking in sync with their vigorous tone. 

“Harder.” Asami grunted against Korra’s mouth through gritted teeth. Her jaw was clenched shut tight to prevent the shrill of a scream she kept at bay. 

Korra responded almost instantly, shoving her back down onto the bed, their hips still pressed flushed against one another. She looked feral looming over Asami’s smaller figure, strong arms on either side of her head trapping her on the bed, blue eyes barely visible pass blown out pupils, the soft features Asami had grown to adore on Korra’s face were no longer present.  

“I can’t hold back anymore Asami.” Korra whispered low and hoarse. Her voice dropping in octave and dripping with need. Asami’s walls clenched around Korra’s member still nestled inside her at the thought of her fucking her into the bed unrestrained.  

Asami was not prepared for the onslaught Korra released on her, and even if she was prepared, it would’ve not been enough for the magnitude in which Korra did it. The sounds that came out of her own mouth were so foreign as they bounced off the walls at the start of Korra’s hips clashing against her own at a brutal pace. Her pale dainty fingers gripped along the tanned back, the muscles there flexing under wherever Asami dragged her fingernails. 

“Fuck, yes, YES!” Asami screamed. She had spent the last month with nothing but her fingers inside herself and the stretch that Korra provided her with was nothing to compare to. The pressure building up in her lower abdomen was fast and hot and if Korra kept the pace up, she wouldn’t last too much longer. 

The next string of curses were silenced before they could leave her mouth from Korra’s own devouring hers. Her orgasm was fast approaching after Korra angled her hips up, the tip of her shaft rubbing against the front wall with every thrust.  

“I’m close.” Korra whimpered when she finally pulled away from Asami’s panting lips. Asami dug her heels into Korra’s lower back when her strokes started to falter and break their rhythm, encouraging her to keep going, to  stay inside.   

“Korra!” Asami threw her head back and stiffened, screaming towards the ceiling. Her mouth fell open in a silent scream as her orgasm violently took over, tearing rippling contractions through her body as Korra fucked her thoroughly through it. If Korra had given her any warning of her own orgasm, it went right on deaf ears since the only thing Asami could comprehend were the blinding spots behind her eyelids and white noise in her ears as she chanted out the officer's name in blinding ecstasy. 

It was like a tidal wave crashing over them. With one final push Korra spilled her seed against her walls, jet after jet Asami pulled from the officer until she was pleased that she had drained the woman of everything she had to offer.  

When Asami finally came to, Korra was resting comfortably on top of her. Gravity seemingly had taken over and pressed their sweaty bodies together until Korra was coherent enough to pull out of her. 

“I’m sorry.” Korra mumbled into the shoulder her face was pressed into.  

“For what?” She shoved Korra’s shoulder to get the bigger woman to sit up. Having the full weight of this muscular woman on top of her diaphragm was more than what Asami’s lungs could deal with right now after that orgasm she was still recovering from.  

Korra took the hint as she slowly pulled out of Asami, both groaning from the sudden loss and rolled on to her side next to the woman, her jeans still hanging just above her knees. 

“I usually last longer than that, but I guess it’s been a while and I’ve spent  a lot  of overnight shifts thinking about this moment.”  

Teeth trapped a pale lip in its grasp as green eyes took in the expansion of hard lines and dark skin that was missed at their initial contact. Fingers found their way over the toned abdomen, tracing every individual dip of muscle until Asami’s hand met the base of Korra’s once again hardened member.  

“I think you’ll get another chance to prove yourself Officer, don’t worry.”   

 


 

“Welcome back Daniel.” Asami spoke as she walked past her assistant, who was catching up with some of the other workers on that floor gathering at the coffee machine. She heard him hurried out a quick goodbye to his coworkers before he met her pace down to her office.  

“Glad to be back Boss. Thanks for the 2 weeks off.”  

She hummed as she glanced over at his dazzling smile towards her. Such blinding white teeth so early in the morning. The sound of her heels clanking against the tiled floor stopped at the door to her office, her hand on the door handle before Asami could enter it. 

“Your first order of business, I need you to order me a new coffee table.”  

“Is there something wrong with the one in your office?” He tilted his head to the side, peering into her office to assure that the one was still very much fine and in great condition. 

“Not for the office. I need another one ordered for my apartment. The same one preferably.” Asami looked over her shoulder to see Daniel narrowing his eyes at her, already barely 5 minutes back from his vacation and he was looking for a reason to give her shit so early in the morning.  

“What happened to the one you had? You’ve barely had it for a year.”  

“You shouldn’t ask questions you don’t want the answer to.” She smirked at him when the realization fell on his face. She couldn’t tell if he was horrified or amazed at the feat, but she decided that she was in a playful mood today and she would entertain his imagination today.  

With a toss of her wavy black hair back over her shoulder as she started to push through the door going into her office. “If you must know though, you should ask Korra’s back how the coffee table broke.”  

And with that Asami left Daniel in the doorway to her office, letting the door shut between them leaving the young man to find his footing again while his brain caught up with the present. Apparently, a lot had happened in the meantime from when they came back from their trip to the present day, and he wasn’t going to let his boss go without bringing him up to speed from the events leading up to now.  

She swore she could feel a guest of wind from the force he swung open the door as it bounced off the stopper, his voice rushed in behind her as she was just taking her coat off and setting her bag down to start the day.  

“So, what else have you guys broken?”  
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9. My Body Never knew such Pleasure, My Heart Never knew such Pain

Summary for the Chapter:
            “Still bitter about that after all these years? Are you sure this has nothing to do with the fact that we never worked out?” Asami spat out with her arms crossed over her chest defensively. She had never met anyone who could get under her skin more besides her father than him. “Even if I hadn’t moved across the country, we still wouldn’t have worked out and you know it. Don’t blame me being selfish on you being an ass.”

“Please Asami. You did me a favor from being under the microscope as the newest scapegoat for the shameful Sato name. I should be thanking you for choosing your career over the life we made together, I’m sure Korra will do the same thing.” He paused before he could say more, his mouth still hanging open waiting for the words to fall right out of it. Asami could see the gears in his head turning, preparing his next slew of words.

“The day a Sato chooses family over fortune is the day hell freezes over.”

          
Notes for the Chapter:Chapter title song:
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    Asami stood behind Korra’s bent over frame with her hands on her hips as she watched the tanned woman struggle to assemble the new coffee table that had  finally been delivered. It took 7 months for delivery, some excuse about getting the wood imported and going through customs, not including the whole month Daniel had just completely forgotten to order it to begin with.  

 7 months. Looking back, it’s probably the happiest Asami has been in quite some time now. Being with Korra had awakened something in herself that had believed to have been dormant for as long as Asami could remember. She found herself smiling more at things that didn’t used to deserve her happiness. Work seemed more enjoyable like when she first started as an engineer, and it was more fun working for her dad than and less of a chore of fixing Hiroshi’s mistakes. Daniel loved to praise Korra whenever she came by the office for Asami’s gracious mood, constantly teasing the budding couple.  

Asami’s thoughts were rudely interrupted by said girlfriend’s loud incessant grumbling. Korra insisted she was handy enough to be able to put together a simple coffee table, despite Asami’s profession, but her increasing frustration she was exhibiting from determining which fasteners went where said otherwise. The engineer was fighting an internal struggle as she watched the difficulty her girlfriend was having to  just install the legs on to the table. 

“Korra, you know, you don’t have to put this together. I could’ve paid someone to do or better yet, I could’ve had it done in less than half an hour.”  

“Yeah, Mom built everything in this room with her bare hands!” Hiro walked to the center of her living room with his arms open at his sides before twirling in a circle.  

“Easy Hiro, you’re not helping. I did not build everything in this room.” Asami patted the top of his head as he spun by her, his arms still open wide at his sides. “If you had picked up all these little inventions you keep not finishing and didn’t leave them all over the place, Korra wouldn’t have tripped over them in the first place.”  

“If anything, this is your fault more than it’s mine!” Korra looked up from the instruction sheet that she had been studying before trying to shove another fastener in a hole it clearly didn’t fit in. Asami winced as she watched her girlfriend,  again , try to use her brawls over brains to piece this table together. “I should be making you put this table together.”  

“Can’t sorry.” Hiro rushed out of the living room as he started for the hallways toward his room. “I have to go pack to get ready to go to Dad’s for the week.”  

“How convenient.” Korra huffed out before sitting back on her heels. 

“You’re overthinking the process. Why don’t you just let me take it from here.” Asami placed a gentle hand on the officer's shoulder, giving it a small squeeze when Korra looked up at her. 

“That bad huh?”  

The hand on her shoulder moved to hold Korra’s chin between her thumb and index finger as Asami leaned down to place a quick kiss on the tanned woman’s lips. “Let’s just say, you’re better at solving cases and chasing bad guys than being a carpenter. You leave that part to me.”  

“Right, right. Speaking of which.” Korra stood at full height, just barely a couple inches taller than Asami on a good day. Apparently, it was a good day as she craned her neck back to look into those crystal blue eyes as if they were the ones speaking to her. “I have to head back home to get ready for shift. Do you want me to drop Hiro off on my way?” 

“Mm, no.” Asami stood on her tippy toes as she wrapped her arms around Korra’s neck, pulling her in for a slow kiss. Korra’s mouth parted immediately allowing Asami to easily slide her tongue against the other. Before Korra had a chance to wrap her hands around Asami’s waist to pull her closer, the older woman pulled away leaving the taller woman chasing after her.  

“Don’t start something you can’t finish Korra.” Asami held her hand firm against the middle of Korra’s sternum to keep the woman from advancing any closer. 

“Give me 5 minutes and I can definitely finish.”  

‘Very tempting.’ She tilted her head to the side letting her long wavy hair bounce to the side with the flow of her movements, pondering the thought of letting Korra ravish her to her peak in record time. 

“No.” Asami placed her hand in Korra’s face and pushed the laughing officer back as she mumbled ‘no fun’ into the palm of her hand. “Don’t forget I leave tomorrow for that business trip I have this weekend. I’ll be gone for a week.” 

Korra threw her head back and groaned as she made her way to the front door to put her shoes on. “I feel like I just got you back from your last business trip.”  

“Perks of dating a CEO babe. I’m always in the air.”  

“And that sweet sweet Ferrari.” Korra mumbled under her breath as she tied her boots back on. 

“KORRA.” Asami slapped the back of Korra’s exposed neck. “I let you borrow it one weekend and now all you talk about is getting the keys back into those grimy little hands of yours.”  

“My hands weren’t grimy last night now, were they?” Korra stood back up rubbing the back of her neck gingerly while wearing the smuggest grin Asami has yet to see on the woman’s tanned features.  

She hated it, but she loved it so much and Korra knew it. Asami wore her heart on her sleeve and put everything out in the open and Korra was always quick to pick up on her teasing and when she was being serious. This back and forth that they’ve done from the beginning has concreted to being the stability in their foundation. 

Asami rolled her eyes and let out a displeased grunt just as Hiro came barreling out of his room to where they were standing in the doorway. 

“Leaving already Korra?” He asked as he swung his backpack over his shoulders and proceeded to put on his own shoes. 

“You know crime doesn’t rest and I’m sure Naga is ready to get out and stretch her legs. Besides, I don’t make a million dollars an hour like your mom here.” Asami crossed her arms over her chest and rolled her eyes again at Korra’s jab. 

“I’d hardly say a million an hour. I lose as much as I make in an hour in this economy. More like, a million a month.” Asami thought deliberately. 

“Right. Girl math. Make sure you swing by tonight before you leave ‘Sami.” Korra wrapped a strong arm around Asami’s waist and kissed her on the corner of her mouth before saying a rushed goodbye to both her and Hiro. 

Asami stood and stared at her front door before sighing and placing a hand on top of Hiro’s head. Her hand didn’t take long to connect with his head, he was getting taller, and she was sure between hers and his father’s genes, he’d be her height in no time.  

“Are you ready to go?” 

“Whenever you are mom.” 

 


 

‘That looks like the painting I bought from an auction 7 years ago. I spent a fortune on it, and I thought the movers lost it during the separation.’ Asami tilted her head as she observed the abstract painting hanging on her ex’s living room wall. How had she missed it hanging there in the middle of the room all this time she’s been bringing Hiro here. ‘Well maybe because I never come inside anymore.’ 

“Is that my painting?” 

“What?” Her ex stopped mid-way in the living room with her cup of tea in hand to turn in the direction Asami was facing.  

“You know I almost sued that moving company into bankruptcy and you’ve had it here the whole time.” 

“Well, it’s not like I've been hiding it. There was a mix up when my stuff was moved out of your old place, and this was in the mix. It’s been here ever since, it’s not my fault you overlook it every time you’re here, I just thought you didn’t want it.” He shoved the tea into her open hands before sitting on the sofa adjacent to the one she was sitting on. Why he felt the need to overcrowd his living room with 3 oversized couches as a single man that travels just as much, if not more than her, she would never know, a reason he was never allowed to decorate when they lived together.  

“I spent millions on it, of course I  wanted it.” 

“If you want it back that bad, I can have it mailed back to you.”  

“Don’t bother now. I’ve already replaced it with another piece years ago.” Asami waved a dismissive hand in his direction as she sipped the tea. He still couldn’t brew tea right since it was bitter and bland at the same time. She pushed through the rest of the cup slowly while having to refrain her face turning sour to be polite at his efforts. “I may not be living there too much longer anyway.” 

“Finally moving in with Korra? I’m surprised it took you this long, you like to move quickly with your conquest like they are going to disappear. Even though I don’t know why you would give up your penthouse for some white picket fence lifestyle.” He said smugly as he took a sip out of his own cup, his face immediately pinching together before setting the beverage aside.  

Asami chose not to answer right away when she felt her mouth go dry and throat grow tight from her impending answer. Moving in with Korra would be so much easier, it would be everything that she could ask for in this moment, but her life was never as easy as black and white, the life floating along the grey in between the two.  

Luckily for the former couple, this wasn’t the first time this has had to happen, and he should be very familiar with these circumstances.  

Hiro was still a baby at the time, so it didn’t affect him that much, if at all. Things were different now, sure to get messy as they’ve proven in the past before the added new factors. Now with Hiro turning 10 in a few months and adding her new relationship with a hot-headed officer should stir the pot quite nicely, her stomach flipped with just the mere thought of having to deal with her cards dealt.  

“About that.” Asami spoke slowly, unsure, her tongue felt heavy and foreign in her own mouth. Her hesitation seemed to be rubbing her ex the wrong way, but he was a smart man and seemed to know where the conversation was heading.  

“I see. I’ll cancel my dinner meeting for this evening.” He got up to go for his phone that he left across the room on a floating shelf, typing furiously against the tiny screen. 

“That’s probably best.” Asami crossed her legs over themselves and wrapped her arms around her body defensively. They’d been in this situation only 8 years prior and their headstrong attitudes and oversized egos clashed for hours on end fighting about her selfish decisions. Even though they had grown to be more tolerant of each other’s presence, Asami still prepared for a fight from him.  

 


 

The drive from her exes to Korra’s wasn’t a particularly long one, but the storm overshadowing the already darkened sky did not help ease her mood either. Not that her conversation went sour like it had proven to in the past, though some words were said between them, it’s nothing they haven’t said to each other in passing.  

The first time Asami had visited Korra’s house, it was nothing what she was expecting. For how out of the box the tanned officer was, her house was quite the opposite of her personality. It was weird to think that a cookie cutter single family house in a quiet little neighborhood just outside the city limits was hiding this adrenaline junkie with her just as enthusiastic K9 partner.  

Korra called it her “sense of normalcy”. Something Asami found herself missing out on in her own life and in this very moment, wished she had any sort.  

The rest of her drive went by in a blur of familiarity, her surroundings merging into one once she entered the neighborhood, beside the blue door at the end of the street that stood out like a beacon in her clouded mind, nothing else mattered.  

 ‘Home.’   

When she entered through the front door, which Korra had a terrible habit of leaving it unlocked, because ‘who was crazy enough to break into a cops house’, she was always greeted by the gigantic paws from her partner, Naga, and this time was no different. The giant Shepherd came barreling around the corner just barely giving Asami a second to brace herself for when the canine connected with her frame, almost toppling them both over.  

Asami would admit, she was definitely not the animal type at first. Hiro had been  begging her for a dog for years now, her schedule wouldn’t allow her to have a pet and she couldn’t imagine dealing with the hair, but after spending nights cuddling with Naga rather than her own girlfriend, she’s starting to have a change of heart.  

“How was your meeting?” Korra called out to her from the living room, she was lounging out on the couch, her uniform still on, even if just barely, watching some UFC match that Asami had absolute no interest in.  

Asami paused before answering, taking her time removing her heels at the door before padding her feet against the hardwood floor until she was standing behind Korra. Her girlfriend leaning her head back against the couch, looking up at her with the brightest blue eyes imaginable. The sight alone was enough to make her heart drop into her stomach. 

‘Shit.’ 

“It was enlightening, to say the least.”  

“ I take it you haven’t said anything to Korra yet?” He was pacing now, running his long slender fingers through his black hair.   

 Asami would give him credit, he was able to keep his cool for most of the talk. Maybe it was because they both knew their son was probably listening to every word they were saying in the other room, or maybe because they could actually have a conversation like adults without the hostility of a bad break up clouding their minds. Whatever the reason, she was thankful to save herself from the headache from  this  conversation.  

 “Not yet.” She twirled her thumbs in her lap, she hated this feeling. She didn’t feel like herself, like the woman who beat all the odds against her, the one who could overcome anything she put her mind to, this no difference. She felt like a child the way he was standing over her with his arms folded over his chest. She felt weak. “I plan on telling her when I get back, after everything is finalized. If there is a way for me to get around this, I intend to.”   

 She watched him take a step back and scoff as he rolled his eyes.   

 ‘I guess maybe there is some animosity still there.’ Asami thought as she herself rolled her eyes in reaction to his.   

 “I’m surprised you’re keeping this from her, with how long you’ve known now.” His eyebrows were pinched still and not from the long-forgotten tea he made.  

 “I’ve had my suspension, but nothing was confirmed until last week. I’m not keeping anything from her, I’m just buying some time to be able to get my words right.” Asami stood, dusting her pencil skirt in the process. She knew it was time for her to head out, they had talked about what she needed to say and there was no reason for her to overstay her welcome now.   

 “Asami Sato is actually being considerate of someone else’s feelings? You must really love her or she’s dicking you down  that  good.”   

 “Still bitter about that after all these years? Are you sure this has nothing to do with the fact that we never worked out?” Asami spat out with her arms crossed over her chest defensively. She had never met anyone who could get under her skin more besides her father than him. “Even if I hadn’t moved across the country, we still wouldn’t have worked out and you know it. Don’t blame me being selfish on you being an ass.”  

 “Please Asami. You did me a favor from being under the microscope as the newest scapegoat for the shameful Sato name. I should be thanking you for choosing your career over the life we made together, I’m sure Korra will do the same thing.” He paused before he could say more, his mouth still hanging open waiting for the words to fall right out of it. Asami could see the gears in his head turning, preparing his next slew of words.  

 “The day a Sato chooses family over fortune is the day hell freezes over.”  

“Stuffy suits, huh?” Korra wiggled her eyebrows at her and flashed her that same signature crooked grin that got her in this mess in the first place. 

“You have no idea.” Asami couldn’t help her own smirk forming on her face before she leaned down and placed a chaste kiss on Korra’s lips. The contact was brief, but it left a restless feeling in the pit of her gut, shooting fire straight down her spine in some kind of frenzy dropping right into her core. She closed her eyes momentarily to collect her bearings, resisting the urge to somersault right over the back of the couch and land on Korra’s lap and ride her until the sun came up.  

‘No. Jesus no, I have to stay focused.’  

Asami reluctantly pulled away from her seemingly irresistible girlfriend before she could lose her composure. There were other things more pressing in her mind, the fight with her ex still nagging fresh in the back of her brain and she wouldn’t result to fucking her way through her issues like some college kid. She still had her next business trip to worry about and finalizing those last-minute deals, she didn’t have time to occupy her mind with such scandalous thoughts.  

Before she could retreat into Korra’s kitchen to find something she could drown herself in, Korra’s larger hand pinned her smaller one to the couch. Korra pulled her back to the couch, her voice dropping in softness and serenity when Asami met her eyes again. 

“Are you doing alright? I feel like you’ve been avoiding me.” Korra’s thumb began to stroke the top of her hand. 

Asami had to fight the urge to pull her hand out of her grip, not out of disgust, but more out of guilt, instead she gripped Korra’s hand just a little hard and put on her best face. She couldn’t wait to get this trip over with so she could figure out if she was going to have uproot her life or not. 

“I’m fine Korra.” She leaned over the back of the couch and placed one last lingering kiss on Korra’s lips until she released her hand out of her grip so she could walk back towards the direction of Korra’s kitchen. “I just want to get this deal finalized and sorted through and maybe even a couple drinks now.”  

She could feel the burning of her girlfriend’s stare on her as she walked away and could almost hear her concerns as she rummaged through the fridge for the very watered down commercial made beer Korra consumes when she’s off shift. The glass bottle Asami yanked out of the fridge didn’t stand a chance when she placed the tip of the bottle against the edge of the counter and hit the palm of her hand on the top to pop the metal cap off.  

She heard Korra whistle out what sounded like a noise of appreciation as the taller woman was shuffling behind her to pick up the clanking metal bottle cap off the floor. “Very impressive Sato.”  

“Oh please.” Asami shoved Korra’s shoulder when she turned around to face the other woman, the glass bottle pressed to her lips. “I had the whole wasted college girl experience, how else was I supposed to get away from my father?”  

It had been years since she had put anything so cheap and repulsive down her throat in the form of a beverage that she almost spit it back out. Instead, opted to just down the bottle in a single gulp, very much to Korra’s onlooking amazement leaving barely a sliver of disgusting liquid in the brown colored bottle.  

“Why are you looking at me like that?” Asami turned back around and grabbed 2 more beers out of the fridge, opening up the 2nd one against the counter as she had just done with the first one that barely survived her onslaught.  

“Are you sure you aren’t stressed about anything?” Korra tilted her head to the side with an inquisitive type of expression Asami was very familiar with by now as she looked on as she downed the 2nd beer even quicker than the first. “I’ve never seen you drink ‘piss water’ as you love to call it and so fast at that.” 

“How about you stop questioning it and join me?”  

“Well, I won’t say no to that invitation.” Korra grinned grabbing the 3rd beer from Asami before she could give it the same fate as the first 2.  

 


 

Daniels’s voice seemed dull and monotoned as it bounced off the inside of the walls of the private jet as he went on through her briefing for what felt like the 10th time since they scheduled this trip, what she can expect from the contract terms and their plans to counter any dispute. Though, most of Daniel’s rambling was going on deaf ears, Asami was aware of what was expected during this business trip and from her. As everyone kept reminding her, this isn’t her first rodeo, and it should be much easier than her first time around since she’s much more experienced than the last time.  

She hummed in acknowledgement when Daniel’s gazed met hers expectedly. She could barely keep up with what he was saying from either the pounding hangover headache from her and Korra’s late-night drinking or the unbearable pounding between her legs from her girlfriend’s  little farewell session from this morning. Either way, her focus was elsewhere as she grimaced when she shifted her legs over the other when she tried to get comfortable.  

 Asami’s head was spinning, she couldn’t remember the events that led them up to this moment. She had woken up to the blaring sound of her alarm long before sunrise and Korra’s pressing erection against her back side. She tried to push that last part out of her mind so she could get ready for her flight later in the morning. It didn’t take much before Korra started stirring next to her and she knew it would be that much longer before she would be leaving the bed.   

 After little persuasion, it didn’t take long before Asami found herself here, lying flat on her stomach, back beautifully arched like a sculpture, leaving her ass in the air while Korra railed her cock into her from behind.   

 “Fuck Asami, you feel so tight.” Korra’s hot breath panted on the back of her bare neck. Her hair swiped to the side over her shoulder, it was barely held together with the hair tie she had fallen asleep with. “So good.” She heard Korra grunt breathlessly.  

 “That’s it, babe!” Asami called looking over her shoulder. Korra’s blue eyes were cloudy and unfocused, filled with lust as she had only one purpose on her mind. “Keep going, don’t stop!”   

 As if Korra needed to be told twice, the hands on her hips gripped tighter, thumbs digging small bruises in the small of Asami’s back as she snapped her hips forward. Asami let out a needy moan as she threw her hips back to match Korra’s pace, the sounds of their sweaty skin slapping against each other and Asami’s pleas the only sounds passed between them.  

 Asami felt her walls tightening around Korra’s shaft every time she reentered her, the pace Korra had set for her was rough, brutal, and downright cruel, but the high-pitched gasps that left Asami breathless spurred Korra thrust impossibly harder than her previous.  

 She was close, the way her thighs were quivering with each push, if it wasn’t for Korra’s vice-like grip on her waist, her knees would’ve buckled under the pressure of her girlfriend's massive weight.   

 One of Korra’s heavy hands left her waist and reached around her front, calloused fingers rubbing roughly against her clit in time with her thrust. “Asami...” Korra pressed her body against her back, the woman was nearly whimpering in her ear. “I won’t last much longer.... you feel so... so good.”   

 “Please Korra...” Asami begged, Korra’s name repeated from her mouth like a desperate prayer, looking over her shoulder. She felt the way Korra’s cock twitched inside her, the falter of her hips, her pace becoming uneven and frantic. Her walls clamped down on Korra’s length and she watched as Korra’s eyes rolled back in her head. “Do it. Come for me.”   

 “’Sami...” Korra moaned to the ceiling while she slammed her hips flushed against her, hard enough to force Asami’s face back down against the pillows while she started to empty inside of her. She held the pillow in between her teeth to hold back the sheer scream as she came to the feeling of Korra’s seed splashing against her deepest walls.   

“Asami!” 

Asami blinked her eyes back to focus on Daniel again. He looked annoyed with her with his arms crossed over his chest and the papers he had been going over sitting in his lap. They had just wrapped up the finishing touches on the contract with starting up a new headquarters in Paris that Asami will have to overshadow the production plans in the upcoming weeks. 

To say this week was from hell would be an understatement. She had spent the first couple days sick to her stomach from her recklessly drinking the evening before her trip, she knew her body wasn’t going to agree with the cheap alcohol. On top of that, while she tried to mildly recover from the nastiest hangover she had had since college, she had to deal with Daniel and all her board executives breathing down her neck every second of the day. She barely had any time to excuse herself before vomiting all over their meeting table. 

“Yes, I’m listening Daniel.” She tilted her head to peer out the car window as they made their way back to the hotel, she had spent the last 6 days going through stacks of paperwork day in and day out as she worked out the kinks of the agreement. With the 9-hour time difference, Asami spent the very little, very weird hours she was free to talk to her son. Luckily, with the very loosely strict bedtime curfew his father ‘enforced’, she was able to catch him right before bed, which was right when she was waking up. 

It was even harder with Korra, if Asami thought it was bad when they were in the same city to coordinate their schedules, being across an ocean made it impossible. Korra always seemed to pick up extra shifts when she went out on business trips, working doubles and the overnight shifts, and then spending her time off sleeping through Asami’s calls and messages. Not like she could be mad at her girlfriend for that, she knows Korra could sleep through an earthquake if the threat ever presented itself. 

“Hardly. You’ve been spacing out on me all week. I know you haven’t been feeling well, but I need you 100% here, your schedule is about to become jammed and you’re hardly going to have any time for daydreaming besides on your constant flights between the states and France.”  

“I’m wondering, in another life, were you my boss and I was your assistant.” Asami teased without turning her head to look back at Daniel, she could basically hear the eye roll coming from him.  

“This is serious.” 

“I know it is Daniel.” Asami snapped back a little bit more than she originally intended. “I’m fully aware of how serious this is, this is my company, my  life  , being affected here. I’m the one who has to pack up me and my son’s life to move here. It was different before when he was a baby, he didn’t know understand back then, but he’s hitting his preteens and he’s making friends, he’s doing sports. He has a great relationship with his father,  I  have a great relationship with his father.  I have a great relationship!”  

Asami stopped to breathe. She could feel tears welling up in the corner of her eyes, just the mere thought of talking to Korra about this was enopugh to send her into a downward spiral. She could tell Daniel didn’t mean anything troubling by bringing this up, the look of regret and guilt was evident on his face, but she couldn’t deny the truth. Even though Korra and her have been dating for over 7 months now, she would never expect Korra to pack up her own life just for her.  

She wasn’t sure if she could do the same either if it was the other way around.  

“Even  if you do have to relocate, what makes you think Korra won’t come along with you? She’s completely smitten with you, I don’t see why she wouldn’t follow you to the end of the world, if that’s where you were going.” 

“It would be nearly impossible for me to fly between here and home and if it was, they would force me to relocate with how much I’d be costing them for travel.” Asami scoffed at her assistant before turning back to look out the window. They were approaching the hotel they were staying at, and she watched as their driver stopped to speak to the valet attendant. “I love her so much Daniel.” Her voice came out as barely a whisper, it was so quiet she could feel her assistant lean over their seats so he could hear her. “If you think she’s going to give up her career to move across the world with me, then you don’t know Korra.” 

“I do know that Korra is full of surprises. You don’t see the way she looks at you Asami.” As if on cue, her phone started to ring and Korra’s familiar face should up across her screen. Daniel and herself paused to look down at her phone before he just shrugged his shoulders, smiling, as their driver opened his door for him to exit on the sidewalk.

“Full of surprises Ms. Sato.” 
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    “Trying for us? Is this your idea of trying, Asami?”
  
  



  Asami sat silently, staring out her jet’s window, watching the clouds drift by beneath them, soft and indifferent. Up here, nothing else mattered; everything below felt distant, inconsequential. She pulled anxiously at the hem of her skirt, her manicured nails catching the stitching, causing it to fray under her restless fingers. From across the cabin, she felt Daniel’s gaze on her, though he said nothing. He wouldn’t dare mention her nervous behavior aloud. If he did, she was ready to dismiss him without hesitation.
  



  Daniel, along with Hiro, were the only other occupants in this section of the aircraft. Asami had dismissed the flight attendants as soon as the landing gear tucked itself into hiding. Daniel had spent the first two hours of the flight entertaining Hiro, keeping him occupied with stories of the city they were bound for. He’d carefully gone over the itinerary, detailing everything Hiro had to look forward to—major sightseeing attractions, unique spots he couldn’t miss. He even shifted to discussing the company’s latest prototype blueprint when Hiro’s attention began to wane.
  



  “I’m sure she’ll come around, Asami,” Daniel said softly, his tone deliberate, as if trying not to spook her. He spoke as though addressing a feral cat, careful and measured. Hiro had grown bored with Daniel’s rambling by this point and had declared his intent to harass the flight attendants and investigate the cockpit. Before Daniel could reply, Hiro had already disappeared down the aisle.
  



  She opened her mouth to respond but snapped her jaw shut when the taste of bile rose in her throat for the umpteenth time this week. Daniel’s eyes softened with pity, and she felt the urge to scoff at herself—at how utterly ridiculous she must look right now.
  


Despite the self-loathing spiraling in her head, Daniel took her silence as an answer. He let the conversation lapse, allowing a heavy but not unwelcome quiet to blanket the space between them. She was grateful for his restraint, his ability to tread lightly around her personal affairs without pushing for answers. Especially now, when it would most likely affect them both as they navigated their new work routine in an unfamiliar country. 


  She knew he was nervous. Moving to a new country to help the CEO establish a headquarters from scratch, launching tech that would outpace anything else on the market—it was a lot to handle. The pressure was already enormous. The last thing he needed was to shoulder her emotional baggage too, especially when it came to her latest breakup.
  



  And try as Asami may, she was doing all she could to keep her mental state stable enough to keep from unloading on Daniel and Hiro. The last thing she needed was for Daniel worry about her too. 
  



  
    “My life doesn’t revolve around you despite what you may think. You can’t expect me to leave my career when you wouldn’t do the same for me Asami.”
  
  



  “I’m fine, Daniel,” she said sharply, pressing her palms against her thighs, the coolness of her skin grounding her. “She made her decision, and I made mine. When she’s ready to talk to me like an adult, she can come looking for me.”
  



  Daniel tilted his head, his gaze unrelenting but careful. “You think she’s going to travel across the ocean for someone who slapped her across the face?”
  



  Asami’s jaw tightened, her response immediate, clipped. “I think if she wants to make this work, she’ll do whatever it takes. Regardless of what it takes.” Her voice carried the certainty of someone determined not to let doubt show, even if it clawed at the edges of her composure.
  



  
    “I’m not interested in being some lap dog for you. If you want someone to bend to your every waking will then I’ll save you the trouble and walk out this door now.”
  
  



  It had been a week since the fight. A week since Korra turned her back on them. Asami had given her a choice, and Korra had made her bed. Fine. 
  
    She could lie in it.
  
   Asami told herself she’d never show her face to Korra again—unless it was with Korra on her knees.
  



  Yet bitterness and guilt couldn’t drown out the memories. Every second of their argument replayed in excruciating detail, taunting her at every waking moment. She’d fucked up. They both had. They’d said things that couldn’t be unsaid, crossed lines they couldn’t uncross.
  



  But in reality, if anyone should go crawling back, it should be 
  
    her
  
  . She shouldn’t have waited until the last minute. She should have given Korra time to process instead of shoving it down her throat. Maybe there was another way—something calmer, something kinder—maybe there wasn’t, but she’d never know now, her ego and pride and stubbornness wouldn't allow her to gravel back to Korra for forgiveness.
  



  They say not to corner a wild animal unless you’re ready to get bit. Asami hadn’t been ready. Not for Korra’s fury. Not for her own.
  



  It was a cruel reminder of how far she was from the strength she tried to project. All that money, all that influence—it didn’t shield her from heartbreak. It didn’t make her immune to this.
  



  And she’d forgotten just how much it could fucking hurt.
  



  The way her lungs burned with every inhale that wasn’t filled with Korra’s scent, each breath a cruel reminder of what she’d lost. Her knees would buckle under the weight of her own burdens, and her limbs felt heavy, as though filled with lead. Sleep had become a distant memory; she couldn’t recall the last time she’d rested without waking to the emptiness beside her. Her hand still stung from where it had struck Korra’s cheek, the ghost of that moment replaying in her mind with unrelenting clarity.
  



  But even her own pain paled in comparison to what she felt for Hiro. He sat by the front door every day, his small frame filled with quiet hope, waiting for someone who would never walk through it again. The movers had come and gone, disassembling their lives in a whirlwind of rushed decisions and packed boxes. For three days, the penthouse was stripped bare, piece by piece, until there was nothing left but empty walls. And still, Hiro waited.
  



  Asami watched him, her chest aching with every glance. It was almost enough to make her call everything off, to throw away her pride and beg Korra to come back—for her, for Hiro. But the words never came. Her pride was a wall too high to climb, her ego too stubborn to let her admit defeat.
  



  She saw the way Hiro hardly acknowledged his father when he came by to finalize arrangements, their once-easy exchanges now strained and hollow. His usual bubbly “Good mornings” had faded into somber whispers of, “Is Korra coming by today?” in a matter of hours. He hadn’t been home during the fight, but he knew—he felt it, the way children always seemed to sense the fractures in their parents’ lives. He was her son, after all. Nothing ever got past him.
  



  For now, she was thankful for Daniel, who at least tried to keep Hiro’s mind occupied. Even if it only worked for a few hours, those fleeting moments of distraction gave Asami a fragile thread to hold onto amid the chaos.
  



  




  



  A week before. 


 


  Asami sat at her kitchen island, her fingers hovering over her phone screen habitually not really taking in the flashing colors among the screen as she went through different videos. Her mind was in utter shambles and her stomach had felt like it would empty the contents of itself at any moment. She had invited Korra over to talk in the morning, after the officer had finished an overnight shift, she had been putting it off enough and now with a week before she was supposed to settled in a new country, she thought it was now or never to talk with her girlfriend.
  



  The ticking clock on her kitchen wall felt like a hammer, pounding louder with every second, each beat echoing through her chest. One second, two seconds, three seconds… each tick slicing away her time, whittling down her chances to find the right words, to soften the blow. The noise reverberated in her head, 
  
    mocking 
  
  the excuses she’d once clung to.
  



  She twisted her wrist to look at the face of her watch, Korra would be getting off about now as long as she didn’t take any last-minute calls so she would have about an hour until she would be walking through her front door. Her stomach immediately dropped at the thought again and she fought everything in her to swallow the bile that was trying to make its way up her throat. 
  



  “Everything will be fine.” She breathed out in a way to calm her nerves. She knew it was her fault; she should’ve said something right after she knew. Preferably after she met with Hiro’s father like he told her to do, but she was really trying to figure out how she was going to get out of having to completely relocate. If she was being realistic, it would be possible for her to go back and forth from the states to Paris, but on the other hand, it would cost her company so much money traveling frequently for no other reason than to be with Korra. 
  



  The board would find it completely unnecessary and only put up with it for a little bit before they would try to restrict the number of times she would travel and what was the purpose. Despite people thinking that since she was the CEO, she could do whatever she wanted, but quite the opposite, she still had to answer to her board and nothing good would come out of her pissing them off. 
  



  It would be easier for her to just settle there, it wouldn’t be ideal, but it would be realistic. It would only have to be a year, maybe a year in a half if production was slow moving. Daniel had high hopes that Korra would be fine with the move, it would be a transition for sure, but he had no doubts in his mind that she would be able to adjust fine with the change. 
  



  Asami had been trying to gauge how Korra would handle this over the course of the last week. Dropping small comments or hints or what if scenarios if she ever had to pack up her life and move for the company. Korra’s reactions would range too inconsistently for her to get a real reaction, sometimes she would be all for trying life in another country. 
  



  She would express that she would follow Asami to the end of the earth if that was what she wanted, she could easily find a job being a cop in another country once she learned the language or she could pick up odd jobs to keep herself busy. Korra would be enthusiastic about travelling, since she hardly ever got to go anywhere besides back home to Alaska to visit her parents. They would talk for hours about the possibilities and Asami would feed off the excitement as hope for a future together. 
  



  There would be other times when Korra would roll her eyes at the mention of moving. She loved the life she made and the role she played at the precinct, Korra had worked her ass off the last 10 years to get to where she was and she cringed at the thought of just throwing it away to be overseas just for a year. They would go back and forth with each other momentarily, Korra getting upset at Asami for not realizing what she would be giving up for her and Asami being frustrated at Korra for not seeing the big picture. 
  



  It would all pass though since it was all just ‘what ifs’ in Korra’s eyes, not giving Asami any direction on where this talk could lead. 
  



  The sound of her front door opening and closing pulls her out of her thoughts almost instantly. The moment the click of the lock set into place puts her stomach right into her throat, bile and all. Asami turns on her stool to eye her girlfriend, disheveled and tired looking, her short hair a mess and she can see the grim on her face from across the room. 
  



  “Sorry I’m a little late.” Korra huffed as she shuffled over to where Asami was sitting before she planted a lingering kiss on her lips and settling on the stool next to her. “There was an accident on the freeway, shut down the whole fucking area, it’s a mess right now. I would’ve gone home and cleaned up, but this seemed pretty urgent so I came right over.” 
  



  “It’s okay.” Asami reached a hand up to cup her hand over Korra’s cheek to rub her thumb over what looked like motor oil and grim off her face, the tanned woman leaning into the touch sighing, the exhaustion from her 12 hour shift evident as her shoulders sagged. 
  



  She could feel her fingertips trembling against Korra’s warm skin. She swallowed, praying Korra wouldn’t notice, wouldn’t feel the weight of the words teetering on the edge of her lips. Korra deserved this moment of peace after the night she had, even if it felt like Asami’s world was crumbling beneath her.
  



  Asami took a moment to breathe while holding Korra’s face in her hands. Her stomach had been tumbling nonstop all morning and now that she has Korra physically in front of her, it felt like if she opened her mouth she would actually just vomit instead. 
  



  “Korra, I-” Asami started softly. Her voice was barely a whisper and she was sure Korra had missed it if it wasn’t for the way her eyes had opened to peer at her. Those gorgeous oceanic blue eyes staring into her with an amount of concern that she did not deserve at this moment. 
  



  Korra’s hand enveloped hers, pulling it gently from her face, and Asami’s heart lurched. She didn’t deserve the softness in her touch, the concern in her voice. The guilt coiled tighter around her, locking the words she needed to say in her throat. 
  
    ‘I’m fine,’
  
   she wanted to lie, to buy herself another second, just fucking one, but she knew she couldn’t keep stalling. 
  



  “Are you okay, ‘Sami?” Korra’s voice was low, grounding, her thumb brushing over Asami’s knuckles in slow, reassuring circles. The warmth of it, the familiarity, only made the words taste more bitter on Asami’s tongue. She fought to steady her breathing, to find the courage buried somewhere beneath the weight pressing down on her chest.
  



  “I’m moving. Well,” she paused for a moment to swallow the lump in her throat. Why was this so hard? Why was just simply speaking to Korra possibly the most single handedly the hardest thing she’s had to do this lifetime. “Hiro and I are moving. And hopefully with you as well.” 
  



  “Finally ready to get out of the penthouse life, huh? They finally tell you you couldn’t buy any more parking spots?” Korra’s head tilted a little in a playful matter at her teasing. “I mean we talked about it before, but I didn’t think you would be ready to give up your bachelorette’s life so soon.” 
  



  “I mean to Paris.”
  



  There it was again. The ticking on the wall.
  



  The silence between them was painful. 
  Asami’s heart hammered painfully against her ribs, the taste of bile bitter in her mouth as she waited, helpless, for Korra to say something, anything, to break the unbearable quiet. 
  



  Korra’s expression shifted, her brow furrowing as the meaning of Asami’s words sank in. She sat back, hand slipping from Asami’s lap, and the space between them suddenly felt too vast. Asami’s pulse roared in her ears, drowning out the ticking clock, the silent plea in her mind hoping Korra would understand. But the weight in Korra’s gaze said otherwise.
  



  “When?” The word came out measured, controlled, but Asami could see the faintest tremor in Korra’s jaw, a tightening she recognized too well. That stoic mask—something Korra usually wore only on the job—was now between them, a wall shielding Asami from the storm brewing just beneath her calm exterior. 
  



  Asami swallowed hard, her voice barely a whisper. “In one week.” She felt the words tumble out like stones, sinking into the silence that now felt more final than she was ready for. Korra’s eyes didn’t leave hers, but there was something unreadable there now, a flicker of pain that flashed and vanished before Asami could latch onto it.
  



  “And you’re just now telling me?” Korra’s voice barely wavered, but Asami could see the way her hands curled into fists in her lap, her knuckles pale. The silence stretched between them, heavy with words left unsaid. Asami opened her mouth, the apology poised on her tongue, but she couldn’t find the right words, not now, not when Korra’s gaze was locked on her, expectant and raw.
  



  “You expect me to just stop what I’m doing, put my career on the back burner, in 7 days Asami?” Korra continued when Asami didn’t answer her right away. 
  



  Korra leaned back, running the hand that was once cradling Asami’s own through her disheveled hair, her jaw tight. “Seven days, Asami. 
  
    Seven. 
  
  Do you even realize what you’re asking me to do? What you’re asking me to give up? I have 
  
    10 fucking years
  
   into this career. Or was I supposed to figure that out myself while you booked the plane tickets? Is what I do that insignificant to you?” Asami flinched at the way her voice cracked at the end, each word felt like a slap in the face, this wasn’t how this was supposed to go.
  



  “No Korra, that’s the last thing that I think about you. It’s not that easy; I have done everything – 
  
    everything 
  
  –that I could think of to find a way to get around this. I’ve thought of every possible solution that would work for both us. I’m not asking you to throw everything away, I’m just asking you to just consider what this means to me.” Asami hesitated at the idea of grasping Korra’s hand again, but decided against it. 
  



  Korra’s jaw clenched, her gaze dropping to the countertop between them as if the answer to everything could be found there. Asami could see the conflict flickering in her eyes—the hurt, the anger, and something deeper, something closer to fear. When Korra finally looked up, her eyes carried a weight that made Asami’s chest ache.
  



  Korra let out a sharp breath, shaking her head as if trying to clear her thoughts. “What this means to you?” she repeated, her voice quieter but no less intense. “Asami, do you think I don’t care about what this means to you? That I don’t want to support you? But what about me? What about my life here? The life I’ve built here? Does that not matter?”
  



  She ran a hand through her hair again, her frustration clear in the jerky motion. “You’ve thought of every solution? Great. Except the one where you actually talk to me. Where you ask me what I think before it’s a done deal.”
  



  Her words hung heavy between them, and Korra’s voice cracked again as she continued, softer this time, but filled with raw emotion. “You say you’re not asking me to throw everything away, but that’s exactly what this feels like. My career, my friends, the home I’ve built—how do you expect me to just let go of all of that? In seven days?”
  



  Korra’s eyes locked onto Asami’s, and for a moment, her expression softened, the pain in her gaze cutting through the anger. “I love you, Asami. I’d do anything for you. But you’re not giving me a choice here, you’ve already made a decision for me.” Her voice wavered, barely concealing the bitterness beneath her words. “My life doesn’t revolve around you despite what you may think. You can’t expect me to leave my career when you wouldn’t do the same for me Asami.”
  



  Asami’s jaw tightened, her frustration bubbling up in the face of Korra’s words. She crossed her arms over her chest as she stood up from the stool, needing to put some space between them to steady herself. 
  



  “You think this was an easy decision for me?” She snapped, her voice sharper than they both expected given the pinched look Korra returned to her. “Do you think I wanted this? That I wanted to spring it on you like this?” She shook her head, her voice faltering before she pressed on, louder this time. “Do you have any idea how many sleepless nights I’ve spent trying to figure out a way to make this work for both of us?”
  



  She turned back toward Korra, her green eyes ablaze with emotion. “I’m trying to hold everything together, Korra. My company. This relationship. My responsibilities. I didn’t choose this lightly, but I didn’t have a choice either! Not if I want to keep everything from falling apart!”
  



  Her voice cracked at the last word, and she exhaled sharply, running a hand through her long hair as the weight of her own words settled over her. “You think I’m not scared? That I’m not terrified this 
  
    will 
  
  tear us apart?” Her tone softened just a fraction, but the frustration still lingered at the edges. “But I thought you’d at least try to understand that I’m doing my best here. That I’m trying for us.”
  



  Korra stood abruptly, the stool screeching against the floor as she pushed it back. Her fists clenched at her sides, and her voice rose matching Asami’s tone, cracking with emotion. “Trying for us? Is this your idea of trying, Asami? Making a life-changing decision without even talking to me first? Dropping this on me with seven days to go? That’s not trying—that’s controlling everything and leaving me to pick up the pieces!”
  



  She began pacing, her movements sharp and restless, her words tumbling out before she could stop them. “You’re always so damn calculated, Asami, always thinking five steps ahead like this is some business deal. But this isn’t your company, this is us! And you didn’t even give me the chance to weigh in, to have a say in our future!”
  



  Her voice cracked as she turned to face Asami, her blue eyes blazing with anger but glistening with the threat of tears. “I’ve spent ten years building my life here—ten years, ‘Sami. You think I can just throw all of that away? For what? To follow you to Paris like some afterthought? Like my life doesn’t even matter in the equation? So you can drag me along to all your fancy parties, dress me up, and show me off on your pretty fucking pedestal?”
  



  Korra’s chest heaved as she stopped pacing, her hands trembling as she held Asami’s gaze. The fire in her voice dimmed, leaving behind something rawer, more exposed. “You say you’re trying for us, but right now…” Her voice wavered as she exhaled sharply. “It just feels like you’re trying for you.”
  



  “I’m building a legacy here, Korra, you wouldn’t understand.” Asami continued, her voice steady but edged with frustration, her hands clenching at her sides. “You think this is about you? Or me? It’s bigger than us. This is about the future of everything I’ve worked for—Do you have any idea how much pressure that carries?”
  



  She took a step closer to Korra, her green eyes fierce. “When my father got caught, he didn’t just leave me a company; he left me with 
  
    a fucking mess
  
  . Bankruptcy. Scandals. Everyone thought Future Industries was finished. I rebuilt it from the ground up, Korra. I poured every ounce of myself into saving it, into turning it into something I could be proud of. Something he would be proud of.”
  



  Her voice cracked slightly, but she pushed forward, her frustration overriding the vulnerability threatening to break through. “So no, this isn’t just about what’s 
  
    convenient 
  
  for us. This is about ensuring that all those years of sacrifice and work that I put in don’t go to waste. That I don’t let down the people who’ve depended on me, who’ve believed in me.”
  



  Korra’s hands clenched into fists at her sides, her jaw tightening as Asami’s words sank in. She let out a sharp, bitter laugh, shaking her head. “Selfish,” she muttered under her breath, before looking up at Asami, her voice rising. “You’re so damn selfish, Asami.”
  



  Asami froze, her frustration flickering into disbelief. “Selfish? Are you serious right now?”
  



  Korra stepped closer, her eyes blazing with a mix of anger and hurt. “Yes, I’m serious. Do you even hear yourself? ‘Legacy this, Future Industries that.’ Everything is always about you—your company, your father, your vision of the future. Have you even once stopped to think about how this affects me? Or is that just too inconvenient for you to consider?”
  



  Her voice cracked, but she pressed on, her emotions spilling out unchecked. “I’ve spent this entire relationship supporting you, backing you up, doing everything I can to be the partner you and Hiro need. That you guys deserve. And now you’re asking me to uproot my entire life, everything I’ve worked for, and move halfway across the world—not for us, but for 
  
    you
  
  .”
  



  Korra’s chest heaved as she stepped back, her expression hardening. “You’ve built your empire, Asami. Congratulations. But don’t stand there and tell me this is about anything other than you doing whatever the fuck you want and expecting me to just fall in line like everyone else on your payroll. I’m not interested in being some lap dog for you. If you want someone to bend to your every waking will then I’ll save you the trouble and walk out this door now.”
  



  Asami recoiled as if Korra’s words had physically struck her, the weight of the accusation settling heavily in her chest. “Is that what you think of me?” she shot back, her voice low but trembling with restrained emotion. “That I see you as… what? An employee?” 
  



  Her breath hitched, but she pressed on, the words sharper now, anger rolling off her in waves. Her shoulders trembled as she spoke, her voice laced with disbelief and pain. “Just some empty body I use to get my rocks off whenever I want? A pawn in my grand plan?”
  



  Her eyes flashed with a mixture of anger and hurt as she stepped forward, closing the distance Korra had put between them. “I can’t believe you’d even say that, Korra. Do you think I want to make these choices? That I enjoy having to balance my personal life against a company that constantly demands more of me than I have to give?”
  



  She let out a bitter laugh, running her hands through her hair as she turned away. “You have no idea what it’s like to carry this much responsibility. To know that one wrong move could cost thousands of people their jobs, their futures.”
  



  Her voice trembled as she continued, the anger spilling out. “You get the fun perks of dating a millionaire—the supercars, the fancy dinners, the whatever you could ever fucking ask for. Because how could I ever say no to you?”
  



  Her breath hitched, but she pressed on, her voice growing sharper. “But you don’t see the rest. You don’t see when a prototype goes haywire, and five fucking investors pull out before I even walk into the office. You don’t see me scrambling to pick up the pieces.”
  



  Asami’s hands clenched at her sides, her tone turning bitter. “Or when that warehouse went up in flames, and I had to face the media accusing me of committing insurance fraud—just like my father. You don’t get that part, Korra. You’ve never had to.”
  



  Asami turned back to Korra, her eyes blazing. “But sure, let’s make this about me being selfish. Let’s make me the bad guy for trying to make it all work—for both of us.”
  



  When Asami spun back around, her green eyes were blazing as they locked onto Korra’s. “Do you know what I see when I look at you?” Her voice wavered, but her gaze didn’t falter. “I see someone who’s willing to give up the world for what they love. And I envy that, Korra. I envy you.”
  



  Her shoulders rose with a shaky breath before her voice sharpened, cutting through the tension like a blade. “But don’t you fucking dare stand there and act like I don’t care about this relationship. Like I’m not trying—every goddamn day—to figure out a way to keep us together. When all you’re doing is looking for a reason to tear us apart.”
  



  Korra’s eyes burned with anger, her words striking like daggers. “You don’t care about us, Asami. You care about yourself and what’s best for 
  
    you
  
  . That’s all you’ve ever cared about.”
  



  Asami’s breath hitched, her heart pounding in her chest as her vision blurred. For a moment, the world seemed to tilt, Korra’s words ringing in her ears louder than the ticking clock on the wall. Her fists clenched at her sides, nails biting into her palms as something inside her snapped.
  



  "How dare you," she hissed, her voice trembling with fury. Her green eyes burned as she stepped closer, her hands shaking at her sides. "How dare you stand there and say that to me after everything I’ve done for you—for us."
  



  Korra didn’t back down. Her jaw tightened, and she crossed her arms over her chest, her blue eyes blazing. "Everything you’ve done? You mean making decisions for both of us and expecting me to just go along with them? Yeah, 
  
    great teamwork
  
  , Asami."
  



  Asami’s breath shuddered as Korra’s words struck deep. Images flashed in her mind—endless late nights in the office, canceled vacations, sacrifices she made to keep her promises. The lump in her throat swelled, her lip trembling as the sting of Korra’s accusation grew unbearable.
  



  Her body moved before her mind caught up. Her hand flew through the space between them, the sharp crack of her palm against Korra’s cheek cutting through the suffocating silence like a gunshot.
  



  Korra’s head snapped to the side, her eyes wide in shock, her hand instinctively rising to her stinging cheek. She froze, the words she’d been ready to spit out dying on her tongue.
  



  Asami’s hand trembled in the air, her chest heaving as the enormity of what she’d done hit her. Tears welled in her eyes, and her voice broke as she whispered, “You don’t get to say that to me. You don’t get to reduce everything I’ve done for us to… to nothing.”
  



  Korra slowly turned back to face her, her gaze unreadable, her cheek red and raw. The silence between them was heavier than ever, their breaths the only sound in the room.
  



  For a moment, neither of them moved. Korra lifted a hand to her cheek, her fingers brushing the stinging skin. Her expression shifted, the shock bleeding into something darker, more wounded. “Wow,” she said finally, her voice low and hollow.
  



  A twisted smile tugged at her lips, but it wasn’t one Asami recognized. It was sharp, bitter, jagged—filled with something that made her chest ache. Korra dragged her tongue over her teeth, a scoff of disbelief filling the charged air between them. “I guess I don’t matter as much as I thought,” she said, her words cutting through the silence like a blade.
  



  Asami’s breath caught, her chest tightening as Korra’s words struck deep, each one landing like a physical blow. She opened her mouth, but no words came. The look in Korra’s eyes was a storm—raging, unrelenting. And for the first time, Asami didn’t know how to calm it. She didn’t know how to fix this.
  



  The room was unbearably still, the ticking clock loud and oppressive in the silence. Asami’s breath hitched, her voice faltering as she tried to speak. “Korra, I’m sorry—” she began, but the words caught in her throat, tangled with guilt and something heavier, something she couldn’t untangle fast enough.
  



  Korra took a step back, her blue eyes clouded with a mix of anger and heartbreak. “No,” she said quietly, her voice tight. “You made your bed, 
  
    Sato
  
  . Now you can lie in it.”
  



  Asami’s hand dropped to her side as Korra turned on her heel and walked toward the door, her footsteps echoing through the room. Every step louder than the ticking clock on the wall, each one driving a nail into the fragile bond between them. The sound grew fainter, then stopped entirely as the door clicked shut, the silence left behind suffocating in its finality. It was over. She was alone.
  


Korra’s words hung in the air like a death knell, the sound of her using “Sato” instead of “Asami” ringing louder than the slap itself. The name echoed in her mind, a cruel reminder of the distance now yawning between them, a distance she had put there. The weight of it pressed down on her, crushing the breath from her lungs.


  “Korra, please,” she whispered hoarsely, her voice trembling before breaking entirely. She cried out louder, the desperation in her tone filling the empty room, but the door remained closed, and the woman she loved was gone. Her knees buckled, no longer able to hold herself upright as she crumbled to the floor, her shoulders shaking with the force of her sobs.
  



  Her hand tingled, the memory of the slap burning on her palm like a brand, and she clutched it to her chest as if that could erase what she’d done. The bile rose thick and bitter in her throat, and she choked on the weight of her actions, her breaths coming in sharp, uneven gasps. The tears spilled freely now, hot and unrelenting, as she stared at the door that had closed on everything she cared about
  
    .
  
  


 


 


  The Parisian skyline stretched out before her, golden light painting the city in a soft glow. From her office window, Asami could see the Eiffel Tower in the distance, a view she’d dreamed of for years. And yet, the weight in her chest made it hard to breathe.
  



  Her hands rested on her desk, her nails faintly digging into the polished wood as she stared blankly at the screen of her laptop. Reports, contracts, projections—all the things she usually thrived on—blurred together into meaningless numbers. She’d been in Paris for a week now, and every night she told herself that it would get easier. That she’d made the right choice. That Korra…
  



  Her throat tightened, and she looked away, her hand drifting to her stomach instinctively. It had been two weeks since their fight, and Korra’s voice still echoed in her mind, sharp and cutting.
  
     “You made your bed, Sato. Now you can lie in it.”
  
  



  Her phone buzzed on the desk, drawing her gaze. It wasn’t Korra, of course. It hadn’t been Korra once since she left. She’d checked, over and over, hoping for a message, a missed call—
  
    anything
  
  . But it had been nothing but silence. With a heavy sigh, she silenced the notification and leaned back in her chair.
  



  A knock at the door broke the stillness. “Miss Sato?” Daniel poked his head in, his usual professional demeanor tempered with concern. “Is everything all right? You’ve been… quiet today. More so than usual as of late I guess.”
  



  Asami looked at him, his kind expression almost undoing her carefully maintained facade. She hesitated, her lips parting to form a response, but no words came. Instead, she nodded toward the chair in front of her overly large desk, silently inviting him to sit. Her fingers toying with the edge of a folder on her desk, the smooth texture grounding her for a fleeting moment as she tried to gather her thoughts.
  



  She had been so good since arriving in Paris, hadn’t she? The moment she stepped off the plane, work had consumed her, just as she’d hoped it would. Her schedule left no room for stray thoughts or lingering regrets—until the evenings came, and the quiet swallowed her whole. The only reprieve was Hiro, who had embraced this new life with an enthusiasm that made her both proud and envious.
  



  Hell, he had adjusted almost instantly. He’d been so excited to take in the new sights and culture, diving straight into his new routine with a resilience that left her in awe. Hiro was taking this city by storm, and she couldn’t have been prouder of him. But every time she watched him laugh or saw the way his eyes lit up at something new, the ache in her chest grew heavier.
  



  Asami clenched her hands in her lap, trying to push the emotions back down where they belonged. “He’s incredible,” she said softly, almost to herself, her gaze flickering to the photograph of Hiro she’d already framed on her desk. “It’s like nothing phases him. He just… runs with the punches.” She paused, her voice growing quieter. “I know he misses her being around, but he doesn’t dare mention her anymore. I wish I could do that.”
  



  Daniel tilted his head slightly, watching her carefully. “You’ve been through a lot,” he said, his tone gentle. “It’s okay to not feel okay right now.”
  



  Asami let out a bitter laugh, shaking her head. “That’s the problem, Daniel. I don’t have the luxury of not being okay.” She paused, her hand brushing her stomach in a movement so brief she wasn’t sure he noticed. “I have too much at stake.”
  



  Daniel’s gaze followed hers, and his expression softened further. “Asami,” he said gently, “you don’t have to carry this alone. Whatever it is, I’m here. You can trust me, we’ve been doing this for a while now, I can handle most things for you if you want.”
  



  Her throat tightened, and for a long moment, she stared at him, weighing her words. Then, before she could stop herself, they spilled out. “I’m pregnant.”
  



  The silence that followed was deafening. Daniel blinked, his expression flickering between surprise and understanding. “I see,” was all he could say, his voice quiet. Because honestly, what did she expect him to say, that ‘everything will be alright’ or ‘are you sure you read the test right?’ 
  



  “I didn’t realize you guys were trying.” He said after a beat, his tone light, trying to keep the mood from turning sour. She couldn’t help but roll her eyes at his attempt though.
  



  “Given the circumstances, I’d have to say we definitely weren’t,” she said dryly, a bitter edge to her voice. “Of course, I’d end up in the one-percent fail rate with this stupid IUD.”
  



  Daniel offered a small, sheepish smile, leaning back in his chair. “Fair enough. I guess that was a dumb thing to say.” He rubbed the back of his neck, clearly searching for the right words, but Asami appreciated that he wasn’t trying too hard. She hated when people walked on eggshells around her and he was one of the only people who didn’t treat her any different just because she was his boss.
  



  “You think?” she quipped, her voice sharper than intended, though her lips twitched as if threatening a smile. It faded just as quickly, her gaze dropping to her desk. “Sorry. That wasn’t fair.”
  



  “Hey, no apology necessary,” Daniel said, his tone softening. “You’ve got a lot on your plate, and I can’t imagine how much you’ve been holding in.” He hesitated, his gaze steady as he watched her carefully. “Does anyone else know?”
  



  Asami shook her head, her fingers tracing the edge of her desk absently. “Just you. My pregnancy with Hiro was so public… I want to keep this out of the media for as long as I can.” Her voice dipped slightly, the exhaustion creeping in despite her best efforts to stay composed.
  



  Daniel nodded thoughtfully before asking the question she’d been dreading. “Are you going to tell Korra?”
  



  Her hand stilled, and for a moment, the room felt unbearably quiet. “Do you really think telling her would change anything?” she asked, her voice tight. “That she’d suddenly have a change of heart about everything?” The words tasted bitter, and she swallowed hard, her throat tightening. “It’s not exactly the kind of news you can just casually bring up after…” She trailed off, the unfinished sentence hanging in the air, heavy with all the things she couldn’t bring herself to say.
  



  Daniel opened his mouth as if to respond but seemed to think better of it, simply nodding instead. His silence spoke volumes, a quiet acknowledgment of the weight Asami carried.
  



  “After a fight,” he finished gently after the pause, leaning forward. “A big one, I take it?”
  



  She let out a bitter laugh, though it lacked any real humor. “The kind you don’t come back from.” Her hand moved to her stomach, almost reflexively, and she exhaled a shaky breath. “I thought I could do this on my own. I thought leaving would make it easier, but all I’ve done is…” Her voice broke, and she shook her head, blinking back tears, she had cried enough. “All I’ve done is make it worse.”
  



  Daniel reached out, his hand hovering just above the edge of her desk as if he wasn’t sure whether to offer her comfort or give her space. “Asami, you’re one of the strongest people I know,” he said quietly. “But you don’t have to be strong all the time. You don’t have to carry this alone.”
  



  She didn’t respond immediately, her gaze fixed on the photo of Hiro on her desk. He deserved a mother who had it all together, who didn’t crumble under pressure. And now, with another child on the way, she wondered if she could ever live up to the expectations she’d set for herself.
  



  Finally, she looked at Daniel, her expression conflicted but determined. “Thank you,” she said softly, her voice steady despite the storm raging inside her. “I appreciate it. But this is something I need to figure out on my own… for now.”
  


  
Notes for the Chapter:
          I am so sorry.

I'm sorry it took almost a year to get this last chapter out. I'm sorry for playing the villain here, but please please please, hear me out. Trust the process. I had to break them apart so I could bring them back together again.

Despite everything, I want to thank every single one of you who have come and stayed by this piece for so long, who have waited patiently while I sorted out my life just for some silly little words. I have quite literally put EVERYTHING that I have to give into this last chapter, if you could not tell. I had to stop several times to collect myself because even though I'm the one controlling the pace and setting the rules, this chapter hit me like a bus and I am so proud to give this to you guys. I have been secretly holding onto this chapter for a few days now because I just wanted you guys to enjoy a few more moments of peace. It made my roommate cry.

That being said. There will be another installment to this series, it is already in the works, I'm 3 chapters deep, working on the fourth currently. I wanted to have some chapters set up so you guys wouldn't have to wait so long in shambles even though I will still have you suffer for a little while longer. I will also be taking a crack at rewriting the earlier chapters on this probably in 2025, seeing that my writing style from 3 years ago is completely different, I would like to freshening this up.

Please don't hate me too much - I'll see you all next year.
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